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The  present  volume  is  the  result  of  a  taste  for  collecting 
poetical  quotations^  which  beset  me  in  the  days  of  my 
nonage^  now  more  than  half  a  century  ago.  At  that  time  I 
belonged  to  a  society  of  exuberant  youths^  who  rivalled 
each  other  in  spicing  their  conversation  with  scraps  of 
poetry,  sometimes  Latin,  but  oftener  English;  and  one 
of  them,  who  had  an  extraordinary  memory,  never  failed 
to  be  profuse  in  this  kind  of  embellishment.  Being  of 
an  age  and  temperament  to  imbibe  the  contagion,  and 
naturally  emulous  of  distinction  among  my  companions, 
I  read  the  poets  diligently,  and  registered,  in  a  portable 
form,  whatever  I  thought  apposite  and  striking. 

At  that  period  there  existed  scarcely  any  books  of 
English  quotations  practically  accessible  :  Allot's 
^England^s  Parnassus,'  published  as  long  back  as 
1600,  and  which  gives  only  the  earlier  poets,  used  to 
sell  for  upwards  of  five  pounds.  Poole's  'English 
Parnassus,'  which  followed  in  1657,  was  compara- 
tively useless,  being  ill  digested  and  entirely  without 
authorities;  and  Hay  ward's  British  Muse,  published 
in  1738,  though  very  satisfactory  as  far  as  it  goes, 
and  always  within  reach  of  a  moderate  purse,  stops 
short  at  Hcrrick,  and  consequently  omits  Milton,  Butler, 
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Tl  -  PREFACE. 

Waller,  Dryden,  Addison,  Prior,  Gay,  Pope,  Swift, 
Thomson,  and  a  great  many  others  who  flourished  within 
his  time ;  and  these  were  precisely  the  poets  we  most 
cared  to  cultivate.  In  later  years,  but  too  late  for  my 
youthful  purposes,  Messrs.  Whittaker  brought  out  a 
Dictionary  of  Quotations  from  the  British  Poets,  in  3 
vols,  post  8vo.,  one  for  Shakespeare  in  1823,  another 
for  Blank  Verse  in  1824,  and  the  third  for  Rhyme  in 
1825,  all  anonymous,  but  known  to  be  by  Wm.  Kingdom. 
This  work,  which  subsequently  became  my  property,  is 
a  very  careful  and  excellent  compilation,  and  has  been 
largely  used  by  subsequent  compilers,  English  and 
American,  especially  the  latter,  without  in  any  instance, 
as  far  as  I  can  discover,  having  been  acknowledged  or 
even  mentioned  by  them. 

Within  the  last  few  years  there  has  been  a  perfect 
deluge  of  Quotation  books  of  every  kind,  some  con- 
sisting merely  of  short  consecutive  extracts  from  a  few 
of  our  principal  poets,  which  it  seems  to  me  any  in- 
telligent reader  might  make  quite  as  well  for  himself; 
others  inconveniently  arranged  under  initial  letters,  or 
the  principal  word  of  a  first  line,  which  often  carries 
a  quotation  far  away  from  its  natural  place;  others 
again,  without  any  authorities  whatever,  or  giving 
them  so  sparsely,  imperfectly,  or  faultily,  as  to 
render  their  books  teazing  and  of  scarcely  any  literary 
value.  The  most  exempt  from  these  short-comings, 
and  the  most  satisfactory,  so  far  as  my  examination 
has  extended,  is  Mr.  Grocott's  small  volume  entitled 
an  'Index  to  Familiar  Quotations.'  This  gives  the 
authorities   with    exemplary  precision,   and   possesses 
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a  good  Index^  which  is  a  great  convenience  for  tracing 
required  lines ;  but  the  selection  is  very  limited^  with- 
out the  least  observance  of  chronological  order^  and 
the  arrangement^  though  professedly  according  to  sub- 
jects, is  too  often  determined  merely  by  a  leading  word ; 
for  instance.  Pope's  fine  lines  on  Providence,  ending  with 
''whatever  is,  is  right,'^  are  placed  under  the  word  "All,'' 
because  they  so  commence.  Mr.  Priswell's  recent  volume 
entitled  'Familiar  Words'  has  exactly  the  same  ad- 
vantages and  disadvantages,  even  to  the  extent  of  placing 
the  same  lines  in  the  very  same  place.  But  principles 
of  arrangement  have  ever  been  open  to  discussion,  and 
some  may  prefer  what  I  disapprove  to  what  I  have 
adopted ;  neither  is  it  my  province  to  criticise  my  prede- 
cessors, and  I  do  so,  in  the  present  instance,  only  by 
way  of  shewing  my  divergence  from  their  plans. 
.  My  own  volume  must  speak  for  itself:  it  has  grown 
by  slow  degrees  from  its  original  embryo  to  the  portly 
shape  it  now  assumes,  and  has  been  especially  en- 
lai^ed  since  I  came  to  the  determination,  some  four  or 
five  years  since,  to  prepare  it  for  press.  The  arrange- 
ment of  subjects,  as  will  be  seen,  is  alphabetical^  in  the 
manner  of  a  common  place  book,  and  the  quotations,  so 
far  as  printing  convenience  would  permit,  are  placed 
chronologically.  Some  few  duplications  will  be  found 
under  synonymes ;  a  defect,  if  it  is  one,  which  I  have 
found  unavoidable. 

I  had  not  in  my  early  selections  affixed  chapter  and 
verse  references  to  the  extracts,  but  merely  the  author's 
name ;  in  some  instances  trusting  to  my  memory,  in 
others  unable  to  give  them,  owing  to  the  then  prevalent 
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want  of  editions  in  which  the  poet's  lines  were  num- 
bered. And  in  connection  with  this  explanation^  I  take 
leave  to  say  that  no  edition  of  a  poet  should  be  printed 
without  a  proper  numbering  of  the  lines  or  stanzas^  so 
as  to  aflfbrd  ready  means  of  reference ;  and  the  few 
which  I  have  myself  edited  or  published  are  so  provided ; 
but  I  regret  to  see  that  many  editions,  even  of  recent 
date,  are  in  this  respect  conspicuously  deficient.  Al- 
though I  have  endeavoured  to  remedy  my  early  neglect 
of  minute  references,  by  subsequent  reading,  I  have  not 
in  all  instances  been  successful,  even  in  respect  to  poets 
with  which  I  presumed  myself  to  be  perfectly  familiar, 
such  as  Butler,  whose  Hudibras,  I  have  had  occasion  to 
read  through,  for  editorial  purposes,  some  three  or  four 
times.  I  hope,  however,  to  remedy  whatever  omissions 
or  imperfections  may  from  time  to  time  be  discovered 
by  an  Appendicula  of  Cuns  posteriores ;  for  which  object 
I  court  criticism  and  communications. 

I  have  only  to  add  that  this  volume,  whatever  its 
merits  or  demerits,  will  have  cost  me,  independently  of 
my  personal  labour,  several  hundred  pounds;  and  that  it 
is  not  printed  for  sale  but  exclusively  for  presents  to 
my  friends  and  acquaintances,  or  persons  of  public 
esteem,  with  whom  I  have  had,  or  may  hereafter  have, 
social  relations. 

HENRY  G.  BOHN. 
NoBTH  End  House,  Twickenham. 
July,  1867. 
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ALPHABETICAL  LIST  OP  AUTHORS  QUOTED, 

WITH  DATBS  OV  BIBT&  AITD  DSJLTH  AS  NSAB  AS  TEST  CAN  BB  A8CEB- 

TAIKBD. 

An  *  asterisk  prefixed  to  either  date  denotes  uncertainty. 


An  explanation  is  introduced  of  such  ahridgmentt  as  seem  to  require  it. 
Where  the  titles  are  diftinctly  quoted  they  are  not  repeated  here. 


Adpuoit,  Joseph,  bom  1672,  died  1719.     Camp.  Campaign,  a  Poem. 

AxENSiDB,  Mark,  1721 — 1770.     PL  Im.   Pleasures  of  Imagination. 

Albtw,  Charles,  1600—1640.    H.  VII.  Henry  VIT. 

ABBxrrHKOT,  Dr.  John,  1675 — 1735. 

ABMBTKOsa,  Dr.  John,  1709— 1779.  A.  P.M.  Art  of  Preterviny  Health. 

Bailxt,  Philip  James,  1816,  living.    Fest.    Festus. 

Bahjix,  Joanna,   1764—1851.       D,  M.    De  Montfort,  a  IVagedy.— 

Etkw.  Ethwald,  Tragedy. 
Baupb,  Michael  William,  1808— living. 
Basbavlb,  Anna  Letitia,  1743 — 1825. 
Babham,  Bichard,  {pseud.  Thomas  Ingoldsby),   1788—1845.    Ingold. 

Jngoldsby  Legends. 
Bablow,  Joel,  (American),  1755—1812.   CoL   The  Columhiad,  a  Poem. 
Babitabd,  Lady  Anne,  1750—1825.     A.  R.  Q.    Auld  Robin  Gray. 
Babov,  Robert,  •1630—1680. 
Babbett,  EHzabeth  (Mrs.  Browning),  1806—1861. 
Babtok,  Bernard,  1784—1849. 
Babtabd,  Thomas,  »1560— 1618. 
Batlt,  Thomas  Hayiies,  1797—1839. 
Bbattib,  Dr.  James,  1735— 1803.     Min.  Minstrel. 
Bbgeiv&hak,  Charles,  1699—1780. 
SBATTXOifT,  Francis  (and  Flbtohbb),  1585—1616.      Capt.  Captain^  a 

Comedy.— Four  P.  Ibur  Plays  in  One.—H.  M.  Fort,    Honest  Man's 

Fortune,  a  Tragi-Comedy. — Loy.  Sub.    Loyal  Subject,  a  Tragi- Comedy » 
'  — Sp.  Cu.  Spanish  Curate,  a  Comedy, 
BBAmcovT,  Sir  John,  1582—1628. 
BsKJAicnr,  Park,  (American),  1809^1iving. 
BiOKXBSTAFP,  Isaac,  *1785— 1805. 
BiiHOP,  1781-1796. 
Blackicobb,  Sir  Bichard,  •1650—1729. 
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Blaib,  Bobert,  1699—1746.     Gra,   Grave,  a  Poem. 

Bloomfield,  Rob.  1766— 1828.  F.B.  Farmer's  Boy. ^R.T,  Rural  Talet, 

Bowles,  William  Lisle,  1762—1850. 

BoWEDfO.  Sir  John,  1792— living. 

B&ATHWAITE,  Richard,  1688—1673.     S,  A.   The  Smoking  Age. 

Bbome,  Richard,  *1600— 1652.     Nov.     Novella,  a  Comedy. 

Bbooke,  Henry,  1706—1783.     Earl  of  W.    Earl  of  Westmoreland. 

Brooke,  Lord  (Fulke  Greville),  1554—1628.   Ala,  Alaham,  a  Tragedy. 

Browij,  Tom,  *1650— 1704. 

Bbowne,  Dr.  John,  1715—1766.     Alhel.  Athelsian,  a  Tragedy. 

Bbowne,  "William,  1590—1645.     Past.    Britannia*s  Pastorals. 

BBOWiriva,  Mrs.     See  Babbett,  Elizabeth. 

Bbtast,  William  CuUen,  (American),  1797— living. 

BucKiNaHAH,  John  Sheffield,  Duke  of,  1649—1720. 

BucKiKOHAM,  Villiers,  Duke  of,  1627—1688. 

Buxweb,  Sir  Edward  Lytton  (Lord  Lytton),  1805— living. 

BuKYAN,  John,  1628—1688. 

BUBNS,  Robert,  1759—1796.  Cot.  Sat.  N,  Cotter*8  Saturday  Night, 
Henp,  Husb.  HenpecJ^d  Husband. 

BUTLBB,  Samuel,  1612—1680.  Hu.  Hudibras.—M,  T.  Miscellaneous 
Thoughts, 

Btbom,  John,  1691—1763. 

Bybon,  George  (Gordon,  Lord,  1788—1824.  B.  Ab.  Bride  ofAbydos.— 
Ch.  H,  Childe  Harold.^ Cors.  Corsair.^ Doge  V.  Doge  of  Venice,— 
D.  J.  Don  Juan. — Eng.  B.  English  Bards  and  Scotch  Reviewers. — 
Sard.  Sardanapahu. — Cor.  Siege  of  Corinth. —  Vis.  J.  Vision  of  Judg- 
ment, 

Campbbli,  Thomaa,  1777—1844.     P.  H.  Pleasures  of  Hope. 

Canniko,  George,  1770—1827. 

Cabew,  Lady  Elizabeth,  temp.  James  I.  Mar.  MarmUm,  the  Fair 
Queen  qf  Jewry,  a  Tragedy. 

Cabbw,  Thomas,  1589—1639. 

Oabet,  Henry,  *169a— 1743.     Chron.    Chrowmhotonthologus. 

Cabtwbioht,  William,  1611—1643.  Siege.  The  Siege,  or  Love's  Con- 
vert, a  Tragi'Comedy. 

Cabt,  Henry  Francis,  1772—1844. 

Cawthobk,  James,  1719 — 1761. 

Chapman,  George,  1557 — 1634.  C.  and  P.  Casar  and  Pompey,  a  Tragedy. 

Chattebtoh,  Thomas,  1752—1770. 

Chaucbb,  GeoffVey,  1328—1400.     C.  T.  Canterbury  Tales. 

Chubchill,  Charles,  1731—1764.  Ap.  Apology. — Cand.  Candidate. — 
Farew.  Farewell. — Ni.  Night. — Ros.  Rosciad. 

Cibbbb,  Colley,  1671—1757.     Doui  Oal.  Double  OaUant,  a  Comedy, 

Clabb,  John,  1793—1864. 

Clabk,  Willis  Gaylord,  (American),  1810—1841. 

Clevblaud,  John,  1613—1659. 

CoLEBiDGE,  Samuel  Taylor,  1772—1834.  And.  Mar.  Ancient  Mariner, 

CoLLDTS,  William,  •1720—1756. 

CouiAN,  George,  1733—1794, 
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CoLMAifr,  0«orge,   (the  younger),  1762—1836.      B.  O,     Broad  Griru. 

P,  V.    Poeiieal  Vagariea. 
CoiTON,  C.  C,  •1790—1832. 
COMBB,  George,  1788—1858. 

CoHOSRTS,  William*  1672—1729.    Mo.  Br.  Mourning  Bride,  a  Tragedy. 
Cook,  Eliza,  1817— living. 
COKBBT,  Bishop,  Bichard,  1582—1635. 
CoTXOK,  Charles,  1630—1687. 

Cotton,  Nathaniel,  1707—1788.     Via.   Viaiona,  in  Verae. 
CowiAT,  Abraham,  1618—1667.     David.  Davideia,  an  Hiatorical  Poem. 
Cowpkb,  William,  1731—1800.       Cortv.  Conperaatum.—Exp.  Expoatu- 
lation.'-Pr,  Er.   Progreaa  qf  Error. — Ret.  Retirement.— T.  T.    Table 
Talk.— Raven.  Tate  of  the  Raven.— Ta.   Taak.—Tiroc.  Tirocinium. 
CsABBS,  George,  1754—1832.     Bo.    Borough^  a  Poem.— Strug.  Conac. 

Struffglea  qf  Conacienee.—Ta.  H.  Talea  of  the  Hall. 
C&A8HAW,  Eichard,  •1600— *1650.    Stepa.  Stepa  to  the  Temple. 

Cbbbce,  Thomas,  1659—1701. 

Cbolt,  George,  1785 — 1864.     Peric.  and  Aap.  Periclea  and  Aapaaia. 

Ckowke,  John,  ^1640— •1703.     Amb.  Slatea.    Ambitioua  Stateaman.— 
Dor.  Dariua^  a  Tragedy. 

CocBBBLAirD,  Richard,  1732—1811. 

CuKKiHGHAX,  Allan,  1784—1842.     Menander. 

Daka,  Eichard  Henry  (American),  1787 — living. 

Dabobkb,  Bobert,  1690—1660. 

DakixL)  Samuel,  1562—1619.     £.  qf  South.   Earl  of  Southampton  — 
PhU.  Philctaa,  a  Tragedy. 

Dabct,  James,  1700—1762.     Love  and  Ambition. 

DABwnr,  Erasmus,  1731—1802. 

Datbnakt,  Sir  William,  1605—1668.      Diatr.    Diatreaaea,   a    Tragi- 
comedy. 

Dayibs,  Sir  John.    1569—1626. 

Dawes,  Bufus  (American),  1803— living. 

Devob,  Daniel,  1661—1731.     T.  B.  Eng.     True  Bom  Engliahman. 

Dbkkbb,    Thomas,    •ISSO— •1639.       Honeat   Wh.    Honeat   Whore,  a 
Comedy. — Old  For.  Old  Fortunatua,  a  Comedy. 

Dx^HAM,  Sir  John,  1615—1668. 

Dnnns,  Jolm,  1657—1734. 

Db  Vebe,  Sir  Aubrey,  1814— living. 

Debdot,  Charles,  1746—1814. 

DnrKiES,  Mrs.  Anna  Peyre,  (American),  •1805 — ^living. 

DODDBIDOB,  Philip,  1702—1751. 

DoDSLET,  Bobert,  1703—1764. 

DojncB,  John,  1573—1631. 

DOB8BT.    See  Baoktillb. 

Dow,  Alexander,  •1740— •1790.     Seihona. 

Dbakb,  Joseph  Bodman,  (American),  1795—1820. 

Dbatton,  Michael,  1563—1631. 

Dbvmxovb,  William,  of  Havthomden,  1585—1649. 
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Dbtdbk,  John,  1681-»1700.  Ab,  Absalom  and  Achitophelf  a  Poetm. 
— Auren,  Aurengzebe^a  Tragedy. — Cym.  and  Iph,  Cynun  and  Iphi- 
geniOf  from  Boccacio. —  Don,  Seb,  Bon  Sebattian,  a  Tragedy. — 
D.  GuUe.  Duke  of  OuiMe^  a  Tragedy. — Ind,  Emp,  Indian  Emperor,  a 
Tragi' Comedy. — Mar.  cL  la  M.  Marriage  H  la  Mode^  a  Comedy.-^ 
(Ed.  (Edipu8,  a  IVagedy. — Pal.  and  Ar.  PaUemon  and  Arcite, — 
Pylh.  PAH.  Pythagorean  Philoeophy,  a  Poem, — RHf.  Rival  Ladiee. — 
Span.  F,  S^nieh  Friar ^  a  Tragi- Comedy. 

DuNOOMBE,  William,  1689—1769.  Jun.  Brut.  Lueiue  JuniuM  Brutua^ 
a  Tragedy. 

Dyjkb,  John,  1700—1758. 

Dteb,  Sir  Edward,  •1540— •leiO. 

Elliott,  Ebenezer,  1781—1849. 

Emebson,  Balph  Waldo,  (American),  1803— liying. 

Ethebegb,  Sir  George,  •1636— •1694. 

Faibpax,  Edmund,  •1670—1632. 

Falconbb,  William,  1730—1769.    Sh.    Sh^twreck,  a  Poem. 

FAins,  Sir  Francia,  •1650— •1715.     Sacrifice,  a  Tragedy. 

PA2TSHAW,  Sir  Richard,  1608—1666. 

Fabqtjhab,  George,  1678—1707. 

Ebnton,  Elijah,  1683—1780. 

FiELDiNO,  Henry,  1707—1754.     T.  Thu.  Tom  Thumb,  a  Burlesque. 

Flatmak,  Thomas,  1633—1672. 

Flbtchbb,  Giles,  1588—1623. 

Flbtcheb,  John,  1576—1626. 

Flbtchbb,  Phineas,  1584 — 1650. 

Foots,  Samuel,  1722—1777. 

Fox,  Charles  James,  1749—1806. 

FoBD,  John,  1586— ^1640.     Love's  Sacr.  Lovers  Sacrifice,  a  Tragedy, 

Fbabcis,  Philip  (translator  of  Horace),  •1710—1773. 

Fbancklin,  Dr.  Thomas,  1721—1784. 

FBANKLiif,  Dr.  Benjamin,  1705—1790.     Poor  R.  Poor  Richard. 

Fbebman,  Sir  Balph,  ^1620 — ^^1660.     Imper.  Inqjerial,  a  Tragedy. 

Fbowdb,  Philip,  ♦1670—1738.  Sa.  Fall  of  Saguntum,  a  Tragedy.-^ 
Phil.  PhilotaSy  a  Tragedy. 

Gabbicb,  David,  1716—1779. 

Gabth,  Sir  Samuel,  •1665—1719. 

Gabooionb,  G^rge,  •1537—1677. 

Gat,  John,  1688—1732.     Shep.  and  Philos.  Shepherd  and  Philosopher, 

GiFBOBD,  Richard,  1725—1807.     Contempt.  Contemplation^  a  Poem, 

GiFBOBD,  WilUam,  1756—1826. 

Glakvillb,  Joseph,  1636—1680. 

Gloveb,  Richard,  1712—1786.     Leon.  Leonidas. 

GoODBiOH,  Samuel  Ghriswold  (Peter  Parley),  1793— living. 

GoFFB,  Thomas,  1592—1629.     Cupid's  Whirligig. 

Gh>iJ)SMiTH,  Oliver,  1728—1774.  Des.  V.  Deserted  Village.^Ep.  to 
Sis.  Epilogue  to  the  Sisters,  a  Comedy. — Retal.  Retaliation. — She 
Stoops.  SheStoaps  to  Conquer. --Trav.  Traveller. -^V.  W.  Victtr  qf 
Wakefield. 
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CknrKBSAL,  Robert,  IGOO— 1646.    lodw  Sporza^  Duke  vf  Miktn. 
OoriJ>,  Hannah  Flagg,  (American),  *1798 — living. 
Grahamx,  Jamee,  1765—1811.    Sab.  Sabbath,  a  Poem, 

&RAJfTILLE.      See  JjASSDOWJTE. 

Gratss,  Richard,  1715—1804. 

Gray,  Thomaa,  1716—1771.    Ei.  Elegy  m  a  Combry  Churchyard. 

QsKES,  Matthew,  1697—1737. 

GuoKB,  Robert.  1550->1592. 

G'unnixB,  Sir  Folke.    Sm  Brooks,  Lord. 

Habixoton,  William,  1605—1645.     Queen  qf.  Ar.  Ctunn  rf  Jrragtm, 

a  Tragedy. 
Halb,  Sarah  Josepha,  (American),  1796— liying.] 
HAI.HRD,  Nathaniel  Brassej,  1751—1830. 
Haxueck,  Titz-Greene,  (American),  1795— liTing.    Boiiarie.    Marco 

Bozzaris, 
Hall^  John,  1627—1656. 
Haix,  Louisa  Jane,  (American),  1802 — Hying. 
Haiocokd,  Anthonj,  1668—1738. 
HARRnrCKTOV,  Sir  John,  1561 — 1612. 
HABxnros,  Lady  Flora,  1806—1889. 
Hatard,  William,  1710—1778.    K.  C.  /.   King  Charlee  the  Firet,  a 

Tragedy. — Jteg.  Beguhu,  a  Tragedy. — Scanderbeg. 
HAYims,  Joseph,  1660—1701.     Fa.  M.  ^Fatal  Mieiake. 
Hatlbt,  William,  1746—1820. 
Haywood  (or  Hstwood),  Eliza,  1693—1756.    F.  Cap.    Fair  Ceg^titee^ 

a  Tragedy. 
Hbath,  Robert,  •1600— ^1660.     CJar.  Clarastella,  a  Poem. 
Hdeb,  Bishop  Reginald,  1783—1826. 
Hemaits,  Felicia  Dorothea,  1794—1835. 
HsMnioa,  William,  1630—1687,    Jewi^  T.  Jews'  Tragedy. 
Hbrbkrt,  George,  1593—1632.     Temp.   Temple. 
HxRBERT,  Hon.  William,  1778—1847. 
Hbrbsrt  of  Chxbbubt,  Lord,  1581 — 1648. 
Herrick,  Robert,  1591—1674,    Am.  0.  Amatory  Odee.—Aph.  AphO' 

riema.^Heep.  Hesperidee. 
Hbrtby,  Eleanor  Lonisa  (Mrs.  E!ibble),  1811— liTing. 
Hervey,  T.  K.,  1804—1859. 
HorGHTOK,  Lord.    See  Milnbs,  Monckton. 
Hrywood,  John,  •1500 — 1565. 

Hrywood.  Thomas,  •1570—1659.    Roy.  JKing.   Royal  King,  a  Tragi- 
comedy. 
HiGQOKB,  Beril,  1670—1735.       Oen.  Cong.    Generoue  Conqueror,   a 

Tragedy. 
Hill,  Aaron,  1685—1750. 
HiLLHOVSX,  James  A.  (American),  1789 — 1841. 
HOTFMAV,  Charles  Fenno,(American),  1806— living. 
Hogg,  James,  1772—1885. 
Holmes,  Oliver  Wendell,  (American),  1809— living. 
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HoLFOBD,  MiB8  (now  Mrs.  Hodson),  •1790— living.  Mar,  Afy.  Mar- 
garet of  Jnjou^  a  Poem, 

HoLPOBD,  Mm.  M..  •1775— •1820. 

HoMB,  John,  1722^1808.    Do,  Douglas^  a  Tragedy, 

Hood,  Thomas,  1798—1845. 

Hook,  Theodore  Edward,  1788—1841. 

HoPKiifs,  Charles,  1664r— 1699. 

HowABD,  ISir  Robert,  1626—1698.  D,  Lerma,  Duke  qf  Lerma,  a 
Tragedy, — Surpr.  Surprital,  a  Comedy, 

Howell,  James,  1594—1666.  « 

HowiTT,  Mary,  1800— living. 

Howitt,  William,  1796— liying. 

HtJMFHBEY,  David,  (American),  1753—1818. 

Hunt,  Leigh,  1784—1861. 

HxTBDis,  James,  1763—1801. 

Jbffbbts,  (Jeorge,  1678—1755. 

Jephsok,  Robert,  1736—1803.     Bra.  Braganza, 

Johnson,  Charles,  1679—1748. 

JOHNBON,  Dr.  Samuel,  1709 — 1784.  Ir,  Irene,  a  Tragedy, — Land, 
London,  a  Poem.^V,  H.  W,    Vanity  qf  Human  Wishes. 

JONBS,  John,  *1600— ^1660.     Jdras.  Adrasta,  a  Tragi-Comedy. 

JONBB,  Sir  William,  1746—1794. 

JONSON,  Ben,  1574—1637.  Cynth.  Rev.  Cynthia's  Revels,  a  Comedy.^ 
Every  Man.  Every  Man  in  his  Humour,  a  Comedy. ^Ep.  on  Co.  qf 
Pern.  Epitaph  on  the  Countess  of  Pembroke. — S^.  Sefanus,  a  IVagedy, 
^Sil.  Wo,  Silent  Woman,  a  Comedy.— Tale  qf  T.  Tale  of  a  Tub,  a 
Comedy, 

Keats,  John,  1796—1821. 

Kbblb,  Rev.  John,  1789—1866. 

Kennet,  James,  1780—1849. 

Kent,  James,  1700—1776. 

Kino,  Bishop  Henry,  1691—1669. 

Kino,  William,  1663—1712. 

Lamb,  Charles,  1775—1834. 

Lamb,  Hon.  George,  1784—1834. 

Landon,  Letitia  Elizabeth  (Mrs.  Mc  Lean),  1802—1839. 

Lanohobnb,  Dr.  John,  1735—1779. 

Lansdowne,  Lord  (George  Granville),  1667—1735. 

Lee,  Nathaniel,  •1656 — 1691.  Cas.  Borg,  Catar  Borgia,  a  Tragedy, — 
Alex.  Deathqf  Alexander  the  Great  {or  '  The  Rival  Queens'),  a  Tragedy. 

Lewis,  Matthew  Gregory,  1776—1818. 

Lillo,  George,  1693—1739. 

Lilly  (Lylt),  John,  1554—1602. 

Lloyd,  Robert,  1733—1764.     The  Poet,  an  Epistle  to  ChurchUl. 

LODOE,  Thomas,  •1563—1626. 

LoOAN,  John,  1748—1788. 

Lonofellow,  Henry  Wadsworth,  (American),  1807— living.  Birds  of 
K.   The  Birds  qf  KiUingtcorth. 
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LovzLAOE,  Sir  Bichard,  1618—1658. 

Lowsu.»  James  Biusell,  (American),  1819 — living. 

Ltpgatb,  John,  *1375— •1461. 

Ltttkltoit,  Lord,  1709—1773. 

Lytton,  Lord.     See  Bulwbb. 

Mackat,  Charles,  1812 — livinfi;. 

Maddsv,  Dr.  Samuel.  1686 — 1763.    Themitt.  Themistoelet^  a  Tragedy. 

MAI.LSTT,  David,  •1700—1765.     Eur.   Eurydice,  a  Tragedy. 

Karlo^ktb,  Chriatopher,  1664 — 1593.      Lu»i*%  D.  .  Lusfi  Dominion,  a 

Tragedy. 
Kaikmion,  Shakerley,  1601 — 1639.     Ant.    The  Antiquary,  a  Comedy. 
Harbton.  John,  •1575 — •1635.       Ant.  and  Mel.     Antonio  and  Mel- 

lida,  a  Play. 
Marttn,  Benjamin,  1699—1763.     Timokon. 
Mabtsll,  Andrew,  1620—1678. 
Masoji,  William,  1725—1797. 

MASsrNGEB,  Philip,  1584—1640.       DuJte  Mil.    Duke  of  Milan,  a  Tra- 
gedy.     Pict.   The  Picture,  a  Tragi-comedy. 
Matitrin,  Charles  Robert,  1782—1824. 
May,  Thomas,  1595—1650. 
Mebbitt,  Thomas,  1775—1845. 
MsBiTALB,  Jolm  Herman,  1779—1844. 
MiDDLBTOX,  Thomas,  1570—1627. 
MiL3£A2r,  Henry  Hart..  Dean  of  St.  Paul's,  1791— living. 
Miurss,  Bichard  Monckton  (Lord  Houghton),  1809 — living. 
MiiTOir,  John,  1608—1674.      Ckm.    Comu».—P.  L.  Paradise  Loii.— 

P.  R.   Paradiae  Regained. — S.  Ag.  Samson  Agonist es. 
MoiR,  David  Macbeth,  (pseud.  Delta),  1798—1851. 
MOKTAQITB,  Lady  Mary  Wortley.  1690—1762. 
MoNTOOMBBT,  tfames,  1771 — 1854.      Wand.  Swit.   Wanderer  qf  Swit- 

xerland,  a  Poem, 
MoiTTGOMSBT,  Bobert,  1807—1856. 

Moors,  Edward,  1711—1757.     Spid.  andB.  Spider  and  Bee. 
MooRB,  Thomas,   1779—1852.       Intol.   Intolerance,  a  Satire.-- 

L.  R.  LaUa  Rookh. — Swyi»  Swoflower,  a  Song. 
MoBB,  Hannah,  1746—1833. 
More,  Sir  Thomas,  1480—1635. 
Morris,  George  P.,  (American),  1800 — living. 
Murphy,  Arthur,  1727—1805. 
Nabbes,  Thomas,  1600—1641. 
Vbtillb,  Alexander,  1554—1614. 
SOKEOV,  Caroline  Elizabeth  Sarah,  1808 — living. 
Oxj>Mixoir,  John,  1673—1742. 
Obrbrt,  Earl  of,  1621—1679. 
OsBORifB,  Francis,  •1589—1659. 
Osgood,  Francis  Sargent,  (American),  1812 — 1850. 
Otwat,  Thouas,  1651—1685.     Cai.  Mai.  Caius  Marius,  a   Tragedy,^ 

Or.  Orphan,  a  Tragedy. —  Ven.  Pres.   Venice  Preserved,  a  Tragedy. 
OTBRBxniT,  Sir  Thomas,  1581—1613.     fV.   Wife,  a  Poem. 
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Fabnbll,  Thomas,  167d— 1718.     H,    Hermit.^Per.    V,    Pervilegium 

VenerU. 
Pbogb,  Samuel,  1731—1800. 
Pbbgital,  James  Gates,  (American),  1795 — 1857. 
Petes  Piitdab.    See  Wolcot. 
Philips,  Ambrose,  1671—1749.    Pa.  PastoraU. 
Philips,  Catherine,  1631—1664.     Fr*d,  Friendthip^  a  P&em. 
Philips,  John,  1676— 1708.    SplS.  The  Splendid  ShiUing.^Cy.  Cyder, 

a  Poem. 
Piozzi,  Mrs.,  1740—1821. 
PoE,  Edgar  Allan  (American),  1811—1829. 
Pollok,  Robert,  1799—1827.      Co.  of  T.    Course  of  Time. 
PoiiFBET,  Jolm,  1667—1703.       Love  Tri.  Love  Triumphant. 
Pope,   Alexander,  1688—1744.    Apol.  Apology.— Dun.  Dunciad.—£l. 

and  Ab.  Eloisa  and  Abelard.—Arbt.  Epitileto  Arbuthnot. — E.C  Essay 

on  Criticism.—E.  M.  Essay  on  Man. — Im.  Hor.  Imitations  of  Horace. 

M.  E.   Moral  Essays.— R.  of  L.   Rape  qf  the  Lock.— Sat.  Satires  of 

Horace. —  W.  Forest.   Windsor  Forest. 
Pbaed,  Winthorp  Mackworth,  1802—1839. 
Pbioe,  Matthew,  1664—1721.     H.  and  E.  Henry  and  Emma. 
Phoctoe,  Biran  Walter,  (pseud.  Barry  Cornwall),  1790 — ^living. 
Ptb,  James  Henry,  1745—1813. 
QuABLES,  Francis,  1592—1644. 
Baleigh,  Sir  Walter,  1552—1618. 
Rambat,  Allan,  1689—1758.     G.  Shep.  Gentle  Shepherd. 
Randolph,  Thomas,  1605—1635.    Amyn.  Amyntas,  a  Pastoral. — Jeal. 

Lo/v.    Jealous  Lover^  a  Comedy. — M.  Look.   Glass.    Muses*  Looking 

Glass,  a  Drama. 
RiTsoN,  Joseph,  1752—1803. 
Rochestee,  Earl  of  (John  WUmot),  1647—1680. 
RoOBBS,  Samuel,  1762—1855.     P.  M.  Pleasures  of  Memory,  a  Poem, 
ROBCOE,  William,  1753—1831.     Nu.  Nurse,  a  Poem. 
RoscoMMOK,  Earl  of,  •1633—1684. 
RowE,  Nicholas,  1673—1718.      Amb.  Step.   Ambitious  Stepmother,  a 

Tragedy. — Fair  Pen.  Fair  Penitent,  a  Tragedy. — /.  5.   Jane  Shore,  a 

Tragedy. ^^TamerL  Tamerlane,  a  Tragedy. 
RxTSSELL,  Lord  John  (now  Earl),  1792— liying. 
Rowlands,  Samuel,  •1580— •1663.     K.  of  C.  Knave  of  Clubs. 
Sackyille,  Charies  (Earl  of  Dorset),  1637—1706. 
Sayaoe,  Richard,  1698—1743.      Sir  T.  Ov.    Sir  Thomas  Overbury,  a 

Tragedy. 
Scott,  John  (of  AmwcU),  1739—1783. 
Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1771—1832.      Lady  qf  L.  Lady  (fthe  Lake.— Lay. 

Lay  of  the  Last  Minstrel.^L.  L   Lord  qf  the  Isles. — Mar*  Marmion. 

Ro.  Rokeby. 
Sedlet,  Sir  Charles,  1639—1701. 
Sewel,  George,  •1680—1726. 
Shakeblet.    See  Mabxiok. 
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Shjucmpkakb,  William,  1654—1616.  Plays  :  AU  '*  W.  MCm  Well 
that  Enda  Well.— Ant,  Cleop.  Antony  and  Cleopatra.— As  Y.  L.  As 
You  LUke  it. — C&m.  Er.  Comedy  of  Errors. — Coriol.  Coriolanus. — 
Cymb.  Cymbeline.—Ham.  Samlet,— H,  IV,  p.  1.  King  Henry  IV., 
Part  Ist.^H.  IV.  p.  2.  King  Henry  IV.,  Part  2nd.—ff.  V.  King 
Henry  V.—H,  VI,  p.  1.  King  Henry  VI.,  Part  Ist.—H,  VI.  p.  2. 
King  Henry  VI.  Part  2nd.—H.  VI.  p.  3.  King  Henry  VI.  PartSrd.— 
H.  VIII.  King  Henry  VIII.— K.  John.  King  Jokn.— Lear.  King  Lear. 
—Ric.  II.  King  Richard  II.—Ric.  Ill,  King  Richard  III.— Jul.  C. 
Julius  CdBsar. — Lope's  L.  L.  Lovers  Labour  Lost.—Macb.  Macbeth. — 
M.for  M.  Meagure  for  Measure. — M.  qf  Ven.  Merchant  of  Venice. — 
Mer.  W.  Merry  Wives  qf  Windsor.— Mid.  N.  Midsummer  NighVs 
Dream.— M,  Ado.  Much  Ado  about  Nothing.— 0th.  Othello.— Peric. 
Pericles,  Prince  qf  Tyre, — Rom,  Romeo  and  Juliet. — Tarn.  S.  Taming 
qf  the  Shrew. —Tenqf.  Tempest.— Timon.  Timonqf  Athens.— Tit,  And. 
Titus  Andronicus.—Troil,  TroUus  and  Cressida.—T.  Ni,  Twelfth 
Kigkt.—  Two  G.  Two  Gentlemen  qf  Verona,— Wint.  T.  Winter's  Tale. 
— Posxs:  Pas.  P.  Passionate  Pilgrim. — R.  qf  L.  Rape  of  Lucrece.— 
Son.  Sonnets. —  V.  and  A.   Venus  and  Adonis. 

Sheffield,  John.    See  Buckingham,  Duke  of. 

Bkkllky^  VercY  Bysshe,  1792—1822. 

Shevstonb,  William,  1714—1763. 

Shemdan,  Bichard  Brinsley,  1751—1816. 

Shirley,  JaBMB,  1590— 1666.  H.  P.  Hyde  Park,  a  Comedy.— Wit. 
Fa.  One.   Witty  Fair  One,  a  Comedy. 

Shirley,  William,  ♦1700— •1760.     Par.  Parricide,  a  Tragedy. 

SioouRKEY,  Ljdia  Huntley,  (American),  1791 — living. 

Smart,  Christopher,  1722—1770. 

Smith,  Edward,  1668—1710. 

Smith,  Hemy,  •1670— *1730.     Pr.  of  P.  Princess  qf  Parma. 

Smith,  Horace,  1780—1849.     R.  A.  Rejected  Addresses. 

Smith,  James,  1775 — 1839. 

Smith,  Mrs.  B.  Oakes,  (American),  *1820— living.' 

Smith,  William,  •1580— •1630.     Hect.  Hector  in  Germany,  a  Play. 

Smollett,  Tobias,  1721—1771.     Reg.  Regicide,  a  Tragedy. 

SoMERTiLLE,  William,  1692—1742. 

SoTHEBT,  William,  1767—1833.     Ob.  Oberon. 

Southerve,  Thomas,  1660—1746.  Fat.  M.  Fatal  Marriage,  a  Tra- 
gedy.— Fate  Cap.  Fate  qf  Capua,  a  Tragedy. — Loy.  Bro.  Loyal 
Brother,  a  Tragedy. — Oron.  Oronooko,  a  Tragedy. 

SOUTHEY,  Bobert,  1774—1843.     Curse  K.  Curse  of  Kehama. 

Southwell,  Bobert,  1560—1595. 

Sfeeser,  Edmund,  1553—1599.     F.  Q.  Fairie  Queen. 

Speeobr,  Hon.  William  Bobert,  1772—1834. 

Spragub,  Charles,  (American),  1791— living. 

Stillifgflbet,  Bishop  Edward,  1635—1699. 

SnLLDf&FLEBT,  Benjamin,  1700—1771. 

STERLnra  or  Stirukg,  Earl  of,  1580—1640.  Jul,  C.  Julius  Casar,  a 
Tragedy. 

Street,  Alfred  B.  (American),  1811— living. 

SUCKLIK0,  Sir  John,  1609—1641.     Gobi.  Goblins,  a  Comedy. 
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SWBTMAW,   Joseph,  •1690— •1630.       Woman  H.   The  Woman  Hater,  a 

Comedy 
SwiPT,  Jonathan,  1667—1745.     Cad.  Van.  Cadmus  and  Vanessa. 
Stdney,  Sir  Philip.  1654—1586. 
Stlvestbe,  Joshua,  1563—1618. 
Taipobd,  Sir  Thomas  Noon,  171)5—1854. 

Tate,  Nahum,  1652—1716.     Loy.  Gen.  Loyal  General,  a  Tragedy. 
Tatloe,  John  (Water  Poet),  1680—1654. 
Tenittbok,  Alfred,  1809 — liTing.     In  Mem.  In  Memoriam. 
Thomson,  James,  1700 — 1748.      yfy.   Agamemnon,  a  Tragedy. — Casi. 

Ind.    Castle  of  Indolence. — Cor.    Coriolanus.  a  Tragedy. — J':d.  and  EL 

Edward  and  Eleonora,  a  Tragedy. — Jut.  Spr.  Sum.  Wint.    Seasons. — 

Tan.  and  Sig.  Tancred  and  Sigismund,  a  Tragedy. 
Tickell,  Thomas,  1686—1740. 
TiOHB,  Mrs.  Mary,  1778—1810. 
ToBiw,  John,  1779—1804. 
ToTTBNETTB,  Pierre  Le,  1736—1788. 

Teapp,  Dr.  Joseph,  1679—1747.     Ahram.  Ahramule,  a  Tragedy. 
Teumbttli,  John,  1750—1831.     M'Fingall. 
TuKB,  Sir  Simon,  1610—1673.     Advent.  The  Adventures  qf  Five  Hours, 

a  Comedy. 
TUPPBE,  Martm'Farquhar,  1810— living. 
Tfbbeetixe,  George,  •1530 — •leoo, 
TussEB,  Thomas,  *1523— •1580.     Pts.  Hus.    Five  Hundred  Ftints  qf 

Good  Husbandry. 
Ubquhaet,  Sir  Thomas,  1613—1661. 
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POETICAL  QFOTATIONa 


abbicahov. 

I  giye  this  heavj  weiglit  from  off  my  head> 
And  this  imwieldj  sceptre  from  my  nuid, 
The  pride  of  kingly  sway  from  out  my  heart ; 
"With  mine  own  tears  I  wash  away  my  balm, 
"With  mine  own  hands  I  giye  away  my  crown» 
With  mine  own  tongae  deny  my  sacred  state, 
'Wiik  mine  own  breath  release  all  dntjr's  rites. 
ABSSKCS.  Siakespeare,  Bie.  n.  iv.  1. 

What !  keep  a  week  away  !  Seven  days  and  nights  P 
Eight  score  eight  hours  P  and  lover  s  absent  hours, 
More  tedious  Uian  the  dial  eight  score  times  P 
O  weary  reckoning  !  8k,  Oth,  ni.  4. 

It  so  falls  out. 
That  what  we  have  we  prize  not  to  the  worth 
Whiles  we  enjoy  it ;  but,  being  lacked  and  lost, 
Why  Uien  we  rack*  the  value.  8h,  M.  Ado,  iv.  1. 

Absence  not  long  enough  to  root  out  quite 

All  love,  increases  love  at  second  sight.        T.  May,  Henry  i7. 

Fly  swift,  je  hours,  you  measure  time  in  vain, 

Till  you  bring  back  Leonidas  again : 

Be  swifter  now;  and,  to  Iredeem  that  wrong, 

When  he  and  I  are  met,  be  twice  as  long.       Dry,  Mar,  a  la  M. 

Love  reckons  hours  for  months,  and  days  for  years ; 

And  every  little  absence  i&  an  age.  Dry.  AmphUrion. 

AJl  flowers  will  droop  in  absence  of  the  sun 

That  wak'd  their  sweets.  Dry,  Aurengzehe, 

Condenm'd  whole  years  in  absence  to  deplore, 

And  image  charms  he  must  behold  no  more.       Fope^  JSloisa* 

•  Oremte. 

B 
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2  ABSENCE — AB8TIKEKCE. 

iMEBCR—eontmued. 
1^0  happier  task  these  faded  ejes  pursue ; 
To  read  and  weep  is  all  they  now  can  do.  Pope,  EloUa, 

Of  all  affliction  taught  a  lover  jet 

'Tis  sore  the  hardest  science  to  forget  I  Tope,  EUnta, 

Te  flowers  that  droop,  forsaken  by  the  s^jring ; 

Te  birds  that,  left  by  summer,  cease  to  sing ; 

Te  trees  that  fade,  when  autumn  heats  remove. 

Say,  is  not  absence  death  to  those  who  love  P  Tope, 

Where'er  I  roam,  whatever  realms  to  see. 
My  heart,  untravell'd,  fondly  turns  to  thee ; 
Still  to  my  brother  turns,  with  ceaseless  pain. 
And  drags  at  each  remove  a  lengthening  chain. 

Goldsmith,  Traveller,  7. 
Not  to  understand  a  treasure's  worth 
Till  time  has  stol'n  away  the  slighted  goodi 
Is  cause  of  half  the  poverty  we  feel. 

And  makes  the  world  the  wilderness  it  is.      Oowper,  Task,  n. 
Think'st  thou  that  I  could  bear  to  part 
From  thee,  and  leam  to  halve  my  heart  P 
Years  have  not  seen,  time  shall  not  see 
The  hour  that  tears  my  soul  firom  thee.     Byron,  Bride  of  Ah, 

Wives  in  their  husband's  absences  grow  subtler, 
And  daughters  sometimes  run  off  with  the  butler. 

Byron,  Don  Juan,  ni.  22. 

0  tell  him  I  have  sat  these  three  long  hours, 
Counting' the  weary  beatings  of  the  dock, 
Which  slowly  portion'd  out  the  promis'd  time 
That  brought  him  not  to  bless  me  with  his  si|^ht. 

Jo.  Bailhe,  Baynor,  i.  1. 
Absence  makes  the  heart  grow  fonder.      Moore,  Shades  o/B, 

Oh!  couldst  thou  but  know 
With  what  a  deep  devotedness  of  woe 

1  wept  thy  absence — o'er  and  o'er  again 
Thinking  of  thee,  still  thee,  till  thought  grew  pain. 
And  memory,  like  a  drop  that,  night  and  day, 
Falls  cold  and  ceaseless,  wore  my  heart  away ! 

ABsmnEiroE.  ^''^*'  ^^^  ^^**- 

Yet  abstinence  in  things  we  must  profess. 

Which  nature  fram'd  tor  need,  not  for  excess.  Browne,  Past 

Against  diseases  here  the  strongest  fence 

Is  the  defensive  virtue  abstinence.  JSerrick,  Aph,  331. 
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ABinfSAVOS— AGTIOST.  3 

ABUHBAVd. 

Thick  as  ftatonmal  leArea  that  strew  the  brooks 

Of  Yallambrosa  *  Milt<m,  Far.  Lost,  i.  303. 

ABmS— Mr  Conei. 
He  is  deformed,  crooked,  old,  and  sere, 
Ill-fiieedf  worse-bodied,  shapeless  eyery  where ; 
Yioioiis,  ungentle,  foolish,  hlant,  unkind ; 
Stigmotical  in  making,  worse  in  mind.        8h,  Com.  Er,  it.  2. 
Thoa  thread,  thou  thimble, 

Thoa  yard,  three-quarters,  half-jard,  quarter,  nail. 
Thou  flea,  thoa  nit,  thoa  winter  cricket  thou : — 
Awsjr,  thoa  rag,  thoa  qaantitj,  thoa  remnant.     8h.  T.  8*  it.  3. 

AOdDElT. 
I  hare  shot  mine  arrow  o'er  the  hoose. 
And  hart  my  brother.  8k,  Ram.  v.  2. 

As  the  onthoaght-on  accident  is  guilty 
Of  what  we  wudly  do,  so  we  proless 
OurselTes  to  be  tne  slaves  of  chance,  and  flies 
Of  erery  wind  that  blows,  8h.  Wint,  T.  lY.  3. 

AOOOUHT. 
No  reckoning  made,  bat  sent  to  my  account 
With  all  my  miperfections  on  my  head.  8h.  Ham.  i.  6. 

And  how  his  audit  stands,  who  knows,  save  Hearen  P  lb, in.  3. 
IfiHEBVEMEHTB. 

Great  things  thro'  greatest  hazards  ore  achiev*d, 

And  then  Uiey  shine.  Beaumont,  Loy.  Sub. 

AmOV— M»  Promptitiide. 

Away,  then ;  work  with  boldness  and  with  speed ; 

On  greatest  actions  greatest  dangers  feed.   Marlowe,  Lmt.D. 

IVhJlst  timorous  knowledge  stands  consideringi 

Audacions  ignorance  hath  done  the  deed ; 

For  who  knows  most,  the  most  he  knows  to  doubt ; 

The  least  discourse  is  commonly  most  stout       Daniel,  Phil. 

The  evil  that  men  do  Kves  after  them ; 

The  good  is  oft  interr^  with  their  bones.      8h,  Jul.  C.  iii.  3. 

Pleasure  and  action  make  the  hours  seem  short.    8h .  0th.  ii.  3. 

For  good  and  eril  must  in  our  actions  meet ; 

Wicked  is  not  much  worse  than  indiscreet.  Donne. 

Good  actions  crown  themselves  with  lastinj;  bays ; 

Who  weQ  deserves  needs  not  another's  praise.       Heath,  Clar. 

Of  every  noble  action,  the  intent 

Is  to  give  worth  reward — ^vice  punishment.        B.  Sf  F,  Capi* 
*  A  beautiful  Tale  dflrhteen  miles  from  Florence. 

B    2 
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4  ACTIOF — ADIBU. 

Some  place  the  bliss  in  action,  some  in  ease, 

Those  call  it  pleasure,  and  contentment  these.  Pope,S.  M,  IT.21. 

The  body  sins  not ;  'tis  the  will 

That  makes  the  action  good  or  ill.  Serrick,  Apkor* 

At"IiViTY~Md  Beeision,  Bespateh,  Energy,  Promptitiide. 
If  it  were  done,  when  'tis  done,  then  'twere  well 
It  were  done  quickly.  8i,  Mao*  i.  7. 

Wise  men  ne'er  sit  and  wail  their  loss, 
But  cheerlj  seek  how  to  redress  their  harms. 

Take  the  instant  way ;  **•  ^">-  "•  P*"  »•  ^-  *• 

For  emulation  hath  a  thousand  sons, 
That  one  by  one  pursue  :  if  you  give  way, 
Or  edge  aside  from  the  direct  foHhright, 
Like  to  an  enter'd  tide,  they  all  rush  by. 
And  leave  you  hindmost.  Sh,  7Vot7.  Jlc  Creu.  in.  8. 

Celerity  is  never  more  admired 

Than  by  the  negligent  8h,  Ant  if  Cleop,  ni.  7. 

The  wise  and  active  conquer  difficulties, 

By  daring  to  attempt ;  sloth  and  folly 

Sniver  and  sink  at  sights  of  toil  and  hazard 

And  make  the  impossibility  they  fear.        Boue,  Amh.  Stepm, 

Run  if  you  like,  but  try  to  keep  your  breath  : 

Work  like  a  man,  but  don't  be  worked  to  death.         Holmei, 

ACT0B8. 

Look  to  the  players  ;  see  them  well  bestow'd  : 

They  are  the  abstract  and  brief  chroniclers  of  the  times. 

8h,  Ham.  ii.  2. 
They  say  we  live  by  vice ;  indeed  'tis  true, 
As  the  physicians  by  diseases  do, 
Only  to  cure  them.  Randolph. 

Boldly  I  dare  say, 
There  have  been  more  by  us  in  some  one  play 
Laugh'd  into  wit  and  virtue,  than  have  been 
By  twenty  tedious  lectures  drawn  from  sin. 
And  foppish  humours ;  hence  the  cause  doth  rise. 
Men  are  not  won  by  th'  ears,  so  well  as  eyes.*         Randolph* 

ADlEU-^aee  Farewell,  Parting. 

If  we  do  meet  again,  why,  we  shall  smile  ; 

If  not,  why  then  this  parting  was  well  made.  8h.  Jul.  C,  T«  1* 
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ADIEXr — ^ASTJBBBITT.  5 

ABIXV — eomtimisd. 

Then  came  the  parting  hour,  and  what  arise 

"When  lorers  part— expressive  looks,  and  eyes 

Tender  and  tearM — ^manj  a  fond  adien, 

And  many  a  call  the  sorrow  to  renew.  Crabhe,  Tales. 

Adieu,  adien  1  my  native  shore 

IVides  o'er  the  waters  blue ; 

The  night-winds  sish,  the  breakers  roar.^ 

And  aluieks  the  wud  sea-mew. 

Ton  snn  that  sets  npon  the  sea 

We  follow  in  his  flight ; 

Farewell  awhile  to  Sim  and  thee,. 

My  native  land — good  night.  JBjfron,  Ch.  JS.  u  13. 

ABMOnnOV-M^  Advioe^ 

Snm  up  at  night  what  thou  hast  done  bv  day ; 

And  in  the  morning  what  thou  hast  to  do. 

Dress  and  undress  thy  soul.    Watch  the  decay, 

And  growth  of  it.    If  with  thy  watch,  that  too 

Be  down,  then  wind  both  un.    Since  we  shall  be 

Most  surely  judged,  make  tny  accounts  VLfrree.JELerhert,  Tewp. 
What  could  I  more  ?  [76. 

I  wam'd  thee,  I  admonish'd  thee,  foretold 

The  danger,  and  the  lurkinff  enemy 

That  lay  in  wait ;  beyond  tnis  had  been  fbrce. 

And  force  upon  free-will  hath  here  no  place.     Milton^  vn.  77. 
Be  wise  with  speed ; 

A  fool  at  forty  is  a  fool  indeed.  Taunff,  Sat.  n.  282. 

ABUUXET. 

What  men  call  gallantry,  and  gods  adultery. 

Is  much  more  common  where  the  climate's  sultry. 

Byron,  Don  Juan,  i.  63. 

MlfTXBSm—aee  Affilotion. 

'Tis  strange  how  many  uniniagin'd  charges 

Can  swarm  upon  a  man,  when  once  the  ud 

Of  the  Pandora  box  of  contumely 

Is  open'd  o'er  lus  head.  Shakespeare,  Poems. 

Such  a  house  broke  ! 

So  noble  a  master  fallen  1  idl  gone !  and  not 

One  friend,  to  take  his  fortune  by  the  arm, 

And  go  along  with  him.  Sh,  Ximon,  n.  2. 

This  is  in  thee  a  nature  but  affected ; 

A  poor  unmanly  melancholy,  sprung 

From  change  of  fortone.  8h.  Timon,  v.  3. 

The  great  man  down,  vou  mark  his  favourite  flies, 

The  poor  advanced  malces  friends  of  enemies.     Sh.  Ham.  iii. 2. 
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6  ADTKEBITT. 

ASVKBSrTY—eoniinued, 

Sweet  are  the  uses  of  adversity, 
WMch,  like  the  toad,  nglj  and  yenomous. 
Wears  jet  a  precious  jewel  in  his  head ; 
'  And  this  our  life,  exempt  from  public  haunt, 
Finds  tonjg^es  in  trees,  dooIcs  in  the  running  brooks. 
Sermons  m  stones,  and  good  in  eyery thing.      8h.  A,  Y.n.l. 
Where  you  are  liberal  of  your  loyes  and  counsels. 
Be  sure  you  be  not  loose ;  for  those  you  make  friends. 
And  jgiye  your  hearts  to,  when  they  once  perceiye 
The  least  rub  in  your  fortunes,  fall  away 
Like  water  from  ye,  neyer  found  again 
But  where  they  mean  to  sink  ye.  8h,  H.  rni,  ii.  1. 

Farewell,  a  long  farewell,  to  all  my  greatness ! 
This  is  the  state  of  man ;  to-day  he  puts  forth 
The  tender  leaves  of  hope — ^to-morrow  blossoms, 
And  bears  his  blushing  nonours  thick  upog  him ; 
The  third  day  comes  a  frost,  a  killing  frost ; 
And  when  he  thinks,  good  easjr  man,  full  surely 
His  greatness  is  a  ripening, — nips  his  root, 
And  then  he  falls  as  I  do.  8h,  H,  rrn.  iii.  2. 

I  have  touch'd  the  highest  point  of  all  my  greatness ; 
And,  from  that  foil  meridian  of  my  glory, 
I  haste  now  to  my  setting.    I  shall  tall 
Like  a  bright  ezluilation  m  the  evening, 
And  no  man  see  me  more.  8h.  H.  vin,  in.  2. 

By  adversity  are  wrought 
The  greatest  works  of  admiration. 
And  all  the  fair  examples  of  re\^own. 

Out  of  distress  and  misery  are  grown.     Danielf  E.  of  8outh. 
Love  is  maintained  by  wealth ;  when  all  is  spent, 
Adversity  then  breeds  the  discontent.        Sirrick,  Aph,  144. 
Adversily,  sage  useful  guest, 
Severe  instructor,  but  flic  best. 
It  is  from  thee  alone  we  know 

Justly  to  value  things  below.  8omerville. 

I  am  not  now  in  fortune's  power : 
He  that  is  down,  can  faU  no  lower.  Butler,  ffud. 

Who  has  not  known  IQ  fortune,  never  knew 

Himself,  or  his  own  virtue.  Mallei,  Aiflred. 

Affliction  is  the  wholesome  soil  of  virtue ; 
Where  patience,  honour,  sweet  humanity, 
Calm  fortitude,  take  root  and  strongly  flourish.       Mai,  AJfr. 
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ADTEBBITY — ^ADVICE.  7 

The  gods  in  baantY  work  np  storms  about  ns, 

Th&t  eiTe  mankina  occasion  to  exert 

Their  nidden  strenffth,  and  throw  out  into  practice 

Yirtaes  that  shnn  uie  day,  and  lie  concealed 

In  the  smooth  seasons  and  the  calms  of  life.     Addison,Calo* 

Where  is  the  hero  who  ne'er  foond  his  equal  P 

Or  which  the  nation  that  can  boast  a  chief 

Who  still  retum'd  victorious  from  the  field  P       JPhnode,  8a, 

Toexult, 
£yen  o'er  an  enemy  oppressed,  and  heap 
Affliction  on  the  amictod,  is  the  mask 
And  the  mean  triumph  of  a  dastard  soul.  SmoUeU,  Beg, 

In  this  wild  world  the  fondest  and  the  best, 
Are  the  most  tried,  most  troubled,  and  distressed.       Crahhe. 

I  hare  not  quailed  to  danger's  brow 

When  high  and  happy^-^need  I  now  P  Byron,  Oiacvr, 

Of  all  the  horrid,  hideous  notes  of  woe, 

Sadder  than  owl-songs  on  the  midnight  blast. 

Is  that  portentous  phrase,  "  I  told  you  so," 

TTtter'd  oy  friends,  those  prophets  of  the  past, 

Who  'stead  of  saying  whivk  you  now  should  do. 

Own  they  foresaw  tmtt  you  would  fall  at  last, 

And  solace  your  slight  hpse  'gninst  "  bonos  morei," 

With  a  long  memorandum  of  dd  stories.  BjfroM,  Don  J. 

And  fellow  conntrymen  hare  stood  aloof ^ 

In  augiht  that  tries  the  heart,  how  few  withstand  the  proof ! 

Bjfrony  Ch.  H. 
The  eood  are  better  made  by  ill, 
As  odours  crush'd  are  better  still.  Bogert,  JaequeHine. 

Lore  thyself  last ;  cherish  those  hearts  that  hate  thee ; 

Corruption  wins  not  more  than  honesty. 

Still  in  thy  right  hand  carry  gentle  peace. 

To  silence  enrious  tongues.  8h.  Hen,  riir.  iii.  2* 

Qive  thy  thoughts  np  tongue. 

Nor  any  unproportion'd  thought  his  act. 

Be  thou  familiar,  but  by  no  means  vulvar. 

The  friends  thou  hast,  and  their  adoption  tried, 

(rrapple  them  to  thy  soul  with  hoops  of  steel : 

But  do  not  dull  thy  palm  with  entertainment 

Of  each  new-hatcn  d,  unfledged  comrade,  8h,  Ham.  i.  3. 
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8  JLDTICB.  I 

I  shall  the  effect  of  this  good  lesson  keep  i 

As  watchman  to  my  heart.  Sh.  Sam,  i.  3.  | 

Qire  eyery  man  thine  ear,  but  few  thy  voice ;  i 

Take  each  man's  censure,  but  reserve  thy  judgment.      Ih.  i.  3.  i 

Love  all,  tnist  a  few, 
Do  wrong  to  none :  be  able  for  thine  enem^ 
Sather  in  power  than  use ;  and  keen  thy  mend 
Under  thy  own  life's  key :  be  cheek  d  for  silence, 
But  never  tax'd  for  speech.  8h.  MPs  TT.  1. 1. 

A  wretched  soul,  bruis'd  with  adversity 
We  bid  be  quiet,  when  we  hear  him  cry ; 
But  were  we  burden'd  with  like  weight  of  pain. 
As  much,  or  more,  we  should  ourselves  complain. 

Sh,  Com,  E,  II.  1. 

I  pray  thee,  cease  thy  counsel 
Which  falls  into  mine  ears  as  profitless 
As  water  in  a  sieve.  Sh,  Much  A.y.  1. 

Learn  to  be  wise,  and  practise  how  to  thrive : 
That  would  I  have  thee  do ;  and  not  to  spend 
Your  coin  on  every  bauble  that  you  fancy. 
Or  every  foolish  brain  that  humours  you. 
I  would  not  have  you  to  invade  each  place, 
Nor  thrust  yourself  on  all  societies. 
Till  men's  affections,  or  your  own  desert. 
Should  worthily  invite  you  to  your  rank. 
He  that  is  so  respectless  in  his  courses, 
Oft  sells  his  reputation  at  cheap  market.  Ben  Jotuon. 

Know  when  to  speak—for  many  times  it  brings 

Danger,  to  give  the  best  advice  to  kings.     lurrick,Aph.  245. 

Take  sound  advice,  proceeding  from  the  heart 

Sincerely  yours,  ana  free  from  fiarudful  art.  Dryden, 

When  things  go  ill,  each  fool  presumes  to  advise, 

And  if  more  mippy,  thinks  himself  more  wise  ; 

All  wretchedlj  deplore  the  present  state. 

And  that  advice  seems  best  which  comes  too  late.         Sedley, 

Learn  to  dissemble  wrongs,  to  snule  at  injuries. 

And  suffer  crimes  thou  wanst  the  power  to  punish : 

Be  easy,  affable,  familiar,  friendly  : 

Search,  and  know  all  mankind's  mysterious  ways ; 

This  is  the  way,  this  only,  to  be  safe 

In  such  a  world  as  this.  Rotve,  Ul^fsset, 
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ADVTCB— APPICTIOK,  9 

No  part  of  conduct  asks  for  skill  more  sice. 

Though  none  more  common,  than  to  give  advice ; 

Misers  themselves  in  this  will  not  be  saving. 

Unless  their  knowledge  makes  it  worth  the  having ; 

And  Where's  the  wonder  when  we  will  obtmde 

A  useless  gift,  it  meets  ingratitade.  Stillingfieei, 

The  assuming  wit,  who  deems  himself  so  wise, 

As  his  mistaken  patron  to  advise, 

Let  him  not  dare  to  vent  his  dang'rons  thought — 

A  noble  fool  was  never  in  a  fault.  Pope, 

The  worst  men  give  oft  the  best  advice.  BaiUy,  Fettus. 

AFFABniTT. 

Gentle  to  me,  and  affable  hath  been 

Thy  condescension,  and  shall  be  honoured  ever 

Wiih  grateful  memory.  Milton  P.  L.  viii.  2i8. 

AFFBCTAHOH. 

Maids,  in  modesiy,  say  No  to  that 

Which  they  would  have  the  profTerer  construe,  Ay. 

Fie,  fie  ;  how  wayward  is  this  foolish  love. 

That  like  a  tesly  oabe  will  scratch  the  nurse, 

And  presently,  all  humbled,  kiss  the  rod  I       8h,  Two  G.  i.  2. 

Why  Affectation— why  this  mock  grimace  P 

Gro,  silly  thing,  and  hide  that  simpering  face  ! 

Thy  lisping  prattle,  and  thy  mincmg  gait. 

All  thy  false  mimic  fooleries  I  hate ; 

For  thou  art  Folly's  counterfeit,  and  she 

Who  is  right  foolish  hath  the  better  plea : 

Nature's  true  idiot  I  prefer  to  thee  I  Cumberland. 

There  affectation,  wiili  a  sickly  mien. 

Shows  in  her  cheek  the  roses  of  eighteen .       Pope,  B.  L,  i v.  3 1 . 

In  man  or  woman,  but  fear  most  in  man. 

And  most  of  all  in  man  that  ministers 

And  serves  the  altar,  in  my  soul  I  loathe 

AU  affectation ;  'tis  my  perfect  scorn ; 

Object  of  my  implacable  disgust.  Cowper,  Tank,  ii.  415. 

AVnonOV— M»  Trisndihip,  Love. 

Why,  she  would  hang  on  him. 

As  if  increase  of  appetite  had  grown 

By  what  it  fed  on.  8k.  Sam.  i.  2. 

Affection  is  a  coal  that  must  be  cool'd. 

Else,  suffer'd,  it  will  set  the  heart  on  firo.  8k,  Poems. 

Excellent  wretch !  perdition  catch  my  soul 

But  I  do  love  thee .'  and  when  I  love  thee  not 

Chaos  is  come  again.  Sk,  Otk.  iii.  3. 
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10  ATFECTIOK — ^UraXICTIOK. 

ATFEOnOV— Mfi/wiifMf. 
Of  all  the  ^ants  tliat  the  world  affords, 
Our  own  affections  are  the  fiercest  lords.     M  SUrling,  Jul.  C, 

What  we  lore  too  mnch, 
The  Heavens  correcting  this  omr  zeal,  more  strong 
Than  oxa  devotion  toward  them,  take  from  ns.     IPamell,  H. 

Where  yet  was  ever  found  a  mother, 

Who'd  give  her  booby  for  another.  (Toy,  Fable  ni.  33. 

Fathers  alone  a  father's  heart  can  know, 

What  secret  tides  of  still  enjoyment  flow, 

When  brothers  love :  but  if  their  hate  snceeeds. 

They  wage  the  war ;  bat  'tis  the  father  bleeds.  Youn^. 

The  Tirtaons  man  and  honest— he's  my  brother ; 

And  he  alone ;  for  nature  never  meant 

By  her  sffections  to  engage  onr  hearts 

To  villany  and  baseness.  FraneU. 

Some  feelings  are  to  mortals  jgiven. 

With  less  of  earth  in  them  thBUi  heaven ; 

And  if  there  be  a  hnman  tear 

From  passion's  dross  refined  and  dear. 

A  tear  so  limpid  and  so  meek. 

It  would  not  stain  an  angel's  cheek, 

'Tis  that  which  pious  fathers  shed 

Fpon  a  duteous  daughter's  head.      Scott  Ladjf  vfihe  X.  n.  22. 

There  is  in  life  no  blessuig  like  affection ; 

It  soothes,  it  hallows,  elevates,  subdues. 

And  bringeth  down  to  earth  its  native  heaven  :— 

Life  has  naught  else  that  may  supply  its  place.      Z.  17.  LandMi^ 

Years  have  not  seen — time  shall  not  see 

The  hour  that  tears  my  soul  from  thee.       Byron^  B,  Ah.  i.  2. 

Each  was  the  other's  mirror,  and  but  read 

Joy  sparkling  in  tiieir  dark  eyes,  like  a  gem ; 

And  knew  each  brightness  was  but  the  reflection 

Of  their  xmchanging  glances  of  affection.  Byron. 

ATFUCTIOV— M»  Adversity. 
Let  the  galled  jade*  wince,  onr  withers  are  unwrung. 

Heaven  but  tries  our  virtue  by  aflBUction ;      ^'  ^^^'  "'•  ^* 

As  oft  the  cloud  that  wraps  the  present  hour 

Serves  but  to  Kghten  all  our  fiiture  days.  Browne, 

When  Providence,  for  secret  ends. 
Corroding  cares,  or  sharp  affliction,  sends ; 
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AFPLICTlOir — AGS.  11 

AlfUCnOV— MA/MNMi 

We  most  conclude  it  best  it  should  be  so, 
And  not  desponding  or  impatient  grow. 

Fonfrtt^  To  a  Friend  in  affliction. 
We  bleed,  we  tafemble,  we  forget,  we  smile— 
The  mind  turns  fool,  before  the  cheek  is  dry.     Young,  N.  T.  6. 

Afiicti(Hi  is  the  good  man's  shining  scene ; 

Prosperity  conoMls  his  brightest  raj ; 

As  night  to  Stan,  woe  lustre  gires  to  man.        Young ^  N.  T.  9. 

He  went,  like  one  that  hath  been  stonn'd. 
And  is  of  sense  forlorn  : 
A  sadder  and  a  wiser  man 

He  rose  the  morrow  mom.  Coleridge,  Anet  Mar.  pt.  2. 

AYlBOnS. 
To  bear  affironts,  too  great  to  be  fargiven, 
And  not  hare  power  to  punish.  Dr^den,  8p,  Friar. 

Young  men  soon  forgiye,  and  forget  affronts ; 
Old  age  is  slow  in  Ix^.  Addison,  Caio, 

A  moral,  sensible,  and  well-bred  man 
Will  not  afiront  me,  and  no  other  can    Coteper,  Convers.  191. 

AfxjudlOOV.  ^^  j^^  j^^  drank 

The  dew  that  lay  upon  the  morning  grass  ; 

There  is  no  rustlinff  in  the  lofty  ebn 

That  canopies  my  awelliiu;,  and  its  shade 

Scarce  cools  me.    All  is  sUent,  save  the  fiunt 

And  intennipted  murmur  of  the  bee 

Setthnff  on  the  sick  flowers,  and  then  again 

Instantly  on  the  wing.  Bryant. 

A0B-^M  Old  Age,  Tears. 

When  the  age  is  in,  the  wit  is  out.  8h.  M.  Ado.  ni.  6. 

'Rme  hath  not  yet  so  dried  this  blood  of  mine, 

Nor  age  so  eat  m  my  inyention, 

Nor  fortune  made  such  haroc  of  my  means. 

Nor  my  bad  life  reft  me  so  much  of  friends, 

But  they  shall  find,  awaked  in  such  a  kind. 

Both  strength  of  limb,  and  policy  of  mind, 

AbiHtj  of  means,  and  choice  of  friends. 

To  quit  me  of  them  thoroughly.  8h.  M.  Ado,  it.  1. 

His  silver  hairs 
Will  purchase  us  a  good  opinion, 
And  buy  men's  voices  to  commend  our  deeds  ; 
It  shall  DC  said. — ^his  judgment  rul'd  our  hands.  8h*  Jul.  (7.  i\.l . 
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12  AOi. 

Manhood,  when  yerging  into  Age,  grows  thoaghtfiil, 

Full  of  wise  saws,  and  moral  instances.       Sk,  A.  Y,  X.  n.  7. 

I  know  thee  not,  old  man :  fall  to  thy  prayers  : 

How  ill  white  hairs  become  a  fool  ana  jester !      8h.  JET.  tf.  ii.  6. 

I  am  declin'd  into  the  yale  of  years.  SK,  0th.  iii.  3. 

All  the  world  's  a  stage, 
And  all  the  men  and  women  merely  players : 
They  haye  their  exits  and  their  entrances ; 
And  one  man  in  his  time  plays  many  parts, 
His  acts  being  seyen  ages.  8h.  A,  Y,  L,  n.  7. 

Age  cannot  wither  her,  nor  custom  stale 

Her  infinite  yariety ;  other  women 

Cloy  th'  appetites  they  feed ;  but  she  makes  hungry 

Where  most  she  satisfies.  Sh,  Ant.  Cleo.  ii.  2. 

You  are  old ; 
Nature  in  you  stands  on  the  yery  yerge 
Of  her  confine.  Sh.  Lear,  ii.  4. 

An  old  man,  broken  with  the  storms  of  state, 

Is  come  to  lay  his  wearf  bones  among  ye  ; 

Giye  him  a  litde  earth  lot  charity !  8h.  Hen.  viii.  ly.  2. 

When  forty  winters  shall  besiege  yomr  brow, 

And  dig  deep  trenches  in  thy  beauty's  field. 

Thy  youth's  proud  liyery,  so  gazed  on  now, 

Will  be  a  tatter'd  weed,  of  small  worth  held.      8h.  Bom.  v.  1. 

Of  no  distemper,  of  no  blast  he  died, 

But  fell  like  autunm  fruit  that  mellow'd  long, 

£yen  wonder'd  at  because  he  dropt  no  sooner ; 

Eate  seem'd  to  wind  him  up  for  fourscore  years ; 

Yet  freshly  ran  he  on  ten  winters  more, 

Till,  like  a  clock  worn  out  with  eating  time, 

The  wheels  of  weary  life  at  last  stood  still.  Dryden^  (Ed,  it*  1. 

Learn  to  liye  well,  or  fairly  make  your  will ; 

YouVe  play'd,  and  loy'd,  and  ate,  and  drank  your  fill. 

Walk  sober  off,  before  a  sprightlier  age. 

Comes  tittering  on,  and  shoyes  you  from  the  stage  : 

Leaye  such  to  trifle  with  more  grace  and  ease 

Whom  folly  pleases,  and  whose  follies  please.  Pope,  Tm.  Itor. 

See  how  the  world  its  yeterans  rewards ! 

A  youth  of  frolics,  an  old  age  of  cards.        Pope,  M.  Es.  ii.  243. 
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AGS.  18 

A0X— «Ofl<HIMMl. 

A  yenerable  a8j>ect ! 
Age  sits  with  decent  grmoe  upon  his  yisage, 
And  worthily  become  his  silyer  locks : 
He  wears  tlie  marks  of  many  years  well  spent. 
Of  yirtae,  trath  well  tried,  and  wise  experience.  JBotM^Jl^.!  J. 

The  hand  of  time  alone  disarms 

Her  face  of  its  superflnons  charms ; 

But  adds,  for  every  grrace  resign'd, 

A  thousand  to  adorn  ner  mind.  Brooms* 


Shall  our  pale,  wither'd  hands,  be  stiU  stretch'd  out. 


Man  wants  but  little ;  not  that  little  long ; 

How  soon  must  he  resign' his  yery  dust, 

Which  frugal  nature  lent  him  for  an  hour  I      Fou$tff,  N.  T.  rr. 

What  foUy  can  be  ranker  P    Like  our  shadows. 

Our  widies  lengthen  as  our  sun  declines.        YouHff,  N,  T.  y. 

We  see  time's  furrows  on  another's  brow, 

How  few  themsdyes  in  that  just  mirror,  see  I      Tounff,  N,  T,  T. 

0,  sir !    I  must  not  tell  mj  af  e. 

They  say  women  and  music  should  neyer  be  dated. 

Goldtmitk^  She  Sioops,  m. 

Though  old,  he  still  retain'd 
His  manly  sense,  and  enerey  of  mind. 
Tlrtuous  and  wise  he  was,  but  not  severe ; 
He  still  remember'd  that  he  once  urns  young.        Amuirong. 

An  age  that  melts  with  unperceiyed  decay, 
And  glides  in  modest  innocence  away ; 
Whose  peaceful  Day  benevolence  endears. 
Whose  Night  cong^ratulating  conscience  cheers  ; 
The  genertu  favourite  as  the  general  friend: 
Such  age  there  is,  and  who  shall  wish  its  end  P 

Johnam,  Van.  qf  H,  W.  293. 

Tho'  time  has  touch'd  her  too,  she  still  retains 

Much  beauiy  and  more  majesty.  Byron. 

Yet  time,  who  changes  all,  had  altered  him 

In  soul  and  aspect  as  in  age :  years  steal 

Fire  from  the  mind  as  vigour  from  the  limb  : 

And  life's  enchanted  cup  but  sparkles  near  the  brim. 

Byron  Ch.  Bar.  ni.  B. 
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14  AGE— ALPS. 

AiOi^— continued. 
What  is  the  wont  of  woes  tliat  wait  on  ase  P 
Wliat  stampi  tiie  wrinkle  deepest  on  the  Brow  P 
To  yiew  each  loTed  (me  blighted  from  life's  page, 
And  be  alone  on  earth  asl  am  now.  ^ron,  Ck.  S.  98. 

AoeuBsnov. 

Yon  take  my  house,  when  you  do  take  the  prop 

That  doth  sustain  my  house ;  you  take  my  fife, 

When  you  do  take  the  means  whereby  I  lire.  8h,  Jf.  F.  tv.  1. 

ALACBITT— M0  PiomptitiidB. 

A  wilHnff  heart  adds  feather  to  the  heel, 

And  makes  the  clown  a  winged  Mercuiy. 
AT.Aww  *fo,  Baillie  2>.  M,  ni.  1. 

What's  the  business. 

That  such  a  hideous  trumpet  calls  to  parley, 

The  sleepers  of  the  house  P — Speak, — speaK  !      Sh.Mae.  ix.  3. 

ALKXMJnaaxM. 

A  needless  Alexandrine  ends  the  song, 

That,  like  a  wounded  snake,  drags  its  slow  length  alonff. 
ALLEGIAVCE.  P<>P^»  ^'  OrU-  ^^^ 

Allegiance,  tempted  too  far,  is  like 

A  sword  well  teniper'd  on  an  anvil  tried. 

That  press'd  too  hardly  may  in  pieces  fly : 

An  orerburthen'd  trust  may  treach'ry  prove. 

And  be  too  late  repented.  McuMinger, 

ALOHI-*JM  SoUtude. 

Alone  she  sat — alone  !  that  worn-out  word, 

So  idly  spoken  and  so  coldly  heard  ; 

Yet  all  that  poets  sing,  and  grief  hath  known, 

Of  hope  laid  waste,  knells  in  that  word — alone !      Ntto  Timon. 
ALPIHS  T&AYZL. 

Though  sluegards  deem  it  but  a  foolish  chase. 

And  marvefmen  should  quit  their  easy  chair. 

The  toilsome  way,  and  long,  long  lea^e  to  trace, 

Oh,  there  is  sweetness  in  the  mountam  air. 

And  life  that  bloated  ease  can  never  hope  to  share. 
ALPS.  Byron^  Ck,  R,  i.  SO. 

Above  me  are  the  Alps, 

The  palaces  of  Nature,  whose  vast  walls 

Have  pinnacled  in  clouds  their  snowy  scalps, 

And  tnron'd  eternity  in  icy  halls 

Of  cold  sublimity,  where  forms  and  falls 

The  avalanche — ihe  thunderbolt  of  snow  !— 

All  that  expands  the  spirit,  yet  appals. 
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.    AI.P8— AlCBITIOF.  15 

ALPS    wnUmmd. 

Gather  around  these  nimmitoy  «■  to  show 
How  earth  may  pierce  to  Hearen,  yet  leare  rain  man  below. 

Byron,  Ch.  S.  ui.  62. 
"Who  first  behddB  the  Alps,— that  mighty  chain 
Of  monntains,  stretching  on  from  east  to  west. 
So  massiYe,  yet  so  shadowy,  so  ethereal, 
As  to  belong  rather  to  heaven  than  earth- 
But  instantly  receiyes  into  his  soul 
A  sense,  a  feeling  that  he  loses  not— 
A  something  that  infonns  him  't  is  a  moment 
Whence  he  may  date  henceforward  and  for  erer.        Borers* 

AyAfilBMT— Mi  AstwrtsimiSBt.    tarprise. 
But  look  1    Amasement  on  mr  mother  sits ; 
O  step  between  her  and  her  fighting  soul : 
Conceit  in  weakest  bodies  strongest  works.     8k,  Ham.  m.  4. 

They  spake  not  a  word ; 

But,  like  dumo  statues,  or  breathless  stones, 

Star'd  on  each  other,  and  look'd  deadly  pale. 
aini»tt  6h.  Bh.  HZ.  m.  7. 

Pretty !  in  amber  to  obeenre  the  forms 

Of  hiors,  or  straws,  or  dirt,  or  grubs,  or  worms  ! 

The  tlunes,  we  know,  are  neither  rich  nor  rare. 

But  wonder  how  the  deril  they  got  there.    Pope,  Bp,  to  Arh. 
Uaernxm—tm  Fame,  Olory,  Pride.  [169. 

Baleigh.  Fain  would  I  elimb,  but  that  I  fear  to  fall. 

Q«  BL  If  thy  mind  £ul  thee,  do  not  elimb  at  all.  SeotiyKeu.XYii 
Fling  away  ambition  ; 

By  that  sin  fell  the  angels :  how  can  man  then, 

Tne  image  of  his  Maker,  hope  to  win  by't  P  8h,  IT.  rm,  in.  2» 
I  haTc  yentnr'd 

Idke  little  wanton  boys  that  swim  on  bladders. 

This  many  summers  m  a  sea  of  glory. 

But  far  beyond  my  depth ;  my  high-blown  pride 

At  length  oroke  under  me.  Sh.  H,  rm.  m.  2. 

Men  at  some  time  are  masters  of  their  fates  : 

The  fault,  dear  Brutus,  is  not  in  our  stars, 

But  in  ourselyes,  that  we  are  underlings.        8h.  Jul.  C.  i.  2. 

Lowliness  is  younf  ambition's  ladder. 
Whereto  the  climber  upward  turns  his  £Eiee ; 
But  when  he  once  attains  the  utmost  round, 
He  then  unto  the  ladder  turns  his  back. 
Looks  in  the  clouds,  scorning  the  base  degrees 
*    By  which  he  did  ascend.  Sh.  Jul.  C.  n.  1. 
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16  AMBITION. 

AXBinOir—  cmtmued. 

I  kaye  no  spur 
To  prick  the  sides  of  my  intent,  but  onlv 
Vaoltinff  ambition,  whicn  o'erleaps  itself. 
And  falls  on  the  other  side.  8h,  Ma^.  i.  7. 

Thejjr  that  stand  high,  have  many  blasts  to  shake  them ; 
And  if  they  fall,  they  daah  themselves  to  pieces.  Sh.  B.  in.  i.  3. 

Ambition's  monstrous  stomach  does  increase 
By  eating,  and  it  fears  to  starve,  unless 
It  still  may  feed,  and  all  it  sees  devour. 

Davenant,  JPlayhofue  to  lei. 
To  reign  is  worth  ambition,  though  in  Hell : 
Better  to  reign  in  Hell,  than  serve  in  Heav'n. 

But  what  will  Ambition  and  Eevenge      ^^^^^^  ^'  ^'  ^'  ^^' 

Descend  to  P    Who  aspires,  must  <K>wn  as  low 

As  high  he  soar'd,  obnoxious,  first  or  last. 

To  basest  things.    Beveuge,  at  first  thoufi^h  sweet. 

Bitter  ere  long,  back  on  itself  recoils.      Milton,  P,  Z.  iz.  168. 

Ambition  is  a  lust  that's  never  quench'd. 

Grows  more  enfiam'd,  and  madder  by  enjoyment. 

Ambition  is  the  dropsy  of  the  soul,  ^^*^'  ^*'  ^^' 

Whose  thirst  we  must  not  yield  to,  but  control.  Sedley. 

Ambition !  the  desire  of  active  souls, 

That  pushes  them  beyond  the  bounds  of  nature. 

And  elevates  the  hero  to  the  Gods.  Eowe,  Am.  Step. 

Ambition  hath  but  two  steps :  the  lowest. 

Blood ;  the  highest,  envy.  Lilljf,  Midae, 

Ambition  hath  one  heel  nail'd  in  heU, 
Though  she  stretch  her  fingers  to  touch  the  heavens.         lb. 
What  various  wants  on  power  attend  ! 
Ambition  never  gains  its  end. 
Who  hath  not  heard  the  rich  complain 
Of  surfeit  and  corporeal  pain  P 
And  barr'd  from  every  use  of  wealth. 

Envy  the  ploughman's  strength  and  health.       Oay,  Fable,  5. 
Ambition  is  an  idol,  on  whose  wings 
Great  minds  are  carry'd  only  to  extreme ; 
To  be  sublimely  great,  or  to  be  nothing.      Southern,  Loj^,  Bro. 
The  fiery  soul  abhorr'd  in  Catiline, 
In  Decius  charms,  in  Ourtius  is  divine : 
The  same  ambition  can  destroy  or  save. 
And  make  a  patriot,  as  it  makes  a  knave.  Pope,  Ee.  M» 
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AJkBixioji  ^eonHnutd, 
0\  sons  of  earth  !  attempt  je  still  to  rise, 
"By  moimtains  pil'd  on  mountains,  to  the  skies  P 
Hearen  still  with  laughter  the  vain  toil  surveys, 
And  buries  madmen  in  the  heaps  they  raise.      Pop^,  Ei,  M. 
Ambition  is  a  spirit  in  the  world, 
That  causes  all  the  ebbs  and  flows  of  nations, 
Xeeps  mankind  sweet  by  action :  without  that, 
The  world  would  be  a  filthy  settled  mud.  Crotone,  Amh.  StaUsm. 
Oh,  were  I  seated  hiffh  as  my  ambition, 
Fd  place  this  naked  foot  on  necks  of  monarchs  I 

Walpole,  MyH.  M. 
The  true  ambition  there  alone  resides. 
Where  justice  Tindicates,  and  wisdom  guides  ; 
Where  mward  dignity  joins  outward  state. 
Our  purpose  good,  as  our  achieyement  great ; 
Where  public  blessings,  public  praise  attend. 
Where  glory  is  our  motiye,  not  our  end : 
Wouldst  thou  be  famed  P  have  those  high  acts  in  view, 
Brare  men  would  act,  though  scandal  would  ensueJ^tfn^yZ.K 
Ikme  is  the  shade  of  immortdity,  tvti. 

And  in  itself  a  shadow.    Soon  as  caught, 
Contemn'd,  it  shrinks  to  nothing  in  the  grasp.     Touxjfy  N.  T. 

Unnumber'd  suppliants  crowd  preferment's  gate,  t^^- 

Athirst  for  wealth,  and  burning  to  be  great, 
BehuiTe  fortune  hears  the  incessant  call, 
They  mount,  they  shine,  eraporate  and  fall. 

Jbhnton,  V.  ff.  W. 
This  soy'reicn  passion,  scofnM  of  restraint. 
Even  from  Uie  oirth  affects  supreme  command, 
Swells  in  the  breast,  and  with  resistless  force^ 
O'erbears  each  gentler  motion  of  the  mind.  Johnson,  Ir,  \ 

Dream  after  dream  ensues,  j 

And  stin  they  dream  that  they  shall  stiU  succeed. 
And  still  are  disappointed.  Cowper,  Tcuk,  m.  127. 

On  the  summit,  see> 
The  seals  of  office  glitter  in  his  eyes ; 
He  climbs,  he  pants,  he  grasps  Uiem.    At  his  heels. 
Close  at  his  heels,  a  demagogue  ascends. 
And  with  a  dext'rous  jerk  soon  twists  him  down, 
And  wins  them,  but  to  lose  them  in  his  turn.   Cowper,  T.  rv .  58. 

Ah  I  who  can  tell  how  hard  it  is  to  climb 

The  steep  where  Fame's  proud  temple  shines  afar 

Beattte,  Mins,  1. 1. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


18  AMBinOir — ^AlTATHSliJL. 

AmjutiOH— MM^mUMf. 

He  who  ascends  on  monntain-iops,  shall  find 
The  loftiest  peaks  most  wrapt  in  clouds  and  snow ; 
He  who  surpasses  or  subdues  mankind, 
Must  look  down  on  the  hate  of  those  below. 

Byron,  Ch,  E,  in.  46. 
To  th'  expanded  and  aspiring  soul, 
To  be  but  still  the  thing  it  long  has  been, 
Is  misenr,  e'en  thoujj^h  enthroird  it  were 
Under  the  cope  of  high  imperial  state.      Jo,  BaUUe,  Eikio,  5. 
AXXBICA. 
Poor  lost  America,  high  honours  missing, 
Knows  nought  of  smue  and  nod,  and  sweet  hand -kissing  ; 
Knows  nought  of  golden  promises  of  kings  ; 
Ejiows  nought  of  coronets,  and  stars,  ana  strings. 

J^eter  Pindar. 
Who  can,  with  patience,  for  a  moment  see 
The  medley  mass  of  pride  and  misery, 
Of  whips  and  charters,  manacles  ana  rights, 
Of  slaymg  blacks  and  democratio  whites.  Moore, 

Well— peace  to  the  land !  may  the  people  at  length, 

Know  that  freedom  is  bliss,  but  that  honour  is  stren^h ; 

That  though  man  haye  the  wings  of  the  fetterless  wmd. 

Of  the  wantonest  air  that  the  north  can  unbind, 

Yet  if  health  do  not  sweeten  the  blast  with  her  bloom. 

Nor  yirtue's  aroma  its  pathway  perfume, 

Unblest  is  the  freedom  and  dreary  the  flight. 

That  but  wanders  to  ruin  and  wantons  to  blight !  Moore, 

America  I  half  brother  of  the  world  I 

With  something  good  and  bad  of  eyeiy  land ; 

Greater  than  thee  haye  lost  their  seat — 

Grater  scarce  none  can  stand.  Bailey,  Fettue, 

Columbia,  child  of  Britain,^noblest  child ; 

I  praise  the  glowing  lustre  of  thy  youth, 

And  fain  would  see  thy  great  heart  reconciled 

To  loye  the  mother  of  so  blest  a  birth  ; 

For  we  are  one  Columbia ;  still  the  same 

In  lineage,  lanffuage,  laws,  and  ancient  fame. 

The  natural  nobili^  of  earth.  Tuppett  Lyrice, 

Thou,  O,  my  country,  hast  thy  foolish  ways, 
Too  f^t  to  purr  at  eyery  stranger's  praise, — 
But  if  the  stranger  touch  thy  modes  or  laws. 
Off  goes  the  yelyet,  and  out  come  the  claws  !  Solmee, 
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I  haye  no  urns,  no  dusty  monoments ; 

No  broken  images  of  ancestort. 

Wanting  an  ear  or  nose ;  no  ftnrged  tables 

Of  long  descents,  to  boast  false  honours  from.   B,  JoMion,Cat. 

Boast  not  the  titles  of  your  ancestors,  brare  youth ! 

They're  their  possessions*  none  of  yours. 

When  your  own  Tirtues  equall'd  haye  their  names, 

'Twin  be  but  fair  to  lean  upon  their  fames, 

Por  they  are  strong  supporters ;  but  till  then, 

The  greatest  are  but  growing  gentlemen.  Bern  Jonson, 

Your  kindred  is  not  much  amiss,  'i  is  true. 

Yet  I  am  somewhat  better  bom  than  you.  Diyden, 

The  deeds  of  long-descended  ancestors 

Are  but  by  grace  of  imputation  ours.  Drjfden, 

He  that  to  ancient  wreaths  can  bring  no  more 

Form  his  own  worth,  dies  bankrupt  on  the  score.     Cleveland. 

Were  honour  to  be  scann'd  by  long  descent 

From  ancestors  iOustrious,  I  could  yaunt 

A  lineage  of  the  greatest,  and  recount 

Among  my  fathers,  names  of  ancient  stoiy. 

Heroes  and  god-like  patriots,  who  subdued 

The  world  by  aims  and  yirtue ; 

But  that  be  tilieir  own  praise : 

Nor  will  I  borrow  merit  from  the  dead. 

Myself  an  undeseryer.  Sonfe, 

What  can  ennoble  sots,  or  slares,  or  coirards, 

Alas !  not  all  the  blood  of  all  the  Howaxds.Poiw,^.  Ar.iy.215. 

He  stands  for  fame  on  his  forefitther's  feet. 

By  heraldry,  proy'd  yaliant  or  discreet  I       Youug^  L.  F,  s.  1. 

Let  high  birth  triumph !  what  can  be  more  great  F 
Nothing— but  merit  m  a  low  estate.  Toung. 

They  that  on  glorious  ancestors  enlarge, 

FhMuce  their  debt,  instead  of  their  discharge.  Young 

I  am  one. 
Who  finds  within  me  a  nobility 
That  spurns  the  idle  pratings  of  the  great. 
And  their  mean  boast  of  what  their  lathers  were, 
While  they  themselyes  are  fbols  effeminate, 
The  scorn  of  all  who  Imow  the  worth  of  mind 
And  yirtue.  FercivaU 

0  2 
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AVGBU. 

Hearen  bless  thee ! 
Thou  hast  the  sweetest  face  I  eyer  looked  on ; 
For,  as  I  hare  a  soul,  she  is  an  angel.        Sh.  Hen,  rjii,  it.  L 

Fools  rash  in  where  angels  fear  to  tread.       Pope,  S,  C  624. 

AVGXB — tee  Paiskm,  Bage,  Temper. 

Aneer's  mj  meat ;  I  sup  upon  myself, 

And  so  shall  starre  with  feeding.  8h»  CorioL  it.  2. 

A  woman  moTed  is  like  a  fountain  troubled, 

Muddy,  ill-seeming,  thick,  bereft  of  beauty ; 

And  while  it  is  so,  none  so  dry  or  thirsty 

Will  deign  to  sip  or  touch  one  drop  of  it.  8h,  Tarn.  8.  2. 

Heat  not  a  furnace  for  TOur  foe  so  hot 

That  it  do  sin^e  yourself:  We  may  outrun. 

By  Tiolent  swiftness,  that  which  we  run  at, 

And  lose  br  oyer-running.    Know  tou  not. 

The  fire,  that  mounts  the  liquor  till  it  run  o'er. 

In  seeming  to  augment  it,  wastes  it  P  Sh,  H.  rin,  1. 1. 

An^er  is  like 
A  fuU-hot  horse ;  who  bemg  allow'd  his  way, 
Self-mettle  tires  him.  8h.  H,  vm,  i.  2. 

What  sudden  an^  's  this  P  how  haTe  I  reap'd  it  P 

He  parted  frowning  from  me,  as  if  ruin 

Leap*d  from  his  eres :  so  looks  the  chafed  lion 

Upon  the  daring  huntsman  that  has  gall'd  him ; 

Then  makes  him  nothing,  8h,  H,  vm,  iii.  2. 

NeTer  anger  made  good  guard  for  itself.      8h,  Ant,  Cleo.  iv .  1 . 

Away  to  heaTen,  respectiye  lenity, 

And  fire-eyed  fury  be  my  conduct  now.      8h.  Bom.  Jul.  ni.  1. 

What  to  ourselyes  in  passion  we  propose. 

Hie  passion  ending,  doth  the  purpose  lose.      8h.  Mum,  iii.  2. 

O,  that  my  tongue  were  in  the  thunder's  mouth ! 
Then  with  a  passion  would  I  shake  the  world. 

You  are  yoked  with  a  lamb.     ^*-  ^-  •^^*'*'  ™-  ^ 
That  carries  anger  as  the  flint  bears  fire ; 
Who,  much  en^rced,  shews  a  hasty  spark, 
And  straight  is  cold  again.  Sh.  Jul.  C.  it.  3. 

Anger  in  hasty  words  or  blows, 

ItsMf  discharges  on  our  foes.  JTaller* 

The  elephant  is  ncTer  won  with  anger ; 
Nor  must  that  man,  who  would  reclaim  a  lion, 
Tske  him  by  the  teeth.  Diyden,  All/or  Zopem 
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AygKR    mntintiMi. 

With  flery  ejes,  and  with  contracted  hnmn. 

He  coin'd  his  face  in  the  seyerest  stamp, 

And  fary  shook  his  fabric  like  an  earthquake. 

He  heayed  for  rent,  and  bunt  like  bellowing  iEStna, 

In  sounds  scarce  human.  Ihyden, 

There  is  a  fatal  Foiy  m  yoor  yisage. 

It  biases  fierce,  and  menaces  destractioi^.         £owe,  Ftdr  P. 

When  anger  rashes,  nnrestrain'd  to  action. 

Like  a  hot  steed,  it  stombles  in  its  way ; 

The  man  of  thought  strikes  deepest,  and  strikes  safest 

Savage^  Sir  T.  Ov. 
His  eyes  like  meteors  roU'd,  then  darted  down 
Their  red  and  angry  beams ;  as  if  his  sight 
Would,  like  the  raging  dog-star,  scorch  the  earth. 
And  kindle  riyers  in  its  coarse.  Ckmgreve* 

Those  hearts  that  start  at  once  into  a  blase^ 
And  open  all  their  rage,  like  summer  storms 
At  once  disdiarged  grow  cool  again  and  ealm. 

C.  Jokni<m*i  Medea. 
And  her  brow  dear'd,  but  not  her  troubled  eye ; 
The  wind  was  down  but  still  the  sea  ran  high.      Bjfron,  D.  J, 
Load  complaint,  howeyer  angrily 
It  shakes  its  phrase^  is  little  to  be  feared, 
And  less  distrusted.  Bjfron,  Doge  V. 

Oh !  Anger  is  an  eyil  thing. 

And  spoils  the  fSedrest  face, — 

It  oometh  like  a  rainy  doud 

Upon  a  sunny  place. 

One  angiy  moment  often  does 

What  we  repent  for  years ; 

It  works  the  wrong  we  ne'er  make  right 

By  sorrow  or  by  tears.  Eliza  Cook, 

AMBUSB. 

The  pleasant'st  angling  is  to  see  the  fish 

Out  with  her  ffolden  oars  the  silyer  stream. 

And  greedily  deyour  the  treacherous  bait.     8k.  M.  Ado.  ui.  1. 

Giye  me  mine  angle ;  well  to  the  riyer  there, 

My  music  playing  far  ofi*,  I  will  betray 

Tawny-finned  fish ;  my  bended  hooks  shall  pierce 

Their  slimy  jaws.  8k.  AfU.  if  CUop.  iii.  5. 

4ITBGXDSHT8. 

Men  so  noble, 

Howeyer  faulty,  yet  should  find  respect 

For  what  they  haye  been ;  't  is  a  cruelty 

To  load  a  falhng  man.  8k.  E.  r/xr.  r.  8, 


Digitized  by  VjOOQiC 


22  AKTICIPATIOK— AmCIETT. 

AHnCIPATIOH. 

WLy  should  wa 
Anticipate  our  sorrows  P  't  is  like  those 
Who  die  for  fear  of  death.  Denkam. 

Peace,  brother,  be  not  orer^ez^iiisite 
To  cast  the  fashion  of  uncertain  evils ; 
For,  grant  they  be  so,  while  they  rest  unknown, 
What  need  a  man  forestall  his  date  of  grief, 
And  run  to  meet  what  he  would  most  avoid  P      MUUnit  Com, 
To  swallow  sudgeons  ere  they're  catched. 
And  count  their  chickens  ere  they're  hatched. 

araioRT.  Buthr  Wud.  m.  i. 

Some  men  there  are  lore  not  a  gaping  pig ; 
Some  that  are  mad  if  ihe^  behdd  a  cat. 
Masterless  passion  sways  it  to  the  mood 
Of  what  it  nkes  or  loaches.  8k.  M.  Ten.  iv.  1. 

Ask  you  what  provocation  I  have  had  P 
The  strong  antipathy  of  good  to  bad.  Pope, 

AVnQVABT— AHTIQUITT. 

They  say  he  sits 
All  day  in  contemplation  of  a  statue 
With  ne'er  a  nose ;  and  dotes  on  the  decay, 
With  greater  love  than  the  self-loved  Narcissus 
Did  on  his  beauty.  8kak*  Marmioti,  Antiq, 

What  toil  did  honest  Gurio  take, 
What  strict  inquiries  did  he  make, 
To  ffet  one  meaal  wanting  yet. 
And  perfect  all  the  Boman  set  I 
'T  is  round  I  and  oh  I  his  happy  lot  I 

'T  is  bought,  locked  up,  and  lies  forgot !      Prior,  Alma,  c.  2. 
How  his  eyes  languish  I  how  his  thoughts  adore 
That  painted  coat,  which  Joseph  never  wore ! 
He  shews,  on  holidays,  a  sacred  pin, 
That  touch'd  the  ruff,  that  touch  d  queen  Bess's  chin. 

Tounfff  Love  qf  F.  nr.  120, 
Bare  are  the  buttons  of  a  Soman's  breeches, 
In  antiquarian  eyes  surpassing  riches : 
Bare  is  each  craok'd,  black,  rotten,  earthen  dish, 
That  held  of  ancient  Borne  the  flesh  and  flsh.      Peter  Pindar. 

ARUusry. 

But  human  bodies  are  sic  fools, 

For  a'  their  colleges  and  schools, 

That,  when  nae  real  ills  perplex  them, 

They  make  enow  themsels  to  vex  them.  Burns, 
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APAIHT. 

A  man,  wliose  blood 
Is  yerj  snow  broth ;  <me  who  never  feeLi 
The  wanton  stings  and  motions  of  the  sense  : 
Bat  doth  rebate  and  blnnt  his  natnral  edge 
"Vnth  profits  of  the  mind,  stady  and  faift  8k.  M.Jbr  M.  I.  5. 

AFPAUnOV. 

Ther  gather  roond,  and  wonder  at  the  tale 

Of  norrid  apparition,  taU  and  ghostly. 

That  walks  at  dead  of  night,  or  talces  his  stand 

O'er  some  new-open'd  grave,  and  (strange  to  tell,) 

Eyanishes  at  crowing  of  the  cock.  Blair,  Oraioe. 

AFOLOOT. 
ForgiTe  me,  Valentine :  if  hearty  sorrow 
Be  a  sufficient  ransom  for  offence, 
I  tender  it  here ;  I  do  as  truly  suffer 
As  e'er  I  did  offend.  8k.  TiooG.t.4i. 

I  know  the  action  was  extremely  wrong ; 

I  own  it,  I  deplore  it,  I  condemn  it ; 

But  I  detest  all  fiction,  eren  in  song, 

And  so  must  tell  the  tmth,  howe'er  you  blame  it. 

Bjrron,  Don  Juan. 
AFPABXL. 
Through  taifcter'd  clothes  small  vices  do  aj^pear : 
Bobes  and  forr'd  gowns  hide  all.    Plate  sm  with  gold, 
And  the  strong  lance  of  justice  hurtless  breaks  ; 
Arm  it  in  rags,  a  pigmy's  straw  doth  pierce  it.     8k,  Lear,  it.  6. 

Our  purses  shall  be  proud,  our  garments  poor. 

For  t  is  the  mind  that  nuJces  the  body  rich  : 

And  as  the  sun  breaks  through  the  darkest  clouds. 

So  honour  peereth  in  the  meanest  habit.      8k,  Tarn.  8.  it.  3. 

Costly  thy  habit  as  thr  purse  can  buy. 

But  not  expressed  in  iancy ;  rich,  not  gaudy : 

For  the  apparel  oft  proclanns  the  man.  8k.  Ham.  i.  3. 

A?FSAL. 

I  hare  done  the  state  some  service,  and  they  know  it, 

No  more  of  that ;  I  pray  you  in  your  letters. 

When  you  shall  these  unlucky  deeds  relate. 

Speak  of  me  as  I  am,  nothing  extenuate, 

Iu>r  set  down  aught  in  malice.  8k.  Otk.  v.  2. 

APPXABAVCS8. 

An  tiiat  glisters  is  not  gold, 

Gilded  tombs  do  worms  infold.  8k.  Mer,  V.  ii.  7. 
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APPXABAVCB8--M»tintidd: 
There  u  a  fair  behaviour  in  thee,  captain ; 
And  thouffh  that  nature  with  a  beauteous  wall 
Doth  oft  dose  in  pollution,  yet  of  thee 
I  will  beliere,  thou  hast  a  mind  that  suits 
With  this  tiiy  fair  and  outward  character.      8h,  Tio.  N.  i.  2. 

That  gloomy  outside,  like  a  rustjr  chest, 
Contains  the  shining  treasure  of  a  soul 
Besolr'd  and  braye.  Diyden,  Don  Sebatiian. 

Appearances  to  saye,  his  only  care ; 

So  things  seem  right  no  matter  what  they  are. 

CkurchiU,  Soselad. 

By  outward  show  let's  not  be  cheated ; 

An  ass  should  like  an  ass  be  treated.         Qay,  pt.  2.  MAle  ii 

'T  is  not  the  fairest  form  that  holds 

Tlie  mildest,  purest  soul  within  ; 

'T  is  not  the  richest  plant  that  folds 

The  sweetest  breath  of  fragrance  in.  B.  Dawet, 

Appearances  deceive. 
And  this  one  maxim  is  a  standing  role, 
Men  are  not  what  they  seem.  Havard,  Scanderbeg, 

Your  thief  looks  in  the  crowd, 
£xactly  like  the  rest,  or  rather  better ; 
'Tis  oidy  at  tiie  bar,  and  in  the  dungeon. 
That  wise  men  know  your  felon  by  ms  features. 

Byron,  Werner^  ii.  1. 
Fall  many  a  stole  eye  and  aspect  stem 
Masks  hearts  where  grief  has  Httle  left  to  learn  ; 
And  many  a  withering  thought  lies  hid,  not  lost, 
In  smiles  that  least  befit,  who  wears  them  most. 

Byrout  Corsair. 
How  Ettle  do  they  see  what  is,  who  feme 
Their  hasty  judgments  upon  that  which  seems.  BoutAey. 

Within  the  oyster's  shell  uncouth 

The  purest  pearl  may  bide :— 

Trust  me,  you'll  find  a  heart  of  truth  ,^      ^        , 

Within  that  rough  outside.  -«»'«•  Osgood, 

APFJSTiVJL 

Our  stomachs 
Will  make  what's  homely,  savoury.  8h.  Oymh,  nr.  6. 

Now,  good  digestion  wait  on  appetite ;  «.    ,,    . 

And  health  on  both.  5A.  Jfac*.  m.  4. 
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APmm — MM^NMf . 

Why,  she  would  hang  on  him, 

As  if  increase  of  appetite  had  grown 

By  what  it  fed  on.  8k.  Ham,  i.  2. 

HiB  thint  he  Blakes  at  some  pure  neighbonring  brook, 

Nor  seeks  for  sauce  where  appetite  stands  cook. 
APftgrAav  Ckurckillf  Ooikam,  iii. 

Think  on  th'  insnlting  seom,  the  conscious  pangs, 

The  fbtcire  miseries  toat  await  tiie  apostate ; 

So  shaU  timidity  assist  thy  reason, 

And  wisdom  into  Tirtae  tun  thy  frailty.  Dr,  Johnson, 

IPPIAI. 

But  this  lies  all  within  the  will  of  God, 

To  whom  I  do  appeal  I  8IL  Hen.  r.  i.  2. 

AFPLA1J8B. 

I  would  applaud  thee  to  the  reiy  echo. 

That  should  applaud  again.  8k,  Maeb,  t.  3. 

Such  a  noise  arose 

As  the  shrouds  make  at  sea  in  a  stiff  tempest, 

As  loud  snd  to  as  many  tunes,— hats,  cIoojes, 

Doublets,  1  think  flew  up ;  and  had  their  faces 

Been  loose,  this  day  they  had  been  lost.    8k.  Hen.  vni.  ti.  1. 

Kings  fight  for  empire,  madmen  for  applause.  Dryden, 

Applause 
Waits  on  success ;  the  nckle  multitude, 
like  the  light  straw  that  floats  alouff  tiie  stream. 
Glide  with  the  current  still,  and  folfow  fortune. 

T.  JESranekUn^  Earl  qf  Wannek, 
Oh  popular  applause !  what  art  of  man 
Is  proof  against  thy  sweety  seducing  charms  P  Covper,  Task, 

ABffUmiT.  f"-  ^^• 

O  most  lame  and  impotent  condnsion.  8k,  Oik.  n.  1. 

He  tiiat  complies  against  his  will. 

Is  of  his  own  opinion  still.  Butler,  iii.  3,  547. 

He'd  undertake  to  proTC,  by  force 
Of  argument,  a  man's  no  horse. 
He  prore  a  buszard  is  no  fowl, 
And  that  a  lord  may  be  an  owl, 
A  calf  an  alderman,  a  goose  a  justice, 
And  rooks  committee-men  and  trustees.  Butler,  i.  75. 

Eeproachful  speech  from  either  side 
The  want  ctf  ar^;ument  supplied ; 
They  rail'd,  revil'd— as  often  ends 
The  contests  of  disputing  friends.  Qay,  Fable  16L 
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Be  cahn  in  arguing :  for  fierceness  makes 

Error  a  fiiolt,  and  tmth  disconrtesy.  Herbert. 

lake  doctors  thus,  when  much  dispute  has  past. 

We  find  our  tenets  just  the  same  at  lMt,Pope,Afor,S,iu,l5* 

Who  shall  decide  when  doctors  disagree. 

And  soundest  cvsuists  doubt,  like  you  and  me. 

Pop0,  Mor,  B.  ni.  1. 
Who  too  deep  for  his  hearers,  still  went  on  refining. 
And  thought  of  conyincing,  while  they  thought  of  dining. 

GxfldtmUkj  Metal, 
In  arguinff,  too,  the  parson  owned  his  skill. 
For  e  en  uiough  Tanquished,  he  could  argue  still ; 
While  words  of  learned  length  and  thundering  sound 
Amazed  the  gazing  rustics  ranged  around ; 
And  still  they  gazed,  and  still  die  wonder  grew 
That  one  small  head  could  cany  all  he  knew. 
AMBTOCRAOT.  OoldsnUtk.  Dei,  ViL  211. 

'Tis  from  high  life  high  characters  are  drawn ; 
A  saint  in  crape  is  twice  a  saint  in  lawn.      Pope,  JB,  M,  1. 136. 

AXMT— «##  Soldiers.    War.    Warrior. 
We  are  but  warriors  for  the  working-daj : 
Our  gayness,  and  our  ^t,  are  all  be-smiroh'd 
With  rainy  marching  m  the  painful  field. 
There's  not  a  piece  of  feather  in  our  host.       8k,  M.  r.  it.  8. 

A  brarer  choice  of  dauntless  spirits, 
Than  now  the  English  bottoms  hare  wut  o'er, 
Did  never  fioat  upon  the  swelling  tide.       8h,  JT.  John,  n.  1. 

Bemember  whom  you  are  to  cope  withal  ;— 
A  sort  of  Tagabonds,  rascals,  and  run-aways, 
A  scum  of  Bretagnes,  and  base  lacke^r  peasants. 
Whom  their  o'er-doyed  country  vomits  forth 
To  desperate  ventures  and  assur'd  destruction. 

Sh,  Etc,  m,  V.  8. 
ABT-ABTI8T. 
In  framing  artist,  art  hath  thus  decreed, 
To  make  some  good,  but  others  to  exceed.         8k,  Per.  n.  3. 
The  whole  world  without  art  and  dress 
Would  be  but  one  great  wilderness.  Butler. 

His  pencil  was  striking,  resistless,  and  grand ; 
His  manners  were  gentle,  complying,  and  bland ; 
Still  bom  to  improve  us  in  every  ps^. 
His  pencil  our  mces — ^his  manners  our  heart. 

Qoldemith,  Betaliation  on  S%r  Joshua  Reynolds. 
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For  though  I  miut  confegs  an  artist  ean 

Gontriye  things  better  than  another  man. 

Yet  when  the  task  is  done,  he  finds  his  pains 

Sought  but  to  fill  his  belly  with  his  brains. 

Is  this  the  gaerdon  due  to  liberal  arts, 

T*  admire  tilie  head  and  then  to  staire  the  parts? 
ABHIIGB.  -^^^y  Alimmjff  a  Com.  1659. 

A  man  of  sense  ean  artifice  disdain. 

As  men  of  wealth  may  yentnre  to  go  plain ; 

And  be  this  truth  eternal  ne'er  fo^ot. 

Solemnity's  a  eorer  £ofr  a  sot, 

I  find  the  fool  when  I  behold  Ihe  screen. 

For 't  is  the  wise  man's  interest  to  be  seen.      Foim^,  Xeos  ^  JV 
AflCEHD. 

What  star  I  know  not,  bnt  some  star  I  find. 

Has  giren  thee  an  ascendant  o'er  my  mind.  Dfy^fm., 

AMEnC. 

In  hope  to  merit  hearen,  by  making  earih  a  hell.  Jjyroit,  C.H, 

AflPiBAxnnr.  [i.  20. 

Tis  he,  I  ken  the  manner  of  his  eait ; 

He  rises  on  the  toe  ;  that  spirit  of  his 

In  aspiration  lifts  hun  from  the  earth.  8k,  Droil,  it.  6. 

Longings  snblime,  and  aspixatiaBB  high.  B^fr^n. 

AMUBUrCB. 

Ill  make  assurance  doable  sore. 

And  take  a  bond  of  fate.  Sh,  Maeb.  it.  1. 

AffEOmHMm--«##  laaaesMnt.    tarprisa.   laar. 

It  is  the  part  of  men  to  fear  and  tremble, 

When  the  most  mighty  gods,  by  tokens,  send 

Their  dreadful  henUds  to  astonish  us.  8k.  Jul.  C.  i.  3. 

Why  stand  yon  thus  amaa'dP  methinks  your  eyes 

Are  fix'd  in  meditation ;  and  all  here 

Seem  like  so  many  senseless  statnes ; 

As  if  your  souls  had  sufier'd  an  eclipse 

Betwixt  your  judgments  and  affections. 

8w6inamj  Womtm  Safer. 
Prepare  to  hear 

A  story  that  shall  turn  thee  into  stone  \ 

Could  there  be  hewn  a  monstrous  gq^  in  nature, 

A  flaw  made  through  the  centre  by  some  god, 

Through  which  the  groans  of  ghosts  might  strike  thy  ear, 

They  would  not  wound  thee,  as  this  stoxy  wilL      Lee^  (Edip. 

Astonish'd  at  his  Toice  he  stood  amazed, 

And  all  around  with  inward  horror  gased.  Addison. 
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28  ABToviBHicxirr — ^^thbvs. 

A8T0HIIH1IEHT— 0ON/iMflMdL 

Hear  it  not,  ye  stars ! 
And  thou,  pale  moon !  torn  paler  at  the  soond. 

Young,  N.  T.  m. 
With  wild  snrprise. 
As  if  to  marble  struck,  deroid  of  sense, 
A  stupid  moment  motionless  she  stood.       ^nkamam,  8wmimer, 
ABTBOirOMEBS. 
These  earthly  godfathers  of  heaTen's  lights. 
That  giye  a  name  to  eyeir  fixed  star. 
Have  no  more  profit  of  tneir  shining  nights, 
Than  those  that  walk,  and  wot  not  what  they  are. 

Sh.  Lott^9  L,  L. 
A8TB0V0XT. 
DeyotionI  daughter  of  astronomy  I 

An  underout  astronomer  is  mad.  Toung,  N.  21  ix. 

ATHRiaH. 

Virtue  in  distress,  and  yice  in  triumph. 
Make  Atheists  of  mankind.  Dryden,  Cleamenes. 

Atheist,  use  tiiine  eyes. 
And  haying  viewed  l^e  order  of  the  skies, 
Think,  if  thou  canst,  that  matter  blindly  hurPd 
Without  a  guide,  should  firaune  the  wondrous  world.      Creech, 
By  night  an  Atheist  half  belieyes  a  God.     Young, N.T.  y.  177. 
Forth  firom  hiA  dark  and  lonely  hiding-place, 

§  Portentous  sight  1)  the  owlet  Atheism, 
ailing  on  obscene  wines  athwart  the  noon. 
Drops  his  blue-fringed  lids,  and  holds  them  dose, 
And  hooting  at  the  glorious  sun  in  Heayen, 
Cries  out,  <<  Where  is  it?"  Coleridge,  Fears  w  ^Utude. 

**  There  is  no  God,"  the  foollsb  saith— 
But  none,  "  there  is  no  sorrow :" 
And  Nature  oft  the  cry  oi  Faith 
In  bitter  need  will  borrow. 
Eyes  which  the  preacber  could  not  school. 
By  way-side  grayes  are  raised ;  . 
And  lips  say  "  God  be  pitiful," 

That  ne'er  said  "  God  oe  praised."  Mrs,  Browning. 

ATHEH8. 
Ancient  of  days  I  august  Athena  I  where, 
Where  are  thy  men  of  migbt  F  thy  grand  in  soul  F 
Gone-^glimmering  through  the  dream  of  things  that  were, 
First  in  the  race  uiat  led  to  gloxy's  goal, 
They  won,  and  pass'd  away.  Byron,  Ch,  H,  ii.  8. 
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My  soul  is  wnpp'd  in  dreadfiil  ezpeotation, 

And  Iktens  to  thee,  as  if  Fate  were  speaking.  Denham. 

As  I^Usten'd  to  thee, 

Hie  liappy  hoars  pass'd  by  as  anperoeiyed ; 

So  was  my  sool  fix'd  to  tlie  soft  enchantment.  Bowe, 

AVCHOHSESi 

And  much  more  honest,  to  be  hired,  and  stand 

With  auctionary  hammer  in  thy  hand, 

ProTokinff  to  gire  more,  and  knocking  thrice. 

For  the  cSd  hooaehold  staff  of  picture  s  price.  Drydenm 

AUBIX. 

He  took  my  father  stossIt,  Ml  of  bread. 

With  all  his  crimes  oroad  blown,  and  flush  as  May ; 

And  how  his  audit  stands,  who  knows  saye  hearen  P 

8k.  Ham.  in.  3. 
I  can  make  my  andit  up,  that  aU 

From  me  do  back  receire  the  nour  of  all. 

And  leaye  me  but  the  bran.  8k.  CorioU  i«  1* 

ADTHBRIGITT. 

l^ot  does  it  follow,  'cause  a  herald 

Can  make  a  gentleman  scarce  a  year  old. 

To  be  descended  of  a  race 

Of  ancient  kings  in  a  small  space. 

That  we  should  all  opinions  hold 

Authentic,  that  we  can  make  old.  Butler,  ii.  3. 679. 

AVTBXXBISY. 

Man,  proud  man, 

Drest  in  a  little  brief  authority. 

Most  ignorant  of  what  he's  most  assur'd. 

His  glassy  essence — ^like  an  angiy  ape. 

Plays  suck  fantastic  tricks  before  high  heayen 

As  make  Ihe  angels  weep  !  8k.  M.for  M.  ii.  2. 

Thou  hast  seen  a  farmer's  dog  bark  at  a  beggar  P 
And  the  creature  run  from  the  cur  F 

There  thou  might'st  behold  the  great  image  of  authority : 
a  dog  's  obeyed  in  office.  8k.  Lear,  iy.  6. 

A  man  in  authority  is  but  as 

A  candle  in  the  wmd,  sooner  wasted 

Or  blown  out,  than  under  a  bushel.         Beam^Jjl-  F.  Four  P. 

Not  from  grey  hairs  authority  doth  flow, 

Nor  from  bald  heads,  nor  from  a  wrinkled  brow ; 

But  our  past  life,  when  yirtuously  spent. 

Must  to  our  age  those  happy  fruits  present.  Denkamm 
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80  AUTHOBITT— ▲UTH0B8. 

AUTHOBITT— «0fi/t#iifMf. 

Authority  intoxicates. 
And  makes  mere  sots  of  magistrates ; 
The  fames  of  it  invade  the  brain, 
And  make  men  giddy,  prond  and  yain : 

a  this  the  fool  commands  the  wise, 
e  noble  with  the  base  complies. 
The  sot  assumes  the  rule  of  wit. 
And  cowards  make  the  brave  submit.  JBuiler,  Misc.  Th. 

AITTEOBS— M#  Books. 
How  many  great  ones  may  remembered  be. 
Which  in  their  days  most  famously  did  flourish. 
Of  whom  no  word  we  hear,  nor  sign  now  see, 
But  as  things  wip'd  out  with  a  sponge  do  perish. 

Spenser,  Buins  qfTime, 
Let  authors  write  for  glory  or  reward. 
Truth  is  well  paid,  wliusn  sne  is  sung  and  heard.      Bp,CorbeU 

Much  thou  hast  said,  which  I  know  when 

And  where  thou  stoFst  from  other  men ; 

Whereby  'tis  plain  thy  light  and  gifts 

Are  all  but  plagiary  snifts.  Butler,  Sudibras, 

No  author  ever  spared  a  brother ; 

Wits  are  gamecocks  to  one  another.  Gay,  Fahle  10. 

Authors  are  judg'd  by  strange  capricious  rules. 

The  great  ones  are  thought  mad,  the  small  ones  fools ; 

Yet  sure  the  best  are  more  severely  fated. 

For  fools  are  only  laughed  at — ^wits  are  hated. 

Blockheads  with  reason  men  of  sense  abhor ; 

But  fool  'eainst  fool  is  barb'rous  civil  war. 

Why  on  ul  authors  then  should  critics  fall, 

Since  some  have  writ  and  shewn  no  wit  at  all  P  Pope, 

Authors  alone,  with  more  than  savage  rage. 

Unnatural  war  with  brother  authors  wage.      Pope,  ApoL  27. 

An  author  I  't  is  a  venerable  name  I 

How  few  deserve  it,  and  what  numbers  claim  I 

TJnblest  with  sense  above  their  peers  refined. 

Who  shall  stand  up,  dictators  to  mankind  P 

Nay,  who  dare  shine,  if  not  in  virtue's  cause. 

That  sole  proprietor  of  just  applause  P  Young. 

Some  write,  confin'd  by  physic ;  some,  by  debt ; 

Some,  for  'tis  Sunday ;  some,  because  'tis  wet ; 

Another  writes  because  his  father  writ. 

And  proves  himself  a  bastard  by  his  wit. 

Toumg,  Ep,  to  Pope,  c.  1. 
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ADTMBg    emtimidd. 
Deien  on  the  passing  woM  to  tarn  thine  eyes, 
And  pause  awhile  from  letters  to  be  wise* 
There  mark  what  ills  the  scholar*s  life  assail, 
ToiU  enyy,  want,  the  patron,  and  the  jail ; 
Bee  nations  slowly  wise,  and  meanly  jost^ 
To  bozied  merit  raise  the  tardy  bust.    Johiuon,  F.  S.  W,  169. 

We  that  lire  to  please,  must  please  to  live. 

Dr,  Johnson,  Prologue, 

Some  write  a  narrative  of  wars  and  feats, 

Of  heroes  little  known,  and  call  the  rant 

An  history.    Describe  the  man,  of  whom 

His  own  ooerals  took  but  little  note, 

And  point  his  person»  character  and  views, 

As  they  had  known  him  firom  his  mother's  womb. 

Cowper,  Task,  in.  139. 

None  bnt  an  anthor  knows  an  author's  cares, 
Or  fancy's  fondness  for  the  child  she  bears. 

Cowper,  Prog.  ofE,  616. 

Withoat,  or  with,  offence  to  friends  or  foes, 

I  sketch  the  world  exactly  as  it  goes.  Bgron,  Don  Juan, 

Tis  pleasant,  sure,  to  see  one's  name  in  print ; 
A  book's  a  book,  although  there's  nothing  in  't. 

Byron,  Eng.  B.  61. 

AQIHOBIHIF—Mf  Poems. 

He  that  writes, 
Or  makes  a  feast,  more  certainly  invites 
His  judges  than  his  friends ;  there's  not  a  guest 
But  wiu  find  something  wanting,  or  ill-drest. 

Howard,  Surpr.  Prologue. 

Of  an  those  arts  in  which  the  wise  excel, 
Nature's  chief  masterpiece  is  writing  well. 

Sh^ffiM,  Duke  qf  Buckingham,  E.  P. 
Let  authors  write  for  glory  or  reward. 
Truth  is  well  paid,  when  she  is  sung  and  heard.    Bp.  Corbet, 

This  I  hold 
A  secret  worth  its  weight  in  gold 
To  those  who  write  as  I  write  now  ; 
Not  to  mind  where  they  go,  or  how, — 
Through  ditch,  through  boff,  o'er  hedge  and  stile  ; 
Make  it  but  worth,  the  reader's  while, 
And  keep  a  ]>assage  fair  and  plain. 
Always  to  bring  him  back  again.  ChurchUL. 
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82  AITTHOBSHIT — ^ArTUlOr. 

One  hates  an  aathor  that's  all  anthor,  fellows 

In  foolscap  nniform  tom'd  up  with  ink  ; 

80  yery  anzioos,  derer,  fine  and  jealous, 

One  don't  know  what  to  say  to  them,  or  think, 

Unless  to  puff  them  with  a  pair  of  bellows ; 

Of  coxoombir's  worst  coxcombs,  e'en  the  pink 

Are  preferable  to  these  shreds  of  paper. 

These  nnqnench'd  snuffings  of  the  midnight  taper.  Beppo,  75. 

Bat  eyerr  fool  describes  in  these  bright  days, 

His  wonoroos  joomej  to  some  foreign  court, 

And  spawns  his  quarto,  and  demands  your  praise ; 

Death  to  his  publisher,  to  him  'tis  sport.  Bynmy  D,  J,  T.  58. 

Our  doctor  thus,  with  stuff'd  sufficiency 

Of  all  omnigenous  omnisciency. 

Began  (as  who  would  not  begin. 

That  had  like  him  so  much  within  P)  ^ 

To  let  it  out  in  books  of  all  sorts,  ^ 

Folios,  quartos,  large  and  small  sorts.  Moore. 

Some  steal  a  thought, 

And  dro  it  round  the  edge,  and  challenge  him 
Whose  twas  to  swear  to  it.  BaiUg,  Festut, 

AUTUJU. 
Kot  Spring  or  Summer's  beaul^  hath  such  grace 
As  I  luBTe  seen  in  one  autumnal  face.  Donne, 

Thrice  happy  time. 
Best  portion  of  the  yarious  year,  in  which 
Nature  rejoiceth,  smiling  on  her  works, 
Loyely,  to  full  perfection  wrought.  PkilUpe,  Cider,  b.  2. 

Tis  past !  no  more  the  Summer  blooms  ! 

Ascending  in  the  rear. 

Behold,  congenial  Autumn  comes, 

The  Sabbath  of  the  year  I 

What  time  thy  holy  whispers  breathe. 

The  pensiye  eyening  shade  beneath, 

And  twilight  consecrates  the  floods ; 

While  nature  strips  her  garment  gay. 

And  wears  the  yerdure  of  decay, 

O,  let  me  wander  through  the  sounding  woods  !  Logan, 

Season  of  mist  and  mellow  fruitfolness  I 

Close  bosom  friend  of  tiie  maturing  sun ; 

Conspiring  with  him  how  to  load  and  bless 

With  fruit  the  yines  that  round  the  thatch-eayes  run ; 

To  bend  with  apples  the  moss'd  cottage  trees, 

And  fill  all  fruit  with  ripeness  to  the  core.  JTeais, 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


ATARICX.  83 

AYASICS— iM  Ck»vetoaiii6M. 

When  all  sins  are  old  in  us, 
And  go  npon  cratches,  coretonsness 

Poes  Imt  then  lie  in  her  cradle.       Dekher,  Honeit  Wh.  p,  2. 
The  role,  get  money,  still  get  money,  boy, 
Ko  m&tter  by  what  means.      Ben  Jotuon,  Evetj/  Man,  ii.  3. 
What  less  than  fool  is  man  to  prog  and  plot. 
And  lavish  out  the  cream  of  aU  his  care, 
To  gain  poor  seeming  goods  which,  being  got, 
Ka£e  finn  possession  But  a  thoroughfare  ; 
Or,  if  they  stay,  they  furrow  thoughts  the  deeper ; 
And  being  kept  with  care,  they  lose  their  careful  keeper. 

That  cos'ning  vice,  although  it  s^ms  to  keep 

Oar  wealth,  debars  us  from  possessing  it, 

And  makes  us  more  than  poor.  May,  Old  Couple, 

But  the  base  miser  starves  amidst  his  store. 

Broods  o'er  his  gold,  and  griping  still  at  more. 

Bits  sadly  pining,  and  belieyes  he's  poor.  Dryden, 

And  hence  one  master  passion  in  the  breast. 

Like  Aaron's  serpent,  swallows  up  the  rest.  Pope,  E.M.ii.XZl. 

Biches,  like  insects,  when  oonceal'd  they  lie. 

Wait  but  for  wings,  and  in  their  season  fly.  Pope,M,E.iu,\%d, 

Wealth  in  the  gross  is  death,  but  life  diflus'd, 

As  poison  heals,  in  just  proportion  us'd ; 

In  neaps,  like  ambergris,  a  stink  it  lies. 

But  well  dispers'd,  is  incense  to  the  skies.  Pope,  ilf.Jff.iii. 234. 

Tia  strange  the  miser  should  his  cares  employ 

To  gain  those  riches  he  can  ne'er  enjoy ; 

Is  it  leas  strange  the  prodigal  should  waste 

His  wealth  to  purchase  what  ne  ne'er  can  taste?  Pope,  M.E.iv.Z, 

Some,  o'er-enamour'd  of  their  bags,  run  mad, 

Groan  under  gold,  yet  weep  for  want  of  bread.       Young,  N.  1\ 

Oh  cursed  lust  of  gold !  when  for  thy  sake 

The  fool  throws  up  his  interest  in  both  worlds ; 

Furst  starv'd  in  this,  then  damn'd  in  that  to  come.  Blair,  Chave, 

The  lust  of  gold  succeeds  the  lust  of  conquest : 

The  lust  of  gold,  unfeeling  and  remorseless ! 

The  last  corruption  of  degenerate  man.        Dr.  Johnson^  Irene. 

Who,  lord  of  millions,  trembles  for  his  store^ 

And  fears  to  give  a  farthing  to  the  poor ; 

ftodaims  that  penury  wilibe  his  nite 

Andf  scowling,  looks  on  charity  with  hate.        Peter  Pindar. 
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84  ATABICE — AWKWAXDTFMBSm 

Mi^  his  soul  be  plnng'd 
In  eyer-buming  floo(U  of  liquid  ^old, 
And  be  bis  ararice  tbe  fiend  that  damns  bim !  Murphy^AIzumcu 

A  thirst  for  gold, 
Tbe  beggar's  rice,  which  can  but  orerwhehn 
The  meanest  soul.  Byron  Vts,  ofJ» 

So  for  a  good  old-gentiLemanly  yice, 

I  think  I  most  take  np  with  ararice.      Byron^  Don  J.  I.  216. 

The  loTe  of  gold,  that  meanest  rage, 

And  latest  foUj  of  man's  sinking  age, 

Whicb,  rarely  yentoring  in  the  yan  of  life, 

While  nobler  passions  wage  their  heated  strife, 

Comes  skulking  last,  with  selfishness  and  fear. 

And  dies,  collecting  lumber  in  the  rear  1  £.  Moore, 

AYBBSIOH— M0  Dislike. 

As  well  the  noble  sayage  of  tbe  field 

Might  tamely  couple  with  the  fearM  ewe ; 

Tigers  engender  with  tbe  timid  deer ; 

"Wild  muddy  boars  defile  the  cleanly  ermine. 

Or  yultures  sort  with  doyes  ;  as  I  with  thee.  Lee,Miihrid(Ues. 
AWXWASDVXSi. 

What's  a  fine  person,  or  a  beauteous  face. 

Unless  deportment  giyes  them  decent  grace  p 

Bless'd  with  all  other  requisites  to  please. 

Some  want  the  striking  elegance  oi  ease ; 

The  curious  eye  their  awkward  moyement  tires  ; 

They  seem  like  puppets  led  about  by  wires.     Ckurekillp  Bose, 

Awkward,  embairass'd,  stifi^,  without  the  skill 

Of  moying  ^praeefuUy,  or  standing  still, 

One  leg,  as  if  suspicious  of  his  brother. 

Desirous  seems  to  nm  away  firom  t'other.  Tb.  Bosciad. 
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BABES— iftAiriBBlCBKT.  85 


He  that  of  greatest  works  is  finisher, 

Oft  does  them  by  the  weakest  minister ; 

80  Ho^  Writ  in  babes  hath  judgment  shown, 

When  judges  have  been  babes.  8k,  AlTs  W,  n.  1« 

BAm. 

Sweet  words  I  grant,  baits  and  allorements  sweet, 
But  greatest  hopes  with  greatest  crosses  meet.  Faitfax, 

How  are  the  sex  improved  in  amorous  arts  ! 
What  new  found  snares  they  bait  for  human  hearts.     Prior. 
BAU—jiM  Sa&eiiig. 
Of  all  that  did  chanee,  'twere  a  long  tale  to  tell, 
Of  the  dancers  and  drosses,  and  who  was  the  belle ; 
But  each  was  so  happy,  and  all  were  so  fair. 
That  night  stole  away,  and  the  dawn  caught  them  there. 

Ine  music,  and  the  banquet,  and  the  wine— » 
The  garlands,  the  rose-CMlours,  and  the  flowers — 
The  sparkling  eyes,  and  flashing  ornaments — 
The  white  arms  and  the  rayen  hair — ^the  Inwids 
And  bracelets — swan-like  bosoms,  and  the  necklace. 
An  India  itself,  yet  dazzling  not 
The  eje  like  what  it  cirdea;  the  thin  robes, 
FLoatmg  like  Ufipht  clouds  'twizt  our  gaze  and  heaven ; 
The  many-twiiming  feet  so  small  and  sylph-like, 
Suggesting  the  more  secret  sjpimetry 
Of  tne  fiur  forms  which  terminate  so  well- 
All  the  delusion  of  the  dizzy  scene. 
Its  £gdse  and  true  enchantments— Art  and  Nature. 

Byron,  Mar.  FaL 
I  saw  ber  at  a  country  ball'; 
There  when  the  sound  of  flute  and  fiddle 
GhiTe  signal  sweet  in  that  old  hall. 
Of  hanos  across  and  down  the  middle. 
Hers  was  the  subtlest  spell  by  far 
Of  all  that  sets  young  hearts  romancing ; 
She  was  our  queen,  our  rose,  our  star ; 
And  when  she  danced — oh,  hearen,  ber  dancing ! 
»An«™»W-  Banished?      Praei,  Fan., Ball. 

O  friar,  the  damned  use  that  word  in  hell ; 
JEEowlings  attend  it :  how  hast  thou  the  heart, 
Being  a  divine,  a  ghostly  confessor, 
A  sin-absolver,  and  my  fHend  profess'd. 
To  mangle  me  with  tmit  word — ^banished  P      8h.  Bom,  iir.  3. 
Bound  the  wide  world  in  banishment  we  roam, 
Forced  from  our  pleasing  field  and  native  home.         Dryden, 

B  2 
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BAHIHHMJUI  T—continued. 

Dreams  of  the  land  where  all  my  wishes  centre, 

Those  scenes  which  I  am  doom'd  no  more  to  know. 

Full  oft  shall  memory  trace— my  soul's  tormentor— 

And  turn  each  pleasure  past  to  present  woe.  Mat.  G.  Lewis. 

When  I  think  of  my  own  native  land, 

In  a  moment  I  seem  to  be  there ; 

But  alas !  recollection  at  hand 

Soon  hurries  me  back  to  despair.  Cotoper. 

BABCFAIH— «M  Commerce.    Trade. 

I'll  give  thrice  so  much  land 

To  any  well-deserring  Mend ; 

But  in  the  way  of  bargain,  mark  ye  me, 

I'll  cavil  on  the  ninth  part  of  a  hair.    Sh.  H.  iv,  pt.  1,  iii.  1. 

Lord  Stafford  mines  for  coal  and  salt. 

The  Duke  of  Norfolk  deals  in  malt, 

The  Douglas  in  red  herrings  ; 

And  noble  name  and  cultured  land, 

Palace,  and  park,  and  vassal  band, 

Are  powerless  to  the  notes  of  hand 

Of  iLothschild  or  the  Barings.  Halleck,  Alnwiek  Castle. 

BAniuruiiVESB— «M  Xodesty. 

Unto  the  ground  she  cast  her  modest  eye, 

And,  ever  and  anon,  with  rosy  red, 

The  bashM  blush  her  snowy  cheeks  did  dye.         *    Spenser, 

To  get  thine  ends,  lay  bash^ilness  aside ; 

Who  fears  to  ask,  doth  teach  to  be  deny'd.  JEEerrick,  Aph.  291. 

I  pity  bashful  men,  who  feel  the  pain 

Of  fancied  scorn,  and  undeserv'd  disdaiu, 

And  bear  the  marks  upon  a  blushing  face. 

Of  needless  shame,  and  self-impos'd  disgrace.  Covjper,  Conv. 

So  bright  the  tear  in  beauty's  eye,  [347. 

Love  half  regrets  to  kiss  it  dry ; 

So  sweet  the  blush  of  bashfiilness. 

E'en  pity  scarce  can  wish  it  less.  JSyron,  Bride  of  A. 

JAT. 

Now  air  is  hnsh'd,  save  where  the  weak-eyed  bat. 

With  short,  shrill  shriek,  flits  by  on  leathern  wing.     Collins. 
BATTLS-*«M  War. 

This  day  hath  made 

Much  work  for  tears  in  many  an  English  mother, 

Whose  sons  lie  scatter'd  on  the  bleecung  ground. 

Many  a  widow's  husband  grovelling  lies. 

Coldly  embracing  the  discolour'd  earth.      Bh.  K.  John,  ii.  2. 
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BATTfiK    fontimud. 
The  cannons  hare  their  bowels  fnll  of  wrath ; 
And  ready  mounted  are  they,  to  spit  forth 
Their  iron  indignation.  8k.  JT.  J.  ii.  1. 

If  we  are  mark'd  to  die,  we  are  enongh 

To  do  our  country  loss ;  and  if  to  liye, 

The  fewer  men  the  greater  share  of  honour.    8h,  H,  v.  it.  3. 

Each  at  the  head 
Lerell'd  his  deadly  aim ;  their  fatal  hands 
Ko  second  stroke  mtended.  Milton,  P.  Z.  ii.  712. 

Those  that  fly  may  fight  again, 

Which  he  can  never  do  that's  shun.*  Butler  Hud,  ui.  3, 243. 
When  Grreeks  join'd  Greeks,  then  was  the  tug  of  war  ; 
The  laboured  battle  sweat,  and  conquest  bled.  Lee,Alex,  it.  2. 
Behold  in  awful  march  and  dread  array 
The  lon^-extended  squadrons  shape  their  way ! 
Death,  in  approaching,  terrible,  imparts 
An  anxious  norror  to  the  bravest  hearts  ; 
Yet  do  their  beating  breast  demand  the  strife, 
And  thirst  of  gloiy  quells  the  love  of  life.      Addison^  Camp, 
A  thousand  glorious  actions,  that  might  claim 
Triumphant  laurels,  and  immortal  fame, 
Gonfus'd  in  crowds  of  glorious  actions  lie, 
And  troops  of  heroes  undistinguished  die.      Adduon,  Camp, 

InyolTed  in  clouds 
Impervious  to  the  view,  the  battle  long 
Continued  doubtful,  'midst  the  mingling  sounds 
Of  trumpets,  neighing  steeds,  tumultuous  shouts 
Of  fierce  assailants,  doleful  cries  of  death. 
And  clattering  armour ;  till  at  length  the  noise 
In  distant  murmurs  died.  Smollett. 

For  men,  it  is  reported,  dash  and  vapour 
Less  in  iJie  field  of  battle  than  on  paper ; 
Thus,  in  the  history  of  each  dire  campaign, 
More  carnage  leads  the  newspaper  than  plain.  Peter  Pindar, 
Twas  blow  for  blow,  disputing  inch  by  inch. 
For  one  would  not  retreat,  nor  t'  other  fiinchj5yfvfi,2>.71  vm. 
Like  the  leaves  of  the  forest  when  summer  is  green,         [77. 
That  host,  with  their  banners,  at  sunset  were  seen ; 
like  the  leaves  of  the  forest,  when  Autumn  hath  blown, 
That  host,  on  the  morrow,  lay  withered  and  strown  I    Byron. 

*  See  Kotes  tradng  the  pedigree  of  thxe  distich  and  its  parallels,  in  Hudi* 
liM,  Sd.  Bohn,  pp.  106  and  408. 
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BATTLE — etmtimtid. 
But  when  all  is  past,  it  is  humbling  to  tread 
O'er  the  weltering  field  of  the  tomoless  dead, 
And  see  worms  of  the  earth  and  fowls  of  the  air. 
And  beasts  of  the  forest,  all  gathering  there ; 
All  regarding  man  as  their  prey, 
All  rejoicing  in  his  decay.  Byron,  Corinth*  17. 

Hark  to  the  trump,  and  the  drum, 

And  the  mournful  sound  of  the  barbarous  horn. 

And  the  flap  of  the  banners,  that  flit  as  they're  borne, 

And  the  neigh  of  the  steed,  and  the  multitude's  hum, 

And  the  dash,  and  the  shout  "  they  come,  they  come !"  lb,  22. 

Hand  to  hand,  and  foot  to  foot : 

Nothing  there,  saye  death,  was  mute ; 

Stroke,  and  tlurust,  and  flash,  and  cry 

For  Quarter,  or  for  victory 

Mingle  there  with  the  Tolleying  thunder.        Byron,  Corinth* 

No  dread  of  death — ^if  with  us  die  our  foe^— 

Save  that  it  seems  even  duller  than  repose : 

Gome  when  it  will — ^we  snatch  the  life  of  life-* 

When  lost— what  recks  it— by  disease  or  strife.  Byron,  Con, 

It  was  a  goodly  sight 
To  see  th'  embattled  pomp,  as  with  tne  step 
Of  stateliness  the  barbed  steeds  came  on. 
To  see  the  pennons  rolling  their  long  wayes 
Before  the  ^e,  and  banners  broad  and  bright 
Tossing  their  blazonry.  Southey. 

Then  more  fierce 
The  conflict  grew ;  the  din  of  arms,  the  yell 
Of  savage  rage,  the  shriek  of  agony, 
The  groan  of  death,  commingled  in  one  sound 
Of  undistinguish'd  horrors.  Southey,  Madoc. 

BATTLX-nXLD. 
Then,  after  length  of  time,  the  labouring^  swains. 
Who  turn  the  turfs  of  those  unhappy  plains, 
Shall  rusty  piles  firom  the  plough'd  ninows  take, 
And  oyer  empty  helmets  pass  tne  rake.  Dryden, 

BEABD. 
Alas,  poor  chin  !  many  a  wart  is  richer.  8h,  TroiL  i.  2. 

It  has  no  bush  below ; 
Marnr  a  little  wool,  as  much  as  an  unripe 
Peach  doth  wear : 
Just  enough  to  speak  him  drawing  towards  a  man. 

Suckling,  GobUm. 
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His  tawny  beard  was  th'  equal  graoe 

Both  of  his  wisdom  and  his  face ; 

In  cat  and  die  so  like  a  tile, 

A  sudden  Tiew  it  would  beguile ; 

The  upper  part  thereof  was  whey ; 

The  nether,  orange  mix'd  with  grey.    BuiUr,  Hud.  1. 1,  2il, 

VEhJXn—m  LoftfiaiSBy  Unit,  OnuuBMt 
And  that  same  glorious  beauty's  idle  boast. 
Is  but  a  bait,  such  wretches  to  beguile.  SpeMttr* 

Her  looks  were  like  beams  of  the  monung  sun, 

Eorth-lookinf  throu^  the  window  of  the  east, 

When  first  the  fleecie  cattle  have  begun 

Upon  the  perled  grass  to  make  their  &ast.  8p€ut$r. 

Oh,  how  much  doth  beauty  beauteous  seem, 

"^  that  sweet  ornament  which  truth  doth  giye ! 

The  rose  looks  fair,  but  fairer  we  it  deem. 

Poor  that  sweet  odour  which  doth  in  it  lire.       8k.  Sonnti  84. 

My  beauty,  though  but  mean, 
Needs  not  the  painted  flourish  of  your  praise ; 
Beauty  is  bougnt  by  judgment  of  the  eye, 
Not  utter'd  by  base  side  of  chapmen's  tongues. 

Slk.  Lo9e*i  X.X.  II.  L 
For  where  is  any  author  in  the  woxld 
Teaches  such  beauty  as  a  woman's  eye  P  8h,  Lo99$  L,L.  it.  3. 

Her  sunny  locks 
Hang  on  her  temples  like  a  golden  fleece.  8k.  2£9r,  Ve».  1. 1. 

(There's  nothing  ill  can  dwell  in  such  a  temple ; 
If  the  ill  spirit liaTe  so  fair  a  house. 
Good  things  will  striTc  to  dweU  with  it.  8k.  Ihti^.  i.  2. 

And  as  the  bright  sun  glorifles  the  sky. 

So  is  her  face  ulumin'dby  her  eye.  Sk.  Poenu^ 

Tib  beauty  truly  blent,  whose  red  and  white 

Nature's  own  sweet  and  cunning  hand  laid  on : 

I<ady,  you  are  the  cruell'st  she  ^ve. 

If  you  will  lead  these  graces  to  the  grare. 

And  leaye  the  world  no  copy.  Sk.  2W.  Ni.  i.  6. 

She  looks  as  clear 
As  morning  roses  newly  wash'd  with  dew.  Sk.  Ihm,  8,  ii.  1. 

She's  beautiful ;  and  therefore  to  be  wooed : 

She  is  a  womaa  2  and  therefore  to  be  won.  Sk.  H.  ri.  i.  y.  3. 
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VSAVTY—continmd 
O,  she  doth  teach  the  torches  to  bum  bright ! 
Her  beauty  hansB  upon  the  cheek  of  night, 
Like  a  rich  jewd  in  an  Ethiop'g  ear : 
Beauty  too  rich  for  use,  for  earth  too  dear !  8k.  Bom,  Jul.  i.  5 

The  brightness  of  her  cheek  would  shame  those  stars 

As  dayhffht  doth  a  lamp  ;  her  eyes  in  heayen, 

Woula  l£rough  the  airy  region  stream  so  bright, 

That  birds  would  sing,  and  think  it  were  not  night.  Ihid  ii.  2. 

This  is  the  prettiest  low-bom  lass  that  ever 

Ran  on  Ihe  green  sward ;  nothing  she  does,  or  seems, 

But  smacks  of  something  greater  than  herself; 

Too  noble  for  this  place.  8k.  Win.  T.  lY.  3. 

Age  cannot  wither  her,  nor  custom  stale 

Her  infinite  variety :  other  women  doy 

The  appetites  they  feed  ;  but  she  makes  hunny, 

Where  most  she  satisfies.  Sk,  Ant,  Uliop.  A.  n.  352. 

j  Beauty  is  but  a  yain  and  doubtful  ffood ; 
A  shining  gloss  that  fadeth  suddemy ; 
A  flower  that  dies,  when  first  it  'gins  to  bud ; 
A  brittle  dass  that's  broken  presently ; 
A  doubtful  good,  a  gloss,  a  ^lass,  a  flower, 
Lost,  £Euled,  broken,  dead  within  an  hour.  8k  P<us.  PUgr,  10. 

Beauty  itself  doth  of  itself  persuade 

The  eyes  of  men  without  an  orator.  8k.  Bape  qfJJu,  y. 

She  sits,  like  Beauir's  child,  whom  nature  gat 

For  men  to  see,  and  seeing  wonder  at.  8k.  Perie.  ii.  2. 

As  flowers  dead  lie  wither'd  on  the  ground  ; 

As  broken  f^tas  no  cement  can  redjress  ;— 

So  beauty,  olemish'd  once,  for  ever's  lost, 

Li  spite  of  physic,  painting,  pain,  and  cost. 5A.  Pau.PUgr.x, 

Oiye  me  a  look,  giye  me  a  face, 

That  makes  simplicity  a  grace  ; 

Robes  loosely  flowing,  hair  as  free  ! — 

Such  sweet  neglect  more  taketh  me 

Than  all  the  adulteries  of  art. 

That  strike  mine  eyes,  but  not  my  heart.  3,  JwMon^Sil,  Wo.  1. 1. 

Beauty's  our  grief,  but  in  the  ore 

We  mint,  we  stamp,  and  then  adore ; 

Like  heathens  we  the  image  crown. 

And  indiscreetly  then  fall  down.  9^  OariwrigkK 
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nkjm—eomimued. 
Die  when  you  will,  jaa  need  not  wear. 
At  Heayen*8  eonit,  a  form  more  fair 
Than  beauty  at  700T  birth  has  giyen  ; 
Xeep  but  the  lips,  the  eyes  we  see. 
The  Yoice  we  hear,  and  yon  will  be 
An  angel  ready  made  for  heaven. 

Lord  JEFerbert  of  Cherhuty,  Woman,  10. 

Bean^,  thou  wild  fantastic  ape. 
Who  dost  in  every  conntir  change  thy  shape ; 
Here  black,  there  brown,  here  tawny,  and  there  white ; 
Thoa  flatterer  who  comply'st  with  every  sight. 

Who  hast  no  certam  what  nor  where. 
But  vary'st  still,  and  dost  thyself  declare 
Inconstant  as  thy  she-possessors  are.  Cowlejf. 

Beauty's  no  other  but  a  lovely  grace 

Of  lively  colours  flowing  from  the  face.      Herrich,  Apk.  176. 

Beauty  is  nature's  brag,  and  must  be  shown 

In  courts,  and  feasts,  and  high  solemnities, 

Where  most  may  wonder  at  the  workmanship. 

It  is  for  homely  features  to  keep  home  ; 

They  had  their  name  thence ;  coarse  complexions, 

And  cheeks  of  sorry  grain,  will  serve  to  ply 

The  sampler,  and  to  tease  the  housewife  s  wool. 

What  need  a  vermeil-tinctur'd  lip  for  that. 

Love-darting  eves,  and  tresses  like  the  mom  P— 

There  was  anotner  meaning  in  those  gifts.  MiUon,  Comus,  745. 

Beauty  is  Nature's  coin,  must  not  be  hoarded. 

But  must  be  current,  and  the  good  thereof 

Consists  in  mutual  and  partaken  bliss, 

Unsavoory  in  th'  enjoyment  of  itself : 

If  you  let  slip  time,  lilce  a  neglected  rose. 

It  withers  on  the  stalk  with  ktngoish'd  head.  Milton,  ih.  739. 

Beauty,  like  the  fair  Hesperian  tree 

Laden  with  blooming  gold  had  need  the  guard 

Of  dragon- watch  wiui  unenchanted  eye, 

To  save  her  blossoms  and  defend  her  froit.         MiUon,  ib.  393. 

Beauty  stands 
In  the  admiration  only  of  weak  minds 
Led  captive ;  cease  to  admire,  and  all  her  plumes 
Fall  flat  and  shrink  into  a  trivial  toy. 
At  every  sudden  slighting  quite  abash'd.  Milionj  P.  B,  it.  22(). 

Beauty  with  a  bloodless  conquest  finds 

A  welcome  sovereignty  in  rudest  minds.  Waller, 
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BXATFTT— tf0fi^mtM(& 
A  lavish  planet  reign 'd  when  she  was  bom. 
And  made  her  of  such  kindred  moold  to  hear'n. 
She  seems  more  heaven  than  ours.  Lee,(Ediput, 

Beauty,  like  ice»  our  footing  does  betray ; 

Who  can  tread  sure  on  the  smooth  sH^perj  way  P 

Pleased  with  the  passaee^  we  glide  swmly  on, 

And  see  the  dangers  which  we  cannot  fihxui.I)jyden,AurengM» 

Old  as  I  am,  for  ladies'  love  unfit, 

Thepowerof  beauty  Irememberyet.  Dr^den,  Cym,  and  Ijpk.  i.2. 

One  who  wotild  change  the  worship  of  all  climates. 

And  make  a  new  reli^on  where'er  she  comes, 

Unite  the  differing  faiths  of  all  the  world. 

To  idolize  her  face.  Dnfden^  Lov^t  Triumphs 

Her  eyes,  her  lips,  her  cheeks,  her  dhapes,  her  features 

Seem  to  be  drawn  by  Love's  own  hana ;  by  Love 

Himself  in  love.  Dryden^  Beauty* a  Triumph. 

All  hearts,  alike  all  faces  cannot  move. 
There  is  a  secret  sympathy  in  love. 
The  powerM  loadstone  cannot  move  a  straw, 
1^0  more  than  jet  the  trembling  needle  draw. 

Sedley^  Ani.  and  CL 
Is  she  not  more  than  painting  can  express,  ' 
Or  youthful  poets  fancy  when  they  loveP  Bowe,  Fair  Pen,  ii.  1. 

From  every  blush  that  kindles  in  thy  cheeks. 

Ten  thousand  little  loves  and  graces  spring.  Mowe. 

'T  is  not  a  set  of  features,  or  complexion. 

The  tincture  of  a  sldn  that  I  admire : 

Beautjr  soon  grows  familiar  to  the  lover, 

Fades  in  his  eye,  and  palls  upon  the  sense        AddUont  Cato. 

Nature  in  various  moulds  has  beauty  cast. 

And  form'd  the  feature  for  each  different  taste : 

This  siehs  for  golden  locks  and  azure  eyes ; 

That,  &T  the  gloss  of  sable  tresses  dies.      €hy,  Dione,  ui.  1. 

In  wit,  as  nature,  what  affects  our  hearts. 

Is  not  th'  exactness  of  peculiar  parts ; 

'Tis  not  a  lip  or  eye  we  beauty  call. 

But  the  joint  force,  and  full  result  of  all.        Pope,  JS.  C.  246. 

Whoever  thinks  a  faultless  piece  to  see. 

Thinks  what  ne'er  was,  nor  is,  nor  e'er  shall  be.  Pope,  E,  C.  266. 
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BSAUTT— Aw/mufd'. 
Yet  graceful  ease,  and  sweetness  roid  of  pride, 
Might  hide  her  faults,  if  belles  had  faults  to  hide  : 
If  to  her  share  some  female  errors  falU 
Look  on  her  hee,  and  you'll  forget  them  all.  Pope,  Bape,  ii.  18. 

The  bloom  of  opening  flowers'  unsullied  beauty, 
Softness,  and  sweetest  innocence  she  wears, 
And  looks  like  nature  in  the  world's  first  spring. 

Bowe,  Tamerlane. 
The  hand  of  time  alone  disarms 
Her  fitce  of  its  superfluous  charms ; 
But  adds,  for  eyery  grace  resign'd, 

A  thousand  to.  adorn  her  mind.  Broome, 

As  lamps  bum  silent  with  unconaciouB  li^ht, 
So  modest  ease  in  beauty  shines  most  bright ; 
Unsoming  charms  with  ed^e  resistless  fall. 
And  she  who  means  no  mischief  does  it  all.  Aaron  Hill, 

If  that  be  she  who  yonder  pensire  comes. 
She  seems  some  bright  iohabitant  of  heay'n. 
Shot  with  a  faUiuff  star  fix>m  yon  bright  region. 
To  light  the  worla  below.  Jaron  RilL 

What  tender  force,  what  dignity  diyine, 
Wbat  virtue  consecrating  erery  feature ; 
Around  that  neck  what  dross  are  gold  and  pearl !   Young,  Bu, 

What's  female  beauty,  but  an  air  dirine, 

Through  which  the  mind's  all-eentle  graces  shine  P 

They,  like  the  sun,  irradiate  ail  between ; 

The  body  charms,  because  the  soul  is  seen. 

Hence  men  are  often  captives  of  a  face, 

They  know  not  why,  of  no  peculiar  grace  : 

Some  forms,  though  bright,  no  mortal  man  can  bear ; 

Some  none  resist,  thou^^  not  exceeding  fair.  Young, 

The  Spirit  of  Beauty  unfurls  her  lldit. 

And  wheels  her  course  in  a  joyous  flight ! 

I  know  her  track  through  the  bahny  air. 

By  the  blossoms  that  cluster  and  wniten  there : 

She  leaves  the  tops  of  the  mountain  green, 

And  gems  the  valley  with  crystal  sheen. 

She  hovers  around  us  at  twiught  hour, 

When  her  presence  is  felt  with  the  deepest  power ; 

She  mellows  the  landscane,  and  crowds  the  stream 

With  shadows  that  flit  like  a  fairy  dream ; 

Still  wheeling  her  flight  through  the  gladsome  air, 

The  Spirit  of  Beauty  is  everywhere !  Bh^m  Daws. 
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VEAJJTY,'^  continued. 
Beauty,  like  wit,  to  judffes  should  be  shown ; 
Both  are  most  yaluea  wnere  they  best  are  known. 

LyUelton,  Soliloquy  qf  a  Beauty,  i.  9 
A  thing  of  beauty  is  a  joy  for  ever : 
Its  loveliness  increases  ;  it  will  never 

Pass  into  nothingness.  XeeUs,  EndynUon,  l.  1. 

Oh,  fresh  is  the  rose  in  the  gay  dewy  morning. 
And  sweet  is  the  lily  at  evening  close : 
But  in  the  fair  presence  of  lovely  young  Jessie, 
Unseen  is  the  lily,  unheeded  the  rose.  Bwrnt. 

Heart  on  her  lips,  and  soul  within  her  eyes, 
Soft  as  her  clime,  and  sunny  as  her  skies.  Byron,  Beppo,  45. 

Who  can  curiously  behold 
The  smoothness  and  the  sheen  of  beauty's  cheek 
Nor  feel  the  heart  can  never  all  gra^  oldP  ^ron,  C.H,  iii.  11. 
We  gaze,  and  turn  away,  and  know  not  why, 
Pazzled  and  drunk  with  beauty,  till  the  heart 
Beels  with  its  fulness  Byron, 

Who  hath  not  proved  how  feebly  words  essay 
To  fix  one  spark  of  beauty's  heavenly  ray  P 
Who  doth  not  feel,  until  his  failing  sight 
Faints  into  dimness  with  Its  own  delist, 
His  changing  cheek,  his  sinking  heart  confess 
The  might — ^the  majesty  of  loveliness  P  Byron,  Bride  qfA.l. 
She  was  a  form  of  life  and  light, 
That,  seen,  became  a  part  of  si^ht ; 
And  rose,  where'er  I  turned  mme  eye, 
The  morning- star  of  memory.  Byron,  Giaour, 

An  eye's  an  eye,  and  whether  black  or  blue 
Is  no  great  matter,  so  'tis  in  request, 
'T  is  nonsense  to  dispute  about  a  hue — 
The  kindest  may  be  taken  as  a  test. 
The  fair  sex  should  be  alwa3r8  fair ;  and  no  man, 
Till  thirty,  should  perceive  there's  a  plain  woman. 

jB^ron.  Don  Juan,  xiii.  3 
Her  overpowering  presence  made  you  feel 
It  would  not  be  idolatry  to  kneel.  Ibid.  ni.  74 

Her  glossy  hair  was  duster'd  o'er  a  brow 
Bright  with  intelligence,  and  fair  and  smooth ; 
Her  eyebrow's  shape  was  Uke  the  aerial  bows. 
Her  cheek  all  purple  with  the  beam  of  youth. 
Mounting  at  tmies  to  a  transparent  glow. 
As  if  her  veins  ran  lightning.  Ibid.  i.  .61; 
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She  walks  in  beautjr,  like  the  night 

Of  dondless  climes  and  stany  skies  ; 

And  all  that's  best  of  dark  and  bright 

Meet  in  her  aspect  and  her  eyes ; 

Thus  meUow'd  to  that  tender  light 

Which  Hearen  to  gaody  day  denies.        Byron,  Hehrew  MeL 

There  was  a  soft  and  pensire  grace, 

A  cast  of  thought  upon  her  face, 

That  suited  well  the  forehead  high. 

The  ej^elash  dark,  and  downcast  eve : 

The  mild  expression  spoke  a  mind 

In  duty  firm,  composed,  resigned.        Bcott,  Bokehy,  c.  iy«  5. 

Such  harmony  in  motion,  speech,  and  air, 

That  without  fairness,  she  was  more  than  fair.  Crabbe, 

There's  beauty  all  around  our  paths. 

If  but  our  watchful  eyes 

Can  trace  it  'midst  familiar  things. 

And  through  their  lowly  guise.  Mrs.  Hemana* 

Without  the  smile,  from  partial  beauty  won, 

Oh«  what  were  man  P — a  world  without  a  sun  ICampbelU  P.  IT. 

What  is  beauty  P    Not  the  shew  ^"- '^^ 

Of  shapely  limbs  and  features.    No. 

These  are  but  flowers 

That  haye  their  dated  hours 

To  breathe  their  momentary  sweets,  then  go. 

T  is  the  stainless  soul  within 

That  outshines  the  fairest  skin.  S^r  A.  De  Vere  HutU, 

Her  grace  of  motion  and  of  look,  the  smooth 

And  swimming  majesty  of  step  and  tread, 

The  symmetry  of  form  and  feature,  set 

The  soul  afloat,  eyen  like  delicious  airs 

Of  flute  or  harp.  Milman. 

What  is  beauty  P  Alas !  'tis  a  jewel,  a  glass, 

A  bubble,  a  plaything,  a  rose, 

Tis  the  snow,  aew,  or  air ;  'tis  so  many  things  rare, 

Thai  'tis  nothing,  one  well  may  suppose. 

lis  a  jewel.  Lore's  token ;  glass  easily  broken, 

A  bubole  that  yanisheth  soon  ; 

A  plaything  that  boys  cast  aside  when  it  cloys, 

A  roae  quickly  fadea  and  strewn.  M3, 
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BSATJTT.— «0Nf«fMM(f. 
^      There  is  a  apirit  in  tlie  kindling  eUnce 

Of  pure  and  lofty  beauty,  whicn  doih  anell 

Eadi  darker  passion ;  and  as  heroes  fell 

Before  the  terror  of  Minerra's  lance 

So  beauty,  arm'd  with  virtue  bows  the  son] 

With  a  oommandinff ,  but  a  sweet  control, 
.     Maidnff  the  heart  afi  holiness  and  lore, 
\    And  lifting  it  to  worlds  that  shine  above.  MS. 

BED. 

In  bed  we  laugh,  in  bed  we  crj, 

And  bom  in  l^d,  in  bed  we  die ; 

The  near  approach  a  bed  may  show 

Of  human  Bliss  and  human  woe.  Dr.  Johnson, 

Night  is  the  time  for  rest  ;— 

How  sweet,  when  labours  close, 

To  gather  round  an  aching  breast 

The  curtain  of  repose. 

Stretch  the  tir'd  Bmbs  and  lay  the  head 

Down  to  our  own  delightful  bed.  James  Montgomery. 


So  work  the  honey-bees ; 
Creatures,  that  by  a  rule  in  nature,  teach 
The  art  of  order  to  a  peopled  kingdom.  Sh.  Hen.  v.  i.  2. 

The  careful  insect  'midst  his  works  I  view, 

Now  from  the  flowers  exhaust  the  fraerant  dew, 

With  golden  treasures  load  his  little  thighs. 

And  steer  his  distant  journey  through  the  skies ; 

Some  against  hostile  drones  the  hive  defend. 

Others  with  sweets  the  waxen  cells  distend. 

Each  in  the  toil  his  destin'd  office  bears. 

And  in  the  little  bulk  a  mighty  soul  appears.  Gay. 

Even  bees,  the  little  alms-men  of  spring  bowers, 
£now  there  is  richest  juice  in  poison-flowers.  Keats, 

BE0IJIII1H0. 
Nothing  so  difficult  as  a  beginning 
In  poesy,  unless,  perhaps,  uie  end; 
For  oftentimes,  wnen  Pegasus  seems  winning 
The  race,  he  sprains  a  wing,  and  down  we  tend. 
Like  Lucifer  when  hurl'd  mm  heaven  for  sinning ; 
Our  sin  the  same,  and  hard  as  his  to  mend, 
Being  pride,  which  leads  the  mind  to  soar  too  far, 
Till  our  own  weakness  shows  us  what  we  are.  Byron, 
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BBOGABB. 
Seggan,  moimted,  run  tiheir  horse  to  death.  8k.  Hen,  vi.  3.  i.  4. 
His  house  was  known  to  all  the  vagrant  train, 
He  ohid  their  wand'rings  but  relieved  their  pain ; 
The  lonff  remember'd  beggar  was  his  guest, 
Whose  beard  descending  swept  his  aged  breast. 

Chldsmith,  Des.  Fill. 
Base  worldlings,  that  despise  all  snch  as  need  ; 
Who  to  Ihe  needy  beggar  still  are  dumb, 
Kot  knowing  unto  irh&t  themselves  may  come. 

Heytoood,  Boy,  King. 
He  makes  a  beffgar  first,  that  first  relieves  him ; 
Kot  usurers  muce  more  beggars  where  they  live, 
Than  charitable  men  that  use  to  give.    Seywood,  Boy,  King. 


Ill'  unlettered  christian  who  believes  in  gross 

Plods  on  to  heaven,  and  ne'er  is  at  a  loss.  Dryden, 

And  when  reli^ous  sects  ran  mad. 

He  held,  in  spite  of  all  his  learning, 

That  if  a  man  s  belief  is  bad. 

It  will  not  be  improv'd  by  burning.  Praed. 

Where  none  admire,  'tis  useless  to  excel ; 
Where  none  are  beaux,  'tis  vain  to  be  a  belle. 

Zyttleton,  Soliloquy  of  a  Beauty,  1.  11. 
Yet  graceful  ease,  and  sweetness  void  of  pride. 
Might  hide  her  faults,  if  belles  had  faults  to  hide  ; 
If  to  her  share  some  female  errors  fall. 
Look  on  her  face,  and  you'll  forget  them  all. 
Mff.TJi  Pope,  Bape  qfL.  ii.  16. 

How  soft  the  music  of  those  village  bells. 
Falling  at  intervals  upon  the  ear 
In  cadence  sweet ;  now  dyin^  all  away. 
Kow  pealing  loud  again  and  louder  still, 
Clear  and  sonorous  as  the  ffale  comes  on ; 
With  easy  force  it  opens  ful  the  cells 

Where  memory  slept.  Cowper,  Tcuk,  vi.  G. 

When  on  the  undulating  ear  they  swim ! 
Now  loud  as  welcomes  I  faint  now  as  farewells ! 
And  trembling  all  about  the  breezy  dells. 
As  fluttered  l^  the  wings  of  cherubim.  I%os.  Mood, 

Those  evening  bells !  those  evening  bells ! 
How  many  a  tale  their  music  tells 
Of  youth,  and  home,  and  that  sweet  time. 
When  last  I  heard  their  soothing  chime !  Mooro, 
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BSLLB.— <«Mi/m«A7. 

The  bells  themselyes  are  the  begt  of  preachers ; 
Their  brazen  lips  are  learned  teachers, 
From  their  pulpits  of  stone  in  the  upper  air, 
Sounding  aloft,  without  crack  or  flaw, 
Shriller  than  trumpets  under  the  law, 
Now  a  sermon  and  now  a  prayer. 
The  clangorous  hammer  is  the  tongue, 
This  way,  that  way,  beaten  and  swung  ; 
That  from  mouth  of  brass,  as  from  mouth  of  gold 
May  be  taught  the  Testaments,  New  and  Old.       Longfelhw, 
BENXDIOnOK— ^Mtf  Blessings,    Gomplimmts.    Greetings. 
Now  the  fair  goddess.  Fortune, 

Fall  deep  in  love  with  thee ; 

Prosperity  be  thy  page  I  8h,  CorioL  i.  &, 

The  heavens  rain  odours  on  you  I  8h.  Tw.  N.  iii.  1. 

The  grace  of  heaven. 
Before,  behind  thee,  and  on  every  hand, 
Enwheel  thee  round !  Sk.  0th.  ii.  1. 

BEVE7IT8. 
To  brag  of  benefits  one  hath  bestown, 
Doth  make  the  best  seem  less,  and  most  seem  none. 

Broome^  Nov. 
A  benefit  upbraided,  forfeits  thanks.    Lady  Carew,  Mariam. 
BEnrOLBVGB — «M  Bounty. 
How  far  that  little  candle  throws  his  beams  I 
So  shines  a  good  deed  in  a  naughty  world.    Sh.  Afer,  V,  v.  1. 
Such  moderation  with  thy  bounty  join. 
That  thou  may'st  nothing  give  that  is  not  thine  ; 
That  liberality  is  but  oast  away* 
Which  makes  us  borrow  what  we  cannot  pay.  Denham. 

Ts  there  a  variance  P  entei  but  his  door, 

Balk'd  are  the  courts,  •and  contest  is  no  more. 

Despairing  quacks  with  curses  left  the  place, 

And  vile  attorneys,  now  an  useless  race.  Pope^  Moral  Essays 

From  the  low  prayer  of  want  and  plaint  of  woe, 

O  never,  never  turn  away  thine  ear  1 

Forlorn  in  this  bleak  wilderness  below, 

Ah !  what  were  man  should  heaven  reftise  to  hear ! 

Beattiet  MinsL 

BB8EXCHnr0— «M  Tears* 
Fall  at  his  feet ;  cling  round  his  reverend  knees ; 
Speak  to  him  with  thy  eyes ;  and  with  thine  tean. 
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Melt  his  cold  heart,  and  wake  dead  nature  in  Lim : 

Craah  him  in  thy  arms  ;  torture  him  with  thy  softness  : 

Nor  till  thy  prayers  are  granted,  set  him  free.  Otwa^f,  Ven.  P  r» 
BBR.  I  profess  not  talking :  only  this. 

Let  each  man  do  his  best.  8h,  Hen,  nr,  p.  1,  y.  2. 

Who  does  the  best  his  circumstance  allows, 

Does  well,  acts  nobly — angels  could  no  more.  Young,  N,  T,  90. 
BITDIO  -Me  Waters. 

IVe  heard  old  cunning  stagers 

Say,  fools  for  arguments  use  wagers.  Butler,  Hud.  p.  2.  i.  297. 
Most  men,  till  by  losing  rendered  sager. 

Will  back  their  own  opinions  by  a  wager.       Byron ^  Beppo,  27. 
SnLB. 

A  glorjr  gHds  the  sacred  page. 

Majestic  like  the  sun ; 

It  gives  a  light  to  eyeiy  age ; 

It  giyes,  but  borrows  none.  Cowper, 

Most  wondrous  book !  bright  candle  of  the  Lord ! 

Star  of  Eternity !    The  only  star 

Br  which  the  bark  of  man  can  navisate 

The  sea  of  life,  and  gain  the  coast  of  bliss 

Securely.  BoUok,  Course  qfTime. 

Within  this  awful  volume  lies 

The  mystery  of  masteries  : 

Happiest  they  of  human  race,' 

To  whom  their  God  has  given  grace 

To  read,  to  fear,  to  hope,  to  pray, 

To  lift  the  latch,  to  force  the  way ; 

But  better  had  they  ne'er  been  bom. 

Who  read  to  doubt,  or  read  to  scorn.  Scott,  Monastery,  1. 12. 
mXlOOBAPHT. 

His  very  name  a  title-page,  and  next 

His  life  a  commentary  on  the  text.  Woodhridge, 

neoTBT. 

Sure  'tis  an  orthodox  opinion, 

That  grace  is  founded  m  dominion.  Butler,  Hud.  1,  iii.  1173. 

The  good  old  man,  too  eager  in  dispute 

Hew  high ;  and  as  his  Christian  fury  rose, 

Damn'd  all  for  heretics  who  durst  oppose.  Dryden,  Bel.  Laid. 

Soon  their  crude  notions  with  each  other  fought ; 

The  adverse  sect  deny'd  what  this  had  taught ; 

And  he  at  length  the  amplest  triumph  ^aiii'd. 

Who  contradicted  what  the  last  mamtam'd.  Prior,  Solom,  i. 
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BieaiRT-«w#iiitiMlL 

For  modes  of  faith  let  graceless  zealots  fight ; 

He  can't  be  wrong,  whose  life  is  in  the  right.       Pop0  B.  JT. 

Christians  have  bmnt  each  other,  quite  persuaded 

That  all  the  Apostles  would  have  done  as  they  did. 

Byron,  Uon  Juan^  i.  83. 
Shall  I  ask  the  braye  soldier,  who  fights  by  my  side 
In  the  canse  of  mankind,  if  our  creeds  agree  P 
Shall  I  giye  up  the  Mend  I  have  valued  and  tried. 
If  he  kneel  not  before  the  same  altar  with  me  P 
From  the  heretic  girl  of  my  soul  shall  I  fir, 
To  seek  somewhere  else  a  more  orthodox  bliss  P 
No !  perish  the  hearts  and  the  laws  that  would  try 
Truth,  ralour,  or  loye,  by  a  standard  like  this.  Moore,  If.  MA 
And  many  more  such  pious  scraps. 
To  proye  (what  weVe  long  proy'd  perhaps) 
That  mad  as  Christians  used  to  be 
About  the  thirteenth  century, 
There 's  lots  of  Christians  to  be  had 
In  this,  the  nineteenth,  jmit  as  mad !  Moore,  Twop*  Poet  Bag. 

BULDTO— M0  Xissbig. 

Still  amorous,  and  fond,  and  billing. 

Like  Philip  and  Maiy  on  a  shilling.  Butler,  Bud.  m.  i.  687. 
BILLS. 

Dreading  that  dimaz  of  aU  human  ills. 

The  inflammation  of  his  weekly  bills.  Byron,  Don  Juan. 

In  my  young  days  they  lent  me  cash  that  way. 

Which  I  found  yeiy  troublesome  to  pay.  Byron,  Don  Juan. 
BIOOBAPHSB. 

After  my  death  I  wish  no  other  herald, 

"No  other  speaker  of  my  Uying  actions. 

To  keep  mme  honour  mm  corruption. 

But  such  an  honest  chronicler  as  Griffith.  Sh.Sen.  vm.  yi.  2. 
BIRDS. 

The  crow  doth  sing  as  sweetly  as  the  lark. 

When  neither  is  attended ;  and,  I  think, 

The  nightingale,  if  she  shoxdd  sing  by  day. 

When  ^yery  goose  is  cackling,  woula  be  thought 

No  better  a  musician  than  the  wren.         8h.  Mer.  Ten.  y.  L 

But,  like  the  birds,  great  nature's  happy  commoners, 
That  haunt  in  woods,  in  meads,  and  now'r^  gardens, 
Sifle  the  sweets  and  taste  the  choicest  fruits, 
Yet  scorn  to  ask  the  lordly  owner's  leave.  Bowe,  Fair  Fen.  ii.  3« 
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Ten  thousand  wsrUers  eSieer  tlw  day,  and  one 

The  fiTe-long  night :  nor  ihose  alone  whose  notes 

Kice-fin^rer^  art  must  emulate  in  vain. 

But  cawmg  rooks,  and  kites  that  swim  sublime 

In  still  repeated  circles,  screaming  loud. 

The  jay,  iJie  pie,  and  ey'n  the  boding  owl 

That  luulfl  ih»  m^tly  moon,  hare  charms  for  men. 

Cowper,  TcLsk,  B.  i. 
Yon  call  them  Hiieres  and  pillion ;  but  know 
They  are  the  winged  warders  of  your  farms, 
Who  from  the  com  fields  drive  the  insidions  ioe^ 
And  from  your  harvest  keep  a  hundred  harms ; 
Even  the  blackest  of  them  ail,  the  crow. 
Benders  good  serrice  as  your  men-at-arms, 
Crashing;  the  beetle  in  his  ooat  of  mail. 
And  ciymg  havoc  on  the  slug  and  snaiL  Longfellow,  Birds  ofK, 

BPTH    tie  Desaont,  Pedigree. 
Let  high  birth  triumph  I  what  can  be  more  great  P 
loathing — ^but  merit  m  a  low  estate. 
To  virtue's  humblest  eon  let  none  prefer 
Vice,  though  descended  from  theConqueror.  Jbtf»^,X.^.  1. 14L 

IVe  learned  to  judge  of  men  bv  their  own  deeds, 

I  do  not  make  the  accident  of  birtii 

The  standard  of  their  merit  Mrs,  Hale, 

BIBIHDAT. 
Is  that  a  birthday  P  'tis  alas  too  dear, 
"Tia  but  the  funeral  of  the  fonner  year.    Pops,  to  Mrs.  M.  B, 
My  birthday  I— >what  a  different  sound 
Tliat  word  had  in  my  youthful  ears ; 
And  now  each  time  the  day  eomes  round, 
Less  and  less  white  its  mark  appears.  Moore. 

Another  year  I  another  leaf 
Is  turned  within  life's  volume  brief^ 
And  yet  not  one  bright  page  appears 

Of  miue  within  that  book  of  years.  Hoffman,  Am, 

Why  should  we  count  our  life  by  years, 
Since  years  are  short,  and  pass  away  I 
Or,  why  by  fortune's  smiles  or  tears, 
Since  tears  are  vain,  and  smiles  decay ! 
O !  count  by  virtues — ^iiiese  shall  last 
When  life's  lame-footed  race  is  o'er ; 
And  these,  when  earthly  joys  are  past. 
May  cheer  us  on  a  brighter  shore.  Mrs,  Hale,  Am. 

B  2 
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BLACXeVABDS. 

They  each  pidl'd  different  -wm,  wiih  many  an  oath, 

"  Arcades  ambo/'  id  est— blackguards  both.  Byron,  D,  J,  iy.93. 

BLASFHEKT. 
Great  men  may  jest  with  saints ;  'tis  wit  in  them  % 
But,  in  the  less,  fool  profanation. 
That  in  the  captain's  bnt  a  choleric  word, 
Which  in  the  soldier  is  flat  blasphemy.     8k,  M.for  M,  n.  2. 

Shonld  each  blasphemer  quite  escape  the  rod« 

Because  the  insult's  not  to  man»  but  God  P  Poj^e. 

BLBi8nr08— M»  Baatdietioii. 
Angels  preserre  my  dearest' father's  life ; 
Bless  it  with  long  uninterrupted  days  I 
Oh  I  may  he  live  till  time  itself  decay-* 
Till  good  men  wish  him  dead,  or  I  offend  him !  (Htoay, 

Beward  him  for  the  noble  deed,  just  heavens, 

For  this  one  action  guard  him,  and  distinguish  him 

With  signal  mercies,  and  with  great  deliyerance  ; 

Save  him  from  wrong,  adversity,  and  shame ; 

Let  neyer-fadinff  honours  flourish  round  him. 

And  consecrate  nis  name  ey'n  to  time's  end  : 

Let  him  know  nothing  but  what's  sood  on  earth, 

And  eyerlasting  blessedness  hereafter.  Bo  we, 

O,  still  my  feryent  prayer  will  be, 

"  Heayen  s  choicest  blessings  rest  on  thee."        Mui  Ghuld. 

BUHBHISS. 

Oh !  happiness  of  blindness,  now  no  beauty 

Liflames  my  lust ;  no  other's  good,  my  envy ; 

Or  misery,  my  pity ;  no  man's  wealth 

Draws  my  respect ;  nor  poverty,  my  scorn ; 

Yet  stiU  I  see  enough  I  man  to  himself 

Is  a  larse  prospect,  raised  above  the  level 

Of  his  low  creeping  thoughts.  Denham,  Sophy. 

O  dark,  dark,  dark,  amid  the  blaze  of  noon ; 

Irrevocably  dark !  total  eclipse. 

Without  all  hope  of  day.  Milton,  Samson  AyonisUs. 

O,  loss  of  sight,  of  thee  I  most  complain  I 

Blind  among  enemies,  O  worse  than  chains^ 

Dungeons,  or  beggary,  or  decrepid  age  1 

Light,  the  prime  work  of  God,  to  me^s  extinct, 

And  all  her  various  objects  of  delight 

Annull'dy  which  might  in  part  my  grief  have  eas'd.  Ih,  S.  A. 
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BLDnDVB88— «m/«PHMdL 

Thus  with  the  year 

Seasons  retom,  but  not  to  me  returns 

Day,  or  the  sweet  approach  of  ey'n  or  mom, 

Or  si^t  of  yemal  bloom,  or  summer's  rose, 

Or  flocks,  or  herds,  or  human  face  divine ; 

But  clouds  instead,  and  ever-during  dark 

Surrounds  me,  from  the  cheerM  ways  of  men 

Cut  off,  and  for  the  book  of  knowledlge  fair 

Presented  with  an  universal  blank 

Of  nature's  works,  to  me  ezpung'd  and  raised. 

And  wisdom  at  one  entrance  quite  shut  out.  Milion,  P,  L.  in.  40. 
These  eyes,  though  dear 

To  outward  view  of  blemish  or  of  spot. 

Bereft  of  light,  their  seeing  have  forgot ; 

ISoT  to  their  idle  orbs  doth  sight  appear 

Of  sun,  or  moon,  or  star,  throughout  the  year. 

Or  man,  or  woman.    Tet  I  argue  not 

Against  heaven's  hand  or  will,  nor  bate  a  jot 

Of  heart  or  hope ;  but  still  bear  up,  and  steer 

Bight  onward.  Milton^  Sonnet  xzii.  1. 

BTiTHB    m  Happiness. 

Condition,  circumstance,  is  not  the  thing. 

Bliss  is  the  same  in  subject  or  in  king.  Pope. 

The  spider's  most  attenuated  web 

la  oora,  is  cable,  to  man's  tender  tie 

On  eartibly  bliss ;  it  breaks  at  every  breeze.  Vaung, N»T.  1. 178. 

Alas  I  the  heart  that  inly  bleeds. 

Has  nought  to  fear  from  outward  blows  ; 

Who  faffs  from  all  he  knows  of  bliss, 

Cares  little  into  what  abyss.  ^Jf  <>*• 

BLUX. 

O,  "  darkly,  deeply,  beautiflilly  blue," 

As  some  one  somewhere  sings  about  the  sky. 

BLinrmss.  ^^"""^^  ^"^  •^*^"'  '^"  ^^^• 

Budeness  is  a  sauce  to  his  good  wit, 
Which  gives  men  stomach  to  digest  his  words 
With  better  appetite.  Sh.  Jul,  C.  i.  2. 

I  hare  neither  wit,  nor  words,  nor  worth, 
Action,  nor  utterance,  nor  the  power  of  speech, 
.   To  stir  men's  blood :  I  only  speak  right  on.   Sh.  Jul.  C.  iii.  2. 
These  kind  of  knaves  I  know,  which  in  their  plainness 
Harbour  more  craft,  and  more  corrupter  ends. 
Than  twenty  silly  duckling  observants, 
That  stretch  their  duties  nicely.  Sh,  Lear,  ii.  2. 
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VLTrWTKEBB^conttnued, 
'TiB  not  enough  your  counsel  still  be  true ; 
Blunt  truths  more  mischief  thin  nice  falsehoods  do. 

A  crimson  blush  her  beauteous  face  overspread, 

Varying  her  cheeks,  by  turn,  with  white  and  red ; 

The  dnying  colours,  neyer  at  a  star. 

Bun  here  and  there,  and  flush,  and  &de  away.  FarnelL 

From  every  blush  that  kindles  in  thy  cheeks. 

Ten  thousand  little  loves  and  graces  spring 

To  revel  in  the  roses.  Bowe,  Tamerlane, 

The  rising  blushes,  which  her  cheek  o'erspread, 

Are  openmg  roses  in  the  lily's  bed.  Q^a^t  Dions,  u.  3. 

Do  good  by  stealth,  and  blush  to  find  it  fame.  Pope. 

With  every  change  his  features  played, 

As  aspens  show  tne  light  and  shade.        Scoti,  Bokehy,  iii.  5. 

Though  looks  and  words, 
By  the  strong  mastery  of  his  practised  will. 
Are  overruled,  the  mountin^^  blood  betrays 
An  impulse  in  its  secret  spnng,  too  deep 
For  his  control.  Southey, 

Playful  blushes,  that  seem  nausht 
But  luminous  escapes  of  thougnt.  Moore. 

BOAflTnrO— M#  Braggart. 
The  empty  vessel  makes  the  greatest  sound.  Sk.  Sen,  v,  vi.  4. 

The  man  that  once  did  sell  the  lion's  skin. 

While  the  beast  lived,  was  killed  with  hunting  him.     lb,  iv.  3. 

What  cracker  is  this  same,  that  deafs  our  ears 

With  this  abundance  of  superfluous  breath  P  Sh.  K,  John,  n.  1. 

Here's  a  large  mouth,  indeed. 
That  spits  forth  death,  and  mountains,  rocks,  and  seas ; 
TaUcs  as  familiarly  of  roaring  lions, 
As  maids  of  thirteen  do  of  puppy  dogs.        8k»  JT.  John,  n.  2. 

Nay,  an  thoult  mouth, 
111  rant  as  well  as  thou.  Sh,  Sam.  v.  1 

A  mad-cap  ruffian,  and  a  swearing  jack, 
That  thinks  with  oaths  to  fMse  the  matter  out.  8h.  Tarn.  S,  ii.  1. 

The  honour  is  overpaid. 
When  he  that  did  the  act  is  commentator.  Shirley, 

We  rise  in  glory,  as  we  sink  in  pride : 
Where  boasting  ends,  there  dignity  begins.     Toung^  N,  T,  8. 
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BOIBHESa 
In  oonyentffcioai  boldness  now  bears  sway. 
Bat  know,  that  nothing  can  so  foolish  be 
As  empty  boldness ;  tiiierefoTe,  first  assay 
And  staff  thy  mind  with  solid  brayeiy ; 
Then  march  on  gaJlant.    Get  substantial  worth. 
Boldness  gilds  finely,  and  wiU  set  it  forth.  Serberi, 

3on. 

Ill  haye  my  bond ;  I  will  not  hear  thee  speaik ; 
in  hare  my  bond ;  and  therefore  speak  no  more. 

8h,  Mer,  F.  in.  3. 

BooxBnn>Dr0. 

Was  ever  book  containing  such  vile  matter 

So  fairly  bonnd.  Sk.  Rom,  Jul,  in.  2. 

BOOKlBUJUsSfl — iM  Pedantry,  leamlag. 
The  bookM  blockhead,  ignorantly  read. 
With  loads  of  learned  lomber  in  nis  head. 
With  his  own  tongue  still  edifies  his  ears, 
And  always  Kst'ning  to  himself  appears.  Pope,  S,C,  m.  612. 

Boon— «M  Anthers,  Bsading. 
Books  are  part  of  man's  prerogatiye, 
In  formal  ink  they  thought  and  yoioes  hold. 
That  we  to  them  our  soutude  may  giye. 
And  make  time  present  trayel  that  of  old. 
Our  life,  fame  pieroeth  longer  at  tiie  end, 
And  books  it  mrther  backward  doth  extend.  ^  T,  Overhury. 

That  book  in  many  eyes  doth  share  the  glory. 

That  in  gold  clasps  locks  in  the  golden  story.  Sh.Bam,  Jul.  i.  3. 

A  book  !    O  rare  one  I 

Be  not,  as  is  our  fangled  wtnrd,  a  garment 

Nobler  than  that  it  ooyers.  8h,  Cym.  y.  4 

,  Learning  is  more  profound 

When  in  few  soHd  authors  't  may  oe  found. 
A  few  good  books,  digested  well,  do  feed 
The  mind ;  much  cloys,  or  doth  ill  humours  breed.    B,  Heath. 

.  That  nlace  that  does 

Contain  my  books,  the  oest  companions,  is 
To  me  a  glorious  court,  whe)«  hourly  I 
Conyerse  with  the  old  sages  and  philosophers ; 
And  sometimes,  for  yarieiy,  I  confer 
With  kings  and  emperors,  and  weightheir  counsels.  T.  Fletcher, 
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MOEB^eontinued, 
Books  should  to  one  of  these  four  ends  conduce^ 
For  wisdom,  piety,  delight,  or  use.  Denkam, 

'Tis  in  books  the  chief 
Of  all  perfections,  to  be  plain  and  brief.  Butler, 

*Tweite  well  with  most,  if  books,  that  could  engage 

Their  childhood,  pleased  them  at  a  riper  age  ; 

The  man  approving  what  had  charmed  the  boy, 

Would  die  at  last  m  comfort,  peace,  and  joy ; 

And  not  with  curses  on  his  art,  who  stole 

The  gem  of  trutii  from  his  unguarded  souL  Cotopery  Tiroe,  147. 

Books  cannot  always  please,  however  good ; 

Minds  are  not  ever  craving  for  their  fo^.         Crabbe,  Bor.  24. 

I'm  strangle  contradictions ;  I'm  new  and  I'm  old, 

I'm  often  in  tatters,  and  oft  decked  with  gold. 

Though  I  never  could  read,  yet  lettered  Fm  found ; 

Though  blind,  I  enlighten  ;  though  loose,  I  am  bound. 

I'm  always  in  black,  and  I'm  always  in  white ; 

I  am  grave  and  I'm  gay,  I  am  heavv  and  li^^ht. 

In  form  too  I  diflTer,— I'm  thick  and  I'm  thm  ; 

I've  no  flesh  and  no  bone,  yet  I'm  covered  with  skin  ; 

I've  more  points  than  the  compass,  more  stops  than  tlie  iluto ; 

I  sing  without  voice,  without  speaking  confute  ; 

I'm  English,  I'm  German,  I'm  French,  and  I'm  Dutch  ; 

Some  love  me  too  fondly,  some  slight  me  too  much ; 

I  often  die  soon,  though  I  sometimes  live  ages, 

And  no  monarch  alivenas  so  many  pages.        JIannah  Moore, 

Dreams,  books,  are  each  a  world ;  and  books,  we  know. 

Are  a  substantial  world,  both  pure  and  good ; 

Bound  these,  with  tendrils  strong  as  flesn  and  blood, 

Our  pastime  and  our  happiness  wul  grow.  Wordeworih,  P.  T.3. 

Our  doctor  thus,  with  stnfled  sufficiency 

Of  all  onmigenus  omnisciencjTt 

Began,  (as  who  would  not  be^n 

That  had  like  him  so  much  within  P) 

To  let  it  out  in  books  of  all  sorts, 

Folios,  quartos,  large  and  small  sorts.  Moore, 

'Twas  heaven  to  lounge  upon  a  couch,  said  Gray, 

And  read  new  novels  on  a  rainy  day.         Sprcufue,  Curiosify, 

See  tomes  on  tomes,  of  fancy  and  of  power, 

To  cheer  man's  heaviest,  warm  his  holiest  hour.  Sprague,  Curt, 

A  blessing  on  the  printer's  art  !— 

Books  are  the  Mentors  of  the  heart.  Mn,  Sale 
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The  burning  soul,  the  burden'd  mind 

In  books  alone  companions  find.  Mrs.  Hals, 

AH  baily  ye  fields,  wbere  constant  peace  attends  ! 

All  bail,  je  sacred  solitary  groTCs  I 

All  bail,  ye  books,  my  true,  my  real  friends, 

Wbose  conyersation  pleases  and  unproves.  Walsh. 

Tbe  past  but  Utcs  in  words :  a  thousand  ages 

Were  blank,  if  books  bad  not  evoked  their  ghosts. 

And  kept  the  pale  imbodied  shades  to  warn  us 

From  fi^shless  lips.  Lytlan  Bulto^r, 

The  printed  iMut,  tho'  &r  too  large,  is  less 

Than  that  which,  yet  unprinted,  waits  the  nress. 
^Il2«n  ^h>m  the  Spanish  qf  Yriarte. 

"^*"*  O,  he's  as  tedious 

As  is  a  tir'd  horse,  a  railing  wife ; 

Worse  than  a  smoky  house ; — I  had  rather  live 

With  cheese  and  garlic,  in  a  windmill,  far. 

Than  feed  on  cates,  and  hare  him  talk  to  me, 

In  any  summer-house  in  Christendom.   8h.  M,  /P.  p.  i.  m.  1. 

BOBBOwnro. 

Neither  a  borrower  nor  a  lender  be, 

For  loan  oft  loses  both  itself  and  friend ; 

And  borrowing  dulls  the  edge  of  husbandly. 

This  above  all, — ^To  thine  ownself  be  true ; 

And  it  must  follow,  as  the  night  the  day, 

Thou  canst  not  then  be  fidse  to  any  man.  Bh,  Ham,  i.  3. 


There's  nothing  situate  under  Heaven's  eye. 

But  hAth  his  bound,  in  earth,  in  sea,  in  sky.  8h.  Com.  E.  n.  1. 

BOinnT--Mf  Bensvolenee. 

Tis  pity,  bounty  had  not  eyes  behind ; 

That  man  mig^t  ne'er  be  wretched  for  his  mind. 

...^    .  ,    .       4.  <■ .      1  .,    ,  'SA*  Tim.  of  A.  II.  X* 

What  you  desire  of  him,  he  partly  begs 

To  be  desir'd  to  give.    It  much  would  please  him 

That  of  his  fortunes  you  would  make  a  stafi* 

To  lean  upon.  8h.  Ant.  Cleo.  ni.  2. 

For  his  bounty. 

There  was  no  winter  in 't ;  an  autumn  'twas. 

That  grew  the  more  by  reaping.  8h.  Ant.  CUo.  r  2. 

He  that's  liberal 

To  all  alike,  inav  do  a  good  by  chance, 

But  never  oat  or  judgment.        Beaumont  4"  Fletcher ,  Spa.  C». 
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BOTHOO])-^  Children. 
The  whining  school-bo^,  with  his  satchel, 
And  shining  morning  face,  creeping  like  snail 
TJnwillinglj  to  school.  8k,  Am  gou,  ii.  7. 

O,  'tis  a  psriooa  boy ; 
Bold,  qnick,  ingenions,  forward,  capable ; 
He's  au  the  mother's,  from  the  top  to  toe.    8k,  Bie.  in,  m.  1. 
Ah  I  happy  yean !  once  more  who  would  not  be  a  boy  P 

JSvron,  Ckilde  Sordid,  u.  23. 
A  little  coily-headed  good-for-nothing. 
And  mischi^-making  monkey  from  his  birth.  J^rofiy  !>•  Juan. 

^f^^kim.  The  times  have  been 

That,  when  the  brains  were  out,  the  man  woold  die. 
And  there  an  end ;  bnt  now  they  rise  again. 
With  twenty  mortal  murders  on  their  crowns. 
And  push  us  from  our  stools.  Sk,  Maeb,  iii.  4. 

With  onrious  art  the  brain,  too  finely  wrought, 
Preys  on  herself,  and  is  destroyed  bv  thonffht. 

BRAGOABT-^  Boastiiig.  Ckurckia,  £p,  to  RogaHk. 

What  art  thon  P    Have  not  I 
An  arm  as  big  as  thine  P  a  heart  as  bigP 
Thy  words,  i  grant,  are  bigger,  for  I  wear  not 
My  dagger  in  my  mouth.  8h.  C^mh.  it.  2. 

Who  knows  himself  a  braggart, 
Let  him  hear  this :  for  it  will  come  to  pass 
That  er'iy  braggart  shall  be  found  an  ass.  8k,  AlVt  W,  it.  3. 
Conceit,  more  rich  in  matter  than  in  words. 
Brags  of  his  substance,  not  of  ornament : 
They  are  but  beggars  that  can  count  tiieir  worth. 

I  know  them,  yea,      ^-  ^^  •^«^-  "•  ^• 
And  what  they  weigh,  eyen  to  the  utmost  scruple : 
Scrambling,  outfacing,  fashion-mong'ring  boys. 
That  lie,  and  coff,  and  flout,  depraye,  and  slander. 
Go  antickly,  ana  show  outwara  hideousness, 
And  speak  off  half  a  dozen  dangerous  words. 
How  they  might  hurt  their  enemies  if  they  durst ; 
And  this  is  all.  8h.  M.  Ado,  T.  1. 

Why,  then,  the  world's  mine  oyster, 

Which  I  with  sword  will  open.  8k,  Mer,  W,  ii.  2, 

For  men,  it  is  reported,  dash  and  vapour 
Less  on  the  field  of  battle  than  on  paper ; 
Thus,  in  the  history  of  each  dire  campaign, 
More  carnage  leads  the  newspaper  than  plain.  Peter  Pindar, 
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IRAYIBT— «M  (knuMf^e,    Daring: 
'Tis  not  now  who's  stout  and  bold  ? 
Bat  who  bean  hunger  best,  and  cold  P 
And  he's  approved  uie  most  deserving, 
Who  longest  can  hold  out  at  starring.         Butler^  Hudihrat. 
He  that  is  yaliant,  and  dares  fight, 
Though  drubb'd,  can  lose  no  honour  by't.   Butler,  Hudibrat 

None  but  the  brave  deseryes  the  fair.  Dfyden,  Alex,  Feast,  1. 

How  slne^  the  brave,  who  sink  to  rest^ 

By  all  their  country's  wishes  blest  I 

By  fairy  hands  their  knell  is  rung. 

By  forms  unseen  their  dirge  is  sung.     Collim,  Lines  in  1746. 

His  breast  with  wounds  unnumber'd  riyen. 

His  back  to  earth,  his  face  to  heaven.  Byron,  Giaour, 

The  truly  brave. 
When  they  behold  the  brave  oppress'd  with  odds, 
Are  touch  d  with  a  desire  to  shield  or  save.  Byron,  Don  Juan^ 

Fate  made  me  what  I  am'—may  make  me  nothing, — 

But  either  that  or  nothing  must  I  be ; 

I  will  not  live  degraded.  Byron,  Sardanapdku. 

The  brave  man  is  not  he  who  feels  no  fear ; 

For  that  were  stupid  and  irrational ; 

But  he  whose  noble  soul  its  fear  subdues. 

And  bravely  dares  the  danger  nature  shrinks  from. 
w»«vn>v^  tTbanita  Baillie. 

asfivixx.  ^moe  brevity's  the  soul  of  wit, 

And  tediousness  the  limbs  and  outward  flourishes — 

I  will  be  brief.  Sh,  Ham.  ii.  2. 

As  'tis  a  greater  mystery  in  the  art 

Of  painting,  to  foreshorten  any  part. 

Than  draw  it  out,  so  'tis  in  books  the  chief 

Of  all  ]>erfection8  to  be  plain  and  brief. 

For  brevity  is  very  good, 

When  we  are,  or  are  nol^  understood.  Butler,  Mud.  I,  i.  669. 

Stop  not,  unthinking,  everj  Mend  you  meet 

To  spin  your  wordy  &brio  in  the  street ; 

While  you  are  emptying  your  colloquial  pack, 

The  fiend  Lumbago  jumps  upon  his  oack.         O.  W.  Holmes 

BBIBS8-BSIBIBT. 

What !  shall  one  of  us, 
That  struck  the  foremost  man  of  all  this  world. 
But  for  supporting  robbers  ;-^Bhall  we  now 
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VBXBEB—amtinued. 

Contaminate  our  fingers  with  base  bribes  P 

And  sell  the  mighty  space  of  our  large  honour 

For  so  much  trash  as  may  be  grasped  thus  P 

I'd  rather  be  a  dog,  and  Day  the  moon. 

Than  such  a  Eoman.  8h.  Jul,  C,  ly.  3. 

Bead  falls  the  cause,  if  once  the  hand  be  mute ; 

But  let  that  speak,  the  client  gets  the  suit.  Herrich^  Aph-  275. 

Judges  and  senates  have  been  bought  for  gold ; 

Esteem  and  loye  were  never  to  be  sold.  Pope,  £siay  an  Man. 

To  bribe  the  mob  with  brandy,  beer,  and  song. 

To  put  their  greasy  fists  to  court  addresses. 

Full  of  professions  kind,  and  sweet  caresses, 

And  with  a  fiddle  lead  the  hogs  tlong.  PeUr  Pindar, 

Sound  him  with  gold  ; 
'T  will  sink  into  his  yenal  soul  like  lead 
Into  the  deep,  and  bring  up  slime,  and  mud, 
And  ooze,  too,  from  the  bottom,  as  the  lead  doth 
With  its  greased  understratum.  B^ron. 

Who  thinketh  to  buy  yiUany  with  gold, 
Shall  eyer  find  such  faith  so  bought-~8o  sold. 

SBSTAJX^tse  England.  ^ 

Let  us  be  back'd  with  God,  and  with  the  seas. 
Which  he  hath  given  for  fence  impregnable. 
And  with  their  helps  only  defend  ourselves  ; 
In  them,  and  in  ourselves,  our  safety  lies.  Sh.  M,  vi.  p.  3,  ly.  i. 

Be  England  what  she  will, 
With  all  her  faults  she  is  my  country  still.  CkurehiU,  Farew, 
Be  Britain  still  to  Britain  true, 
Amang  oursels  united ; 
For  never  but  by  British  hands 
Maun  British  wrangs  be  righted.  JBurns,  Dun^fiies  Volunteers. 

Without  one  friend,  above  all  foes, 

Britannia  gives  the  world  repose.  Cknoper,  to  Sir  J.  Beynolde. 
The  sword  we  dread  not :  of  ourselves  secure, 
Firm  were  our  strength,  our  peace  and  freedom  sure. 
Let  all  the  world  confederate  all  its  powers, 
'*  Be  they  not  back'd  by  those  that  snould  be  ours," 
High  on  nis  rock  shall  Britain's  Genius  stand. 
Scatter  the  crowded  hosts,  and  vindicate  the  land. 
BBOTHEBHOOD.  Canning,  The  Netc  Morality. 

We  few,  we  happy  few,  we  band  of  brothers.  8k.  Sen.  v .  iv,  2. 
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BROOK. 

Their  grores  of  sweet  myrtle  let  foreign  lands  reckon, 

Where  bright-beaminfi;  summers  exalt  the  perfume ; 

Far  dearer  to  me  yon  lone  glen  o'  green  breckan, 

Wr  the  bum  stealing  under  the  lang  jellow  broom. 
vmrnTva  Bums,  Caledonia. 

'^™^-    .  Here  the  architect 

Did  not  with  curious  skill  a  pile  erect 

Of  carded  marble,  touch,  or  porphyry. 

But  built  a  house  for  hospitality ; 

No  sumptuous  chimney-piece  of  shining  stone 

Inyites  the  stranger's  eye  to  gaze  upon. 

And  coldly  enterSun  his  sifht,  but  dear 

And  cheerful  flames  cherish  and  warm  him  here.  Carew. 

The  man  who  builds,  and  wants  Wherewith  to  pay, 

Provides  a  home  from  which  to  run  away. 
BUBKE  (Edmimd).  Young,  Love  ofF.  s.  i.  171. 

Here  lies  our  good  Edmund,  whose  genius  was  such, 

We  scarcely  can  praise  it,  or  blame  it,  too  much ; 

Who,  bom  for  the  universe,  narrow'd  his  mind. 

And  to  party  gave  up  what  was  meant  for  mankind. 

Ooldsmitk,  BetaUation,  1.  20. 

Oft  have  I  wonder'd  that  on  Irish  ground 

No  poisonous  reptiles  ever  yet  were  found  ; 

Beveal'd  the  secret  stands  of  Nature's  work ; 

She  saved  her  venom  to  create  a  Burke.    Warren  Kastinge,^ 
Sirnr— B1X8IHS88— M»  industry. 

To  business  that  we  lore,  we  rise  betimes, 

And  go  to  it  with  delight.  8h.  Ant.  Cleop.  rv.  4. 

Let  thy  mind  still  be  bent,  still  plotting,  where 

And  wnen,  and  how  thy  business  may  be  done, 

Slackness  breeds  worms ;  but  the  sure  traveller, 

Though  he  alights  sometimes,  still  goeth  on.  Herbert, 

■"^  '"•  But  yet,  madam, 

I  do  not  like  but  yet.    It  does  idlay 

The  good  precedent ;  fie  upon  but  yet ! 

But  yet  is  as  a  jailor  to  bring  forth 

Some  monstrous  malefactor.  8h.  Ant.  Cleop.  ii.  5. 

BUTT. 

Big  as  a  butt,  and  for  the  self-same  use, 

To  take  in  stores  of  strong  fermenting  juice^  Crahbe, 

•  An  epigram  produced  by  him  when  writhing  nnder  the  asony  of  a  pro- 
raeted  pcoeecation.    (Enoye.  Brit.  voL  ri.  p^  vSi,  7th  edition^ 
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CALAXITT. 

Affliction  is  enamour'd  of  thy  parte, 

And  thou  art  wedded  to  caliunitj.  8h,  Bom,  ni.  9L 

Do  not  insult  calamity  ; 
It  is  a  barb'roas  grossness,  to  laj  on 
The  weiffht  of  scorn,  where  hea^y  misery 
Too  mudi  already  weighs  men's  fortunes  down.  Daniel,  PkiL 

£now,  he  that 
Foretells  his  own  calamity,  and  makes 
Events  before  they  come,  twice  over  doth 
Endure  the  pains  of  evil  destiny.  Sir  W,  Davenant,  Dutreisei, 
How  wisely  fate  ordain'd  for  human  kind 
Calamity  I  which  is  the  perfect  glass 

Wherein  we  truly  see  ana  know  ourselyes.  lb.  Law  agU  Lovers, 
CALX. 
The  tempest  is  o'erblown,  the  skies  are  clear. 
And  the  sea  charm'd  into  a  calm  so  still. 
That  not  a  wrinkle  ruffles  her  smooth  face.  Drydtm, 

Pure  was  the  temp'rate  air,  an  even  calm 
Perpetual  reign'd,  save  what  the  zephyrs  bland 
Breath'd  o'er  the  blue  expanse.  Thomson^  Spring, 

So  calm,  the  waters  scarcely  seem  to  stray, 
And  yet  they  glide  like  happiness  away.  Byron,  Lara. 

The  wind  breathed  soft  as  lovers  sigh« 
And  oft  renew'd,  seem'd  oft  to  die^ 
With  breathless  pause  between, 
O  who  with  speech  of  war  and  woes, 
Would  wish  to  break  the  soft  repose 

Of  such  enchanting  scene  1      Soott^  Lord  of  the  hies,  iy  13. 
How  calm,  how  beautiful  comes  on 
The  stilly  hour,  when  storms  are  gone ; 
When  warring  winds  hare  died  away. 
And  clouds,  beneath  the  glancing  ray. 
Melt  off,  and  leave  the  land  and  sea 

Sleeping  in  bright  tranquillity  I  Moore^  Lalla  Boohh. 

The  sea  is  like  a  silvery  lake. 
And,  o'er  its  calm  the  vessel  glides 
Gently,  as  if  it  fear'd  to  wake 
The  slumbers  of  the  silent  tides  \  Moore. 

GAunarr. 

No  might  nor  greatness  in  mortality 

Can  censure  'scape ;  back-wounding  calumny 

The  whitest  virtue  strikes :  what  kmg  so  stroD|<, 

Can  tie  the  gall  up  in  the  slanderous  tongue  P  M.  M,  M,  m.  8. 
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CALXnOTT — eontfimetL 
If  I'm  traduced  by  tongues,  wldcli  neither  know 
My  &ealtie8  nor  person,  yet  will  be 
The  chronicles  oi  my  doing — let  me  say, 
T  is  but  the  &te  of  place,  and  the  rough  brake 
That  Tirtae  mnst  go  through.  8h.  Sen.  viiL  i.  2. 

Be  thoa  as  chaste  as  ice,  as  pore  as  snow. 
Thou  shah  not  escape  ealnmny.  8h,  Ham,  ui.  1. 

Cahimny  will  sear 
Tirtoe  itself:  these  shrogs,  these  hums,  and  ha's. 

CODOTO.  ^*-  ^»-  ^-  "•  1- 

I  hold  it  cowardice 

To  rest  mistmstfiil,  where  a  noble  heart 

Hath  pawn'd  an  open  hand  in  sign  of  lore.  8h.  H,  VJ,  8,  it.  2. 

Fine  soeeches  are  the  instroments  of  knaves. 

Or  fools  that  nse  them,  when  they  want  good  sense ; 

Hcmesty  needs  no  disguise  nor  ornament.  Otway. 

Some  posithre,  persisting  fools  we  know. 

Who,  if  once  wrong,  wiB  needs  be  always  so ; 

Bat  you  with  pleasure  own  your  errors  past, 

And  make  eacn  day  a  critique  on  the  last.  Pope,  S.  C, 

Tis  great,  'tis  manly,  to  disdain  disguise  ; 

It  sluyws  our  spirit,  or  it  proves  our  strei^^.     Young,  N,  T. 
Make  my  breast 

Transparent  as  pure  crystal,  that  the  world. 

Jealous  of  me,  may  see  the  foulest  thought 

My  heart  does  hold.  Buckingham, 

The  brave  do  never  shun  the  light ; 

Just  are  their  thoughts,  and  open  are  their  tempers. 

Bowe,  Fair  BenUent. 
(UIT-«Mlhq^elty. 

Yes,  rather  plunge  me  bacfk  in  pagan  night. 

And  take  my  dumce  with  Socrates  for  bliss. 

Than  be  the  Christian  of  a  faith  like  this, 

Which  builds  on  heavenly  cant  its  earthly  sway. 

And  in  a  convert  mourns  to  lose  a  prey.        Moore,  Intol.  68. 

A  fox,  full  fraught  with  seeming  sanctity. 

That  fear'd  an  oath ;  but,  like  Uie  devil,  would  lie, 

Who  look'd  like  Lent,  and  had  the  holy  leer. 

And  durst  not  sin  before  he  said  his  prayer.  Drgden. 

GABX. 

Care  keeps  his  watch  in  every  old  man's  eye, 

And  where  care  lodges,  sleep  will  never  lie.  8h.  Bom,  Jul,  ii.  8. 
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CABB    tonfmued. 
Care  is  no  cure,  but  rather  a  corrosive, 
For  things  that  are  not  to  be  remedied.      8h,  Hen.  r/.  1,  iii.  3 

Comfort 's  in  heaven ;  and  we  are  on  the  earth. 
Where  nothing  lives  but  crosses,  care,  and  grief. 

8h.  Eick.  n.  II.  8. 
In  care  they  live,  and  must  for  many  care  ; 
And  sach  the  best  and  greatest  ever  are.  Lord  JBrookd,  Alaham, 
Care  seeks  out  wrinkled  brows  and  hollow  eyes, 
And  builds  himself  caves  to  abide  in  them.    Beaum,  and  FU 

Care  that  is  enter'd  once  into  the  breast, 

Will  have  the  whole  possession,  ere  it  rest.  B.Jonson,  T.qfTub, 

All  creatures  else  a  time  of  love  possess, 

Man  only  clogs  with  care  his  happiness, 

And  while  he  should  enjoy  his  part  of  bliss. 

With  thoughts  of  what  may  be,  destroys  what  is.      Dryden. 

Man  is  a  child  of  sorrow,  and  this  world. 

In  which  we  breathe,  has  cares  enough  to  plague  us ; 

But  it  hath  means  withal  to  soothe  these  cares  ; 

And  he  who  meditates  on  others'  woe 

Shall  in  that  meditation  lose  his  own.  Cumberland, 

Care  to  our  coffin  adds  a  nail,  no  doubt ; 

And  every  grin,  so  merry,  draws  one  out.  P, Pindar, Ex.  0.x v. 

Human  bodies  are  sic  fools, 

For  a'  their  colleges  and  schools. 

That  when  nae  real  ills  perplex  them, 

They  mak  enow  themsels  to  vex  them.  Burns, 

Danger,  long  travel,  want,  or  woe, 
Soon  change  the  form  that  best  we  know ; 
For  deadly  fear  can  time  outgo. 
And  blanch  at  once  the  hair. 
Hard  toil  can  roughen  form  and  face, 
And  want  can  quench  the  eye's  bright  grace ; 
Nor  does  old  age  a  wrinkle  trace. 

More  deeply  tmui  despair.  iStr  W.  Scott, 

Care,  that  in  cloisters  only  seals  her  eyes, 
Which  youth  thinks  foUy,  age  as  wisdom  owns  : 
Fools,  by  not  knowing  her,  outlive  the  wise  : 
She  visits  cities,  but  sue  dwells  on  thrones.  Davenant,  Gond. 
GABEFTTUTESS. 

For  my  means,  I'll  husband  them  so  well, 

They  shall  go  far  with  little.  Sh.  Ham.  iv.  5. 
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GABVAGS. 

Ifations  with  nations  mixt  confns'dly  die. 

And  lost  in  one  promiBcaoas  carnage  lie.  Addison, 

CAttvuiG. 

Tia  hard  to  eaire  for  others  meat. 

And  not  have  time  one's  self  to  eat. 

llioogh,  be  it  always  nnderstood, 

Onr  appetites  are  mil  as  good.  Lloyd^  Author's  Apology. 

CA-ykKbP-ATJi — j^  Church. 

The  high  embower'd  roof, 

With  anti<me  pSlars,  massy  proof, 

And  storied  wmdows,  richly  dight, 

Casting  a  dim  religions  light.  MiUon,  H  Pens.  167. 

Fow  reyerend  is  the  face  of  this  tall  pile, 

Whose  ancient  pillars  rear  their  marble  heads, 

To  bear  aloft  its  arch'd  and  pond'rons  roof, 

By  its  own  weifjht  made  steadfast  and  inunoyeable, 

Ijooking  tranqnillity.  Congreve^  Mourning  Bride. 

GAV8E  AHB  EF¥Eff£, 

What  dire  offence  from  amoroos  caases  springs, 

What  mighty  contests  rise  from  triyial  thmgs.     Pope,  J2.  i.  1. 

GAUnOV— «M  Adyice,  IKieretion. 

In  parfc  to  blame  is  she, 
Who  hath  without  consent  been  only  tried. 
He  comes  too  near  that  comes  to  be  denied.  Overhury,  W.  86. 

Things  done  well, 
And  with  a  care,  exempt  themselyes  from  fear : 
Things  done  without  example,  in  their  issue 
Are  to  be  fear'd.  Sh,  Hen,  vin,  i.  2. 

Trust  none ; 
For  oaths  are  straws,  men's  faiths  are  wafer-cakes. 
And  hold-&8t  is  the  only  dog.  Bh,  Ren,  v.  ii.  3. 

Be  adyis'd ; 
Heat  not  a  furnace  for  your  foe  so  hot 
That  it  doth  singe  yourself:  we  may  outrun. 
By  yiolent  swiftness,  that  which  we  run  at. 
And  lose  by  oyer-running.  Sh,  Hen,  riri.  1. 1. 

Fast  bind,  fast  find ; 
A  proyerb  neyer  stale  in  thrifty  mind.         8h.  Mer,  V.  ii.  5. 

They  that  fear  the  adder's  sting,  will  not  come 
Kear  his  hissing.  Chapman,  Widow's  Tears. 
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GAUnOV — eonHnuid^ 
What,  would'st  thou  Ixare  a  serpent  sting  thee  twice  P 

Sh.  M.  of  Ven.  ir.  1. 
When  clouds  are  seen,  wise  men  pnt  on  their  cloaks ; 
When  great  leaves  fall,  then  winter  is  at  hand ! 
When  uie  sun  sets,  who  doth  not  look  for  night  P 
Untimely  storms  make  men  expect  a  dearth : 
All  ma  J  DC  well ;  but,  if  God  sort  it  so, 
'TLs  more  than  we  deserve,  or  I  expect.      8h^  Bieh.  in.  ii.  3. 
Know  when  to  speak ;  for  many  times  it  brings 
Danger,  to  gire  the  best  advice  to  kings.    BJerriek,  Apk.  254. 
None  pities  him  that's  in  the  snare. 

And  warned  before,  would  not  beware.  Serrieh. 

Look  before  yon  'ere  yon  leap ; 

For  as  jon  sow  j*  are  like  to  reap.  Btdler^  Hud.  2,  n.  603. 

Weigh  the  danger  with  the  doubtful  bhss. 
And  thank  yourself,  if  aught  should  fall  amiss.  Dryden. 

The  mouse,  that  always  trusts  to  one  poor  hole. 
Can  never  be  a  mouse  of  any  soul.   Pope^  Wtfe  qfBatk^  208. 
More  firm  and  sure  the  hand  of  courage  strikes, 
When  it  obeys  the  watchful  eye  of  caution.  Thomson, 

Let  this  great  maxim  be  my  virtue's  guide : 

In  part  she  is  to  blame  that  has  been  tried ;  , 

He  comes  too  near  that  comes  to  be  denied. 

Lady  M.  W.  Montague,  Lady't  Seiolve. 
A  man  of  sense  can  artifice  disdain, 

As  men  of  wealth  may  venture  to  go  plain ;  i 

I  find  the  fool  when  I  behold  the  screen,  i 

For  't  is  the  wise  man's  interest  to  be  seen.    Young,  X.  <ifFa.  \ 

Vessels  large  may  venture  more,  | 

But  little  1x>ats  snonld  keep  near  shore.    Fhinklin,  Poor  Bio. 
All's  to  be  fear'd  where  all  is  to  be  lost.  Byron^  Womor, 

Be  wise,  discreet,  of  dangers  take  good  heed ; 
Be  cautious,  and  you  cannot  but  succeed ; 
Shun  all  rash  acts,  let  moderation  mark 
Each  enterprise  on  which  you  may  embark  ; 
And  firom  your  minds  ne'er  let  there  be  efiaced 
The  old  yet  sterling  proverb, ''  Haste  makes  Waste." 

CQBUBAiOT. 
Lady,  you  are  the  eruelest  she  ahve, 
If  you  will  lead  those  graces  to  the  grave. 
And  leave  the  world  no  copy.  Sh.  Tw,  N.  i.  5. 
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CKUBAOY-^eonimmd 

But  earlier  happj  is  the  rose  distill'd. 
Than  that,  which,  withering'  on  the  rirgin  thorn. 
Grows,  lives  and  dies  in  single  blessedness.  8k.  Mid.  N.  i.  1. 
Our  Maker  bids  increase ;  who  bids  abstain 
But  oor  destroyer,  foe  to  God  and  manP  Miliath  P>  L.  it.  74B. 
She,  thongh  in  full  blown  flower  of  glorious  beauty, 
Grows  cold,  even  in  the  summer  of  her  age.  Dryden,  Cy.  ir.  1. 
If  I  am  fiur,  'tis  for  myself  alone ; 
I  do  not  wish  to  have  a  sweetheart  near  me, 
Kor  would  I  call  another's  heart  my  own. 
Nor  have  a  gallant  loy«r  to  revere  me ; 
For  surely  I  would  plight  my  faith  to  none, 
Though  many  an  amorous  cit  might  Jump  to  hear  me : 
For  I  have  heard  that  lovers  prove  deceivers. 
When  once  they  find  that  TnM<i<*ng  ai^  believers. 
mv.umAJM  From  Michml  An^lo. 

Look,  how  the  floor  of  Heaven 
Is  thick  inlaid  with  natinea  of  bright  gold ; 
There's  not  the  smallest  orb,  which  thou  behold'st. 
But  in  his  motion  like  an  angel  sings. 
Still  ouiring  to  the  ]jroung-eyed  cherubins  i 
Such  nannony^  is  in  immortal  souls : 
But,  whilst  thia  muddj  vesture  of  decay 
Both  grossly  dose  it  m«  we  cannot  hear  it.  8k.  M.  qfVen.  v.  1. 


Ceremony  was  devised  at  flrst 

To  set  a  gloss  on  faint  deeds^hollow  welcomes, 

"Befsanting  goodness,  sorry  e'er  't  is  shown ; 

But  where  there  u  true  friendship,  there  needs  none. 

ak.  ISmon.  I.  2. 
Then  ceremony  leads  her  bigots  forth, 
Prepar'd  to  fight  for  shadows  of  no  worth ; 
Whue  truths,  on  which  eternal  thinjgs  depend, 
Find  not,  or  hardly  find,  a  single  finend.  (Utitper. 

There  I  throw  my  gage. 
To  prove  it  on  thee,  to  the  extremest  point 
Of  martial  daring.  Sk.,  Bie.  //.  1. 1. 

flKAXBEBLAIV. 

He  was  a  cold,  good,  honourable  man, 
Phmd  of  his  birth,  and  proud  of  every  thing ; 
A  goodly  spirit  for  a  state  divan, 

V  2 
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A  figure  fit  to  walk  before  a  king  ; 

Tall,  stately,  form'd  to  lead  the  courtly-  Tan 

On  birthdajB,  glorious  with  a  star  and  string  t 

The  very  model  of  a  chamberlain*  Syrom^ 

GHAHOE— «M  Pride. 

In  my  school- days,  when  I  had  lost  one  shafts 

I  shot  his  fellow  of  the  self-same  flight, 

The  self-same  way,  with  more  advised  watch. 

To  find  the  other   forth;  and  by  adventuring  both 

I  oft  found  both.  8k.  Mer.  V.  1. 1. 

An  eagle,  towering  in  his  pride  of  place, 

Was  by  a  mousing  owl  hawk'd  at,  and  kill'd.    8k,  Mae.  n.  4. 

I  have  set  my  life  upon  a  cast, 

And  I  will  stand  the  hazard  of  the  die.         8k.  Bie.  in.  y.  4. 

Unknowingly  she  strikes  and  kills  by  chance. 

Poison  is  in  ner  eyes,  and  death  in  every  glance.        Drydetk 

All  nature  is  but  art  unknown  to  thee. 

All  chance  direction,  which  thou  canst  not  see. 

Pope,  E.  M.  I.  289. 

CEAVOS. 
The  French  and  we  still  change,  but  here's  the  curse. 
They  change  for  better,  and  we  change  for  worse. 

Dtyden,  Prologue  to  tke  S^anisk  FrioTm 
Alas !  in  truth,  the  man  but  chang'd  his  mind, — 
Perhaps  was  sick,  in  love,  or  had  not  dined.  Pope^  M.  JS.  1. 127. 
Look  nature  through,  'tis  revolution  all ; 
All  change,  no  death :  day  follows  night,  and  night 
The  dying  dav ;  stars  rise  and  set,  and  rise ; 
Earth  takes  tb'  example.    See,  the  summer  gay, 
With  her  green  chaplet  and  ambrosial  flowers. 
Droops  into  pallid  autumn ;  winter  grey, 
Homd  with  frost,  and  turbulent  witn  storm. 
Blows  autumn  and  his  golden  firuits  away. 
Then  melts  into  the  spring ;  soft  spring,  with  breath 
Favonian,  firom  warm  chambers  of  the  south, 
Eecalls  the  first ;  all,  to  reflourish,  fades. 
As,  in  a  wheel,  all  sinks  to  reascend. 

Emblems  of  man,  who  passes,  not  expires.  Young. 

Love  bears  within  itself  the  very  fferm 
Of  change ;  and  how  should  this  be  otherwise  P 
That  violent  things  more  quickly  find  a  term. 
Is  shown  through  nature's  whole  analogies.  Byron. 

A  change  i^ame  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream.  Byron,  Dream,  3. 
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CHAJCT    eoniimietL 
How  clung'd  since  last  her  speaking  eje 
Glanc'd  gladness  round  the  giitt'ring  room ; 
Where  mgh-bom  men  were  proud  to  wait, 
Where  beauty  watch'd  to  inutate  I  Bj/ran,  Parinna. 

Yoor  coldness  I  heed  not ;  your  frown  I  defy ; 

Your  affection  I  need  not — the  time  has  gone  by, 

When  a  blush  or  a  smile  on  that  cheek  could  beguile 

My  soul  from  its  safety,  with  witche^'s  'wile.    Mrs,  Otgood. 

Soses  bloom,  and  then  they  wither ; 

Cheeks  are  bright,  then  fade  and  die ; 

Shapes  of  li^t  are  wafted  hither. 

Then  like  visions  hurry  by.  J,  G,  PereivaL 

Weep  not  that  the  world  changes — did  it  keep 

A  stable,  changeless  course,  't  were  cause  to  weep.     Bryant. 

I  ask  not  what  change  has  come  over  thy  heart ; 

I  seek  not  what  chances  hare  doomed  us  to  part ; 

I  know  thou  hast  told  me  to  loye  thee  no  more. 

And  I  still  must  obey,  where  I  once  did  adore.         Soffinan 

Not  in  rain  the  distance  beckons. 

Forward,  forward  let  us  range ; 

Let  the  peoples  spin  for  ever 

Down  the  zmging  groor^s  of  change.  Tennyson, 

The  stone  that  is  rolling  can  gather  no  moss, 

For  maater  and  serrant  oft  changing  is  loss.  Tusser,  PU,  Kw, 


For  he  being  dead,  with  him  is  beauty  slain ; 

And  beauty  dead,  black  chaos  comes  again.    5A.  F.  ^  A.  178. 

Where  eldest  I^ight 
And  chaos,  ancestors  of  nature,  h<ud 
Eternal  anarchy  amidst  the  noise 
Of  endless  wars.  Milton,  P.  L,  ii.  894. 

Beligion,  blushing,  veils  her  sacred  fires. 

And  unawares  Morality  expires, 

Nor  public  flame,  nor  private,  dares  to  shine ; 

Nor  numan  spark  is  left,  nor  glimpse  divine ! 

Lo !  thy  dread  empire.  Chaos,  is  restored ; 

Light  <ues  before  tny  uncreating  word : 

Thy  hand,  great  Anarch,  lets  the  curtain  fall ; 

And  universal  darkness  buries  all.  Pope,  Dun,  iv.  649. 
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Wherever  Grod  erects  a  house  of  prajen 
rhe  Devil^wars  builds  a  chapel  there  : 
And  't  will  be  found  upon  examination, 
The  latter  has  the  largest  congregation.  Drfoe,  T.  B,  Eng.  i.  1. 
CHAXACTER—- M0  FicUenefS,  DetraetioA. 
There  is  a  kind  of  character  in  thy  life, 
That  to  the  observer  doth  thy  history 
Fully  unfold.  8k.  M.JbrM.iA. 

He  was  a,  scholar,  and  a  ripe  and  good  one ; 
Exceedinff  wise,  fiur  spdcen,  and  persuading : 
Lofty,  ana  sour,  to  them  that  lov  a  him  not ; 
But  to  those  men  that  sought  him,  sweet  as  summer. 

8k.  Ben.  rni.  v.  4. 
His  words  are  bonds,  his  oaths  are  oracles ; 
His  lore  sincere,  his  thoughts  immaculate ; 
His  tears,  pure  messengers  sent  from  his  heart ; 
His  heart  as  far  from  fraud  as  heaven  from  earth.  lb,  J\o.  G.n.7. 
Gnats  are  unnoticed  wheresoe'er  they  fly. 
But  eagles  gazed  upon  by  every  eye.      Skakeip.  Rape  </  L. 
Errors,  like  straws,  upon  the  sur&ee  flow ; 
He  who  would  search  for  pearls  must  dive  below. 

Dryden^  Annus  MirMUs,  39. 
Though  gay  as  mirth,  as  curious  thought  sedate ; 
As  elegance  polite,  as  power  elate ; 
Profound  as  reason,  and  as  justice  clear ; 
Soft  as  compassion,  yet  as  truth  severe.  Savage. 

Form'd  by  the  converse  happily  to  steer 
From  grave  to  ^ay,  from  lively  to  severe ; 
Correct  with  spirit,  eloquent  witii  ease. 
Intent  to  reason,  or  polite  to  please.        Pope,  S.  M.  iv.  380. 
Of  manners  gentle,  of  afiections  nuld  I 
In  wit  a  man,  simplicity  a  child.  Po/m,  on  Qay. 

Who  but  must  laugh,  if  such  a  man  there  be  P 
Who  would  not  weep,  if  Atticus  were  he  P  Pope^  Ee.  U  ^r.213. 
Bare  compound  of  oddity,  frolic,  and  fun, 
Who  relisVd  a  joke,  and  rejoic'd  in  a  pun.  Goldtmilk,  Setal, 
His  talk  was  like  a  stream,  which  runs 
With  rapid  change  from  rocks  to  roses : 
It  slipped  from  politics  to  puns. 
It  passed  from  Mahomet  to  Moses ; 
Beginning  with  the  laws  which  keep 
The  planets  in  their  radiant  courses^ 
And  ending  with  some  precept  deep  ^ 

For  dressing  eels,  or  shoeing  horses.  Praed,  The  Vicar 
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CHABACEBR — confmued. 

Describe  lum  wlio  can, 
An  abridgement  of  all  that  was  pleasujt  in  man.  QuMtmitk,  S. 

For  erer  foremost  in  the  ranks  of  fun,         v 

The  langhing  herald  of  the  harmless  pun.  Syron. 

Her  glossy  hair  was  clnster'd  o'er  a  brow 

Bright  with  intelligence,  and  fair  and  smooth ; 

Her  eyebrows'  shape  was  like  the  aerial  bow ; 

Her  cheek  all  pnrpie  with  the  beam  of  yontii.    Byron,  D.  Ju, 

A  tmer,  nobler,  tmstier  hearty 
If  ore  loving,  or  more  loyal,  never  beat 
Within  a  human  breast.  Byron,  Two  Foteari, 

With  more  capacity  for  love,  than  ear(3i 

Bestows  on  most  of  mortal  mould  and  birth. 

His  early  dreams  of  good  oat-stripp'd  the  truth. 

And  troubled  manhood  foDow'd  bamed  youth.    Byron,  Lara* 

To  those  who  know  thee  not,  no  words  can  paint ! 
And  those  who  know  thee,  know  all  words  are  faint  I 

Han.  More,  SenMilUy, 
He  is  so  full  of  pleasing  anecdote, 
So  rich,  so  gay,  so  poignant  in  his  wit. 
Time  Tanishes  before  him  as  he  speaks.  Joanna  Baillie, 

In  all  thy  humours,  whether  grave  or  mellow, 

Thou'rt  such  a  touchy,  testy,  pleasant  fellow. 

Hast  so  much  wit  and  mirth,  and  spleen  about  thee, 

There  is  no  living  with  thee,  nor  without  thee.  From  Martial, 

She  was — but  words  would  fail  to  tell  thee  what : 

Think  what  a  woman  shoidd  be,  she  was  that.  Anon, 

CHASLE8  n. 

Here  lies  our  sovereign  lord  the  king. 

Whose  word  no  man  relies  on ; 

Who  never  said  a  foolish  thing, 

And  never  did  a  wise  one.    Rochester,  Mock,  Ep,  on  Chas,  ii. 
CEABITT— «M  Beggars,  Benevolenee. 
For  his  bounty, 

There  was  no  winter  in't ;  an  autumn  'twas. 

That  grew  the  more  by  reaping.  Sh,  Ant.  Cleop.  y.  2. 

He  hath  a  tear  for  pitjr>  and  a  hand 

Open  as  day,  for  meltmg  charity ; 

Yet,  notwithstanding,  beinff  incens'd,  he's  flint ; 

As  humorous  as  winter,  and  as  sudden 

As  flaws  congealed  in  die  spring  of  day.      Bh.  Hen,  TV,  n.  4. 
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GHABIT7— «0n/iiiMMiL 
'lis  not  enough  to  help  the  feeble  up, 
Sat  to  support  him  after.  Sh.  Timon,  i,  1. 

Charity  itself  fulfils  the  lav, 
And  who  can  sever  lore  from  charity  P        jS&.  L,  X.  X.  iv.  3. 
It  was  sufficient  that  his  wants  were  known. 
True  charity  makes  others'  wants  their  own. 

Bohert  Dabome,  Poor  Man's  Contort. 
How  few,  like  thee,  enquire  the  wretched  out. 
And  court  the  offices  or  soft  humanity. 
Like  thee,  reserve  their  raiment  for  the  naked, 
Beach  out  their  bread  to  feed  the  crying  orphan, 
Or  mix  the  pitying  tears  with  those  that  weep  I  Bowe,  Jane  S, 

Think  not  the  good 
The  gentle  deeds  of  mercy  thou  hast  done. 
Shall  die  forgotten  all ;  the  poor,  the  prisoner, 
The  fatherless,  the  friendless,  and  the  widow, 
Who  daily  own  the  bounty  of  thy  hand. 
Shall  cry  to  heav'n,  and  pull  a  blessing  on  thee.  Bowe,  Ib.i.2, 
Great  minds,  like  heaven,  are  pleased  in  doing  good, 
Though  the  ungrateful  subjects  of  their  favours 
Are  barren  in  return.  Bowe,  Tamerlane, 

True  happiness  (if  understood) 

Consists  alone  in  doing  good.  Somerville, 

In  faith  and  hope  the  world  will  disagree. 
But  all  mankind's  concern  is  charity : 
All  must  be  false  that  thwart  this  one  great  end ; 
And  all  of  God,  that  bless  mankind,  or  mend.       Pope,  B.  M. 
Let  humble  Allen,  with  an  awkward  shame,  &^'*  3^* 

Do  good  by  stealth,  and  blush  to  find  it  fame.   lb,  Sai,  i.  135. 

The  generous  pride  of  virtue 
Disdains  to  weigh  too  nicely  the  returns 
Her  bounty  meets  with — Like  the  liberal  gods, 
From  her  own  gracious  nature  she  bestows. 
Not  stoops  to  ask  reward.  Thomson,  Coriolanus,  in. 

Let  shining  charity  adorn  your  zeal, 

The  noblest  impulse  generous  minds  can  feci.    .  Aaron  Hill. 
What  numbers,  once  in  fortune's  lap  high-fed,/ 
Solicit  the  cold  hand  of  charity : 

To  shock  us  more,  solicit  it  in  vain  !  Yonng^  N,  T. 

There  are,  while  human  miseries  abound, 
A  thousand  ways  to  waste  superfluous  wealth. 
Without  one  fool  or  flatterer  at  your  board, 
Without  one  hour  of  sickness  or  disgust.  Armstrong,  A,  P.  iZ* 
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CHAUTT— 00»i««mMf. 
Trae  charity,  a  plant  diyinely  nors'd. 
Fed  by  ihe  Ioyo  from  which  it  rose  at  first. 
Thrives  against  hope,  and,  in  the  rudest  scene. 
Storms  but  enhren  its  unfading  green  ; 
Exuberant  in  the  shadow  it  supplies. 

Its  fruit  on  earth,  its  growth  abore  the  9kie8.Cawper,Chartfy, 
The  truly  generous  is  the  truly  wise ;  [573. 

And  he  who  lores  not  others,  uyes  unblest.   JSomef  Doufflai. 
The  drying  up  a  single  tear  has  more 
Of  honest  fame,  than  shedding  seas  of  gore.  Byronj  D.J.yiu.  8. 

He  who  wiU  not  cive 
Some  portion  of  his  ease,  his  blood,  his  wealth. 
For  otner's  good,  is  a  poor  frozen  churl.  Joa.  Baillie,  Eih,  i.  2. 


Charms  strike  the  sight,  but  merit  wins  the  soul. 
pgAfrnr,  Pope,  Bape  qf  the  Lock,  t.  34. 

Chaste  as  the  icicle 

That's  curdled  by  the  frost  from  purest  snow, 

And  hangs  on  Dian's  temple.  8h.  Coriol.  v.  3. 

The  soul  whose  bosom  lust  did  never  touch. 

Is  God's  fair  bride ;  and  maidens'  souls  are  such. 

Decker,  Honest  TF».  p.  1. 

In  thy  fair  brow  there's  such  a  legend  writ 

Of  chastity,  as  blinds  th'  adulterous  mind.     Drjfden,  Albion, 
ciTATirAir, 

His  speech,  his  form,  his  action,  Ml  of  grace. 

And  aU  his  country  beaming  in  his  face. 

He  stood,  as  some  inimitable  hand 

Would  strive  to  make  a  Paul  or  Tully  stand.  Cowper,  T.  2\  347. 
CHAIIIRT0V. 

I  thought  of  Chatterton,  th'  marvellous  boy. 

The  sleepless  soul  that  perish'd  in  his  pride. 

Of  lum  who  walk'd  in  fflory  and  in  joy, 

Following  his  plough  along  the  mountain  side. 
flineATryft  Word$u)crth,  Bee.  and  InJep,  vii. 

In  little  trades  more  cheats  and  lying 

Are  us'd  in  selling,  than  in  buying ; 

But  in  the  great,  uniuster  dealing 

Is  us'd  in  buying,  tnan  in  selling.      Butler^  Mise,  Thoughts. 

Doubtless  the  pleasure  is  as  great, 

Of  being  cheated  as  to  cheat.  Butler^  Hud,  ii.  3, 1.  I. 
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CHEATDICK— MM^fMiM^. 
From  stratagem  to  strataffem  we  ran, 
And  he  knows  most,  who  latest  is  undone ; 
An  honest  man  will  take  a  knave's  advice. 
But  idiots  onlj  will  be  cozen'd  twice.  Dryiem, 

Let  me  play  the  fool ; 

With  mirth  and  laughter  let  old  wrinkles  come  ; 

And  let  my  liver  ramer  heat  with  wine, 

Than  my  heart  cool  with  morticing  groans. 

Why  should  a  man  whose  blood  is  warm  within» 

Sit  fike  his  grandsire  cut  in  alabaster  P 

Sleep  when  ne  wakes?  and  creep  into  the  jaundice 

By  being  peevish  P  8%.  M.  tf  Ven.  1. 1. 

A  merry  heart  goes  all  the  day, 

A  sad  tires  in  a  mile.  Sh,  Win,  T.  it.  2,  Song, 

Cheerful  looks  make  every  dish  a  feast. 

And  't  is  that  which  crowns  a  welcome.  Ifassinger. 

What  then  remains,  but  well  our  power  to  use, 

And  keep  good  humour  still,  whate'er  we  lose  P 

And  trust  me,  dear,  good  humour  can  prevail. 

When  airs,  and  flights,  and  screams,  and  scolding  fail. 
GEiDnrO.  Fope,  E.  qf  the  X. 

If  she  do  frown  't  is  not  in  hate  of  you, 

But  rather  to  beget  more  love  in  you ; 

If  she  do  chide  %  is  not  to  have  you  give.      Bh,  TSoo  G,  i.  2. 
Those  that  do  teach  your  babes. 

Do  it  with  gentle  means,  and  easy  taskis ; 

He  might  mtve  chid  me  so ;  for,  m  good  faith, 

I  am  a  child  to  chiding.  8k,  Oik.  iv.  2. 

Chide  him  for  faults,  and  do  it  reverently. 

When  you  perceive  his  blood  inclined  to  mirth. 
OHILDBEABIKG.  ^^'  ^^'  ^^'  2»  iv.  4. 

The  stealth  of  our  most  mutual  entertainment. 

With  character  too  gross,  is  writ  on  Jidiet.  8h,  M.for  M,  i.  3. 
In  the  first  days 

Of  my  distracting  grief,  I  found  myself 

As  women  wish  to  be  who  love  their  lords.  Home,  Douglat,  i,  1. 
CHILD^OHILDHOOD— CHILDBBV—XBUCATIOV. 

The  royal  tree  hath  left  us  royal  fruit. 

Which,  mellow'd  bv  the  stealing  hours  of  time. 

Will  well  become  tne  seat  of  majesty. 

And  make,  no  doubt,  us  happy  by  his  reign.  5A.  Ric.  iii,  iii.  7. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


CHILD,  CHILDHOOD,   CHILDBUT.  75 

CHILD,  C?HTTiDTrOOD,  CBJUXREM^-contmrnd, 

^  Bdiold,  my  lords, 
Althongli  the  print  be  little,  the  wnole  matter 
And  copr  of  tne  father :  eye,  nose,  lip. 
The  trick  of  his  frown,  lus  forehead ;  nay,  the  TaUer, 
The  pretty  dimples  of  his  chin,  and  cheek  ;  his  smiles, 
Qlie  Teiy  mould  and  frame  of  hand,  nail,  finger.  8k»  W.  T,  ii.  3. 

The  poor  wren, 
The  most  diminntiTe  of  birds,  will  fight, 
Her  yonng  ones  in  her  nest,  against  me  owl.  Sh,  Maeb,  it.  2. 
The  childhood  shews  liie  man. 
As  morning  shews  the  day.        Milton^  Par^,  B§g,  it.  220. 

Children  blessings  seem,  but  torments  are, 
"When  yoimg  oar  folly,  and  when  old  our  fear.  Oiway,  Don  Car, 

One  son  at  home 
Concerns  thee  more  than  many  guests  to  come ; 
If  to  some  nsefnl  art  he  be  not  bred. 

He  grows  mere  lumber,  and  is  worse  than  dead.         Dryden. 
Thanks  to  the  gods,  my  bor  has  done  his  duty  I 
— ^Portins,  when  I  am  deacU  be  sure  yon  place 
His  nm  near  mine.  Addison,  Caio, 

Behold  the  child,  by  nature's  kindly  law, 
Pleased  with  a  rattle,  tickled  with  a  straw.  Pope,  EM,  II.275. 
Bt  sports  like  these  are  all  their  cares  begnil'd ; 
Tne  sports  of  children  satisfy  the  child.        Chldsmith,  Trav. 
A  lorelj  beiD^,  scarcely  form'd  or  moulded. 
Arose  withall  its  sweetest  leayes  yet  folded.  JB^on,  D.J.  xt.  43. 
Yet  a  fine  family  is  a  fine  thing, 
(Provided  they  don't  come  in  aAer  dinner ;) 
'Tis  beantiM  to  see  a  matron  bring 

Her  children  np  (if  nursing  them  don't  thin  her).  Byron, D.  J, 
Look  how  he  laughs  and  stretches  out  his  arms. 
And  opens  wide  his  blue  eyes  unon  thine. 
To  hail  his  finther :  while  his  little  form 
Flutters  as  wing'd  with  joy.    Talk  not  of  pain ! 
The  childless  cherubs  well  might  enyy  thee 
The  pleasures  of  a  parent.  Byron,  Cain,  in.  1. 

He  smiles,  and  sleeps ! — sleep  on 
And  smile,  thou  little,  young  inheritor 
Of  a  world  scarce  less  young :  sleep  on,  and  smile  ! 
Thine  are  the  hours  and  days  when  both  are  cheering 
And  innocent !  Byron,  Cain,  in.  1. 

liTing  jewels  dropp'd  unstained  from  hearen.  Pollok, 
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CHILD—CHILDHOOD— CHTLDTIKH — eaniintttd. 
The  tear  down  childliood's  cheek  that  flows. 
Is  like  the  dew-drop  on  the  rose ; 
When  next  the  sanuner  breeze  comes  by, 
And  wares  the  bush,  the  flower  is  dry.  Scott,  Bokehy, 

Why  was  my  prayer  accepted  ?  why  did  Hear'n 

In  anger  hear  me,  when  I  ask'd  a  son  P     Man,  More,  Mbset,  1. 

The  child  is  father  of  the  man.  Wordstoorth,  My  W,  Leaps,  L  7. 

Oh !  dear  to  memory  are  those  hours 

When  every  pathway  led  to  flowers ; 

When  sticks  of  peppermint  possess'd 

A  sceptre's  power  to  sway  the  breast. 

And  heayen  was  round  us  while  we  fed 

On  rich  ambrosial  gingerbread.  Eliza  Coot. 

Women  know 
The  way  to  rear  up  children  (to  be  just) ; 
They  know  a  simple,  merry,  tender  knack 
Of  tyin^  sashes,  ntting  baby-shoes, 
And  strmging  pretty  words  that  make  no  sense. 
And  kissing  full  sense  into  empty  words  ; 
Which  things  are  corals  to  out  life  upon. 
Although  such  trifles.  Mrs.  Browning, 

CHOICE. 

When  better  cherries  are  not  to  be  had, 

We  needs  must  take  the  seeming  best  of  bad.  Daniel, 

So  much  to  win,  so  much  to  lose. 

No  maryel  that  I  fear  to  dioose.  Mies  Landon, 

CHOUEB. 

Must  I  F-'^e  way  and  room  to  your  rash  choler  ? 

Shall  I  be  frighted  when  a  madman  stares?    8h.  Jul,  C,  ly.  3. 

Let  your  reason  with  your  choler  question 

What  'tis  you  go  about.  8h,  Hen,  viii,  i.  1. 

CHBISnAV. 

A  Christiau  is  the  highest  style  of  man.  Young,  N,  T,  iy.  788. 

CHBI8TMA8. 

At  Christmas  play,  and  make  good  cheer. 

For  Christmas  comes  but  once  a  year.   Tutwr,  600  points,  12. 

Lo !  now  is  come  our  joyftd'st  feast  I 
Let  eyery  man  be  jolly. 
Each  room  with  iyy  leaves  is  drest* 
And  eyery  post  with  holly. 
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CKSZ8SHAB*-  continmd. 

Kow  all  our  neiKliboiiTs'  cliiinnejB  8moke« 

And  ChriBtmas  Blocks  are  bumin j|r ; 

Their  orens  they  with  bdc't  meats  choke. 

And  all  their  spits  are  taming.         Wither,  Ckriitmas  Carol. 

Kow  thrice-welcome  Christmas,  which  brings  tu  good  cheer, 

Minc'd  pies  and  plnm  porridge,  good  ale  and  strong  beer. 

With  niff,  goose,  and  capon,  the  oest  that  may  be, — 

So  well  doUi  the  weather  and  onr  stomachs  agree. 

Obserre  how  the  chimneys  do  smoke  all  about ; 

The  cooks  are  proTiding  for  dinner,  no  doubt : 

But  those  on  wnose  tables  no  yictuals  appear, 

O,  may  they  keep  Lent  all  the  rest  of  the  year ! 

Poor  BMn  s  Almanack,  1695. 
Heap  on  more  wood !  the  wind  is  chill ; 
Bat  let  it  whistle  as  it  will. 
Well  keep  oar  Christmas  meny  stilL     S0OM,  Marmion,  0.  6. 

CtEUBCK— «M  Oathodialy  Olexgymaii,  Tteligisn. 
Then  might  you  see 
Cowls,  hoods,  and  habits  wiUi  their  wearers  tost 
And  fluttered  into  rags ;  then  reliques,  beads. 
Indulgences,  dispenses,  pardons,  boUs, 
The  sport  of  winds ;  all  these  upwhirl'd  aloft 
Fly  to  the  rearward  of  the  world  far  off 
Into  a  limbo  large  and  broad,  since  call'd 
The  paradise  of  fools.  Milian,  P.  Z.  m.  490. 

What  makes  a  church  a  den  of  thieyes  P 

A  dean  and  chapter,  and  white  slecTes.  Butler,  Hud.  3, 1. 1286. 

Patience  in  want,  and  porertn^  of  mind. 

These  marks  of  church  and  cnurchmen  he  designed. 

And  liring  taught,  and  dying  left  behind.  <  y    Dryien. 

I  met  a  reverend,  &t,  old,  gouty  friar. 

With  a  paunch  swoU'n  so  high,  his  doable  chin 

Might  rest  upon  't :  a  true  son  of  the  church  I 

Fr^-oolour  d,  andwell-thriring  on  his  trade.  Dryden,8pan.F, 

Who  builds  A  church  to  God,  and  not  to  fame. 

Will  neyer  mark  the  marble  with  his  name.   Pope,  Jf.  S.  la. 

Church  ladders  are  not  always  mounted  best 

By  learned  clerks  and  latinists  professed.  Cowper,  Uroe.  87& 

"  What  is  a  Church  P"  Let  truth  and  reason  speak ; 

llkey  should  reply — "  The  faithftd  pure  and  meek. 

From  Christian  folds,  the  one  selected  race. 

Of  aU  professions,  and  of  every  place."        Orabbe,  BoroHgh. 
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OHUBCK---«Mi/tii«Ml. 
Wliat  is  a  church  P— Onr  honest  sexton  tells 
T  is  a  tall  building,  with  a  tower  and  bells.  Otahhe,  Boromgh. 

Whj  should  we  crare  a  hallowed  spot  P 

An  altar  is  in  each  man's  cot, 

A  church  in  every  grore  that  spreads 

Its  liring  roof  alJore  our  heads.  Wordtteorih, 

It  never  was  a  prosperous  world 
Since  priests  have  interfer  d  with  temporal  matters ; 
The  custom  of  their  ancestors  they  slight. 
And  change  their  shirts  of  hair  for  robes  of  gold ; 
Thus  luxury  and  interest  rule  the  church. 
Whilst  piety  and  conscience  dwell  in  caves.  Bancroft,  F  ofM, 

GHUBGETABD — CGEXBIXBT. 

The  solitary  silent,  solemn  scene. 

Where  Cesars,  heroes,  peasants,  hermits  lie. 

Blended  in  dust  together ;  where  the  slave 

Bests  from  his  labours  ;  where  th'  insulting  proud 

Besigns  his  power ;  the  miser  drops  his  hcMira ; 

Where  human  folly  sleeps.  -2>y«r,  Ruim  qf  Borne, 


My  master  is  of  churlish  disposition. 

And  little  recks  to  find  the  way  to  heaven. 

By  doing  deeds  of  hospitality.  8h,  At  Tou  L,  iv.  2. 

onnf. 

There  with  like  haste  to  several  ways  they  run. 

Some  to  undo,  and  some  to  be  undone ; 

While  luxury  and  wealth,  and  war  and  peace. 

Are  each  th  other's  ruin  and  increase ; 

As  rivers  lost  in  seas,  some  secret  vein 

Thence  reconveys^  there  to  be  lost  again.  Denham. 

Beligious,  punctual,  fimgal,  and  so  forth ; 

His  word  would  pass  for  more  than  he  was  worth. 

One  solid  dish  his  week-da^  meal  affords, 

And  added  pudding  solemniz'd  the  Lord's.      Pope,  M,  B.  9. 

uiYiiJTT. 

Whilst  thou  livest,  keep  a  good  tongue  in  thy  head. 

8h.  Temp.  in.  2. 
CLEUnjMEBB. 
Even  from  the  body's  purity,  the  mind 
Beceives  a  secret  sympathetic  aid.  Thomeon,  Summer. 
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Babble  on,  je  priests ;  amuse  mankind 

Wiik  idle  tales  of  flames,  and  tort'ring  fiends, 

And  stany  crowns,  for  natient  sofferinffs  here : 

Yes,  guJl  the  crowd,  ana  gain  their  eartnly  goods. 

For  feign'd  rerersions  in  a  hearenly  state.   TT.  Shirley,  Far, 

Then  shaU  they  seek  t'  arail  themselres  of  names. 

Places,  to  titles,  and  with  these  to  join 

Secular  power,  though  feigning  still  to  act 

By  spiritual,  to  themselves  appropriating 

Tne  Spirit  of  God,  promised  alike  to  be  given 

To  all  believers.  MtUon,  P.  X.  zn.  516. 

Men  of  his  coat  should  be  minding  their  prayers. 

And  not  among  ladies  to  give  themselves  airs.  8m^ 

Near  yonder  copse,  where  once  the  garden  smil'd. 

And  still  where  many  a  garden  flow'r  grows  wild. 

There,  where  a  few  torn  shrubs  the  p£ce  disclose, 

The  village  preacher's  modest  mansion  rose. 

A  man  he  was  to  all  the  country  dear, 

Andpassing  rich  with  fortypounas  ayear.  OoUsmitk,Dei,  V.  137. 

At  church,  with  meek  and  unaffected  grace. 

His  looks  adom'd  the  venerable  place ; 

Truth  from  his  lips  prevail'd  with  double  sway. 

And  fools,  who  came  to  scoff,  remain'd  to  pray.  ib.  177. 

He  that  negociates  'tween  God  and  man. 

As  God's  ambassador,  the  grand  concerns 

Of  judgment  and  of  mercy,  should  beware 

Of  liglSness  in  his  speech.  Cimpert  T<uk,  2,  464. 

I  venerate  the  man,  whose  heart  is  warm. 

Whose  hands  are  pure,  whose  doctrine  and  whose  life 

Coincident,  exhibit  lucid  proof 

That  he  is  honest  in  the  sacred  cause.    Cowper,  Task,  2,  673. 

In  man  or  woman,  but  far  most  in  man« 

And  most  of  all  in  man  that  ministers, 

And  serves  the  altar,  in  my  soul  I  loathe 

All  affectation,    lis  my  perfect  scorn : 

Object  of  my  implacable  disgust.  Cawper,  Task,  2,  414. 

Whate'er 
I  may  have  been,  or  am,  doth  rest  between 
Heaven  and  myself. — ^I  shall  not  choose  a  mortal 
To  be  my  mediator.  Byron,  Matured,  in.  1« 
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CLEBOTltAH. 

The  proud  he  tam'd,  the  penitent  he  cheer 'd : 

Nor  to  rebuke  the  rich  onender  fear'd. 

His  preaching  much,  but  more  his  practice  wrought— 

A  living  sermon  of  the  truths  he  taught — 

For  this  by  rules  severe  his  life  he  squar'd, 

That  all  might  see  the  doctrine  which  thej  heard. 

Dryd^n,  Character  of  a  Good  Parson, 
If  such  dinners  you  give,  | 

You'll  ne'er  want  for  parsons  as  long  as  jou  lire :  i 

I  ne'er  knew  a  parson  without  a  go<^  nose,  | 

But  the  devil's  as  welcome  wherever  he  goes.  Swift, 

Hear  how  he  clears  the  points  o'  faith 

Wi  rattlin  an'  thumpin  I  ' 

Now  meekly  calm,  now  wild  in  wrath, 

He's  stampm,  an'  he's  jumpin !  Bum$,  Holy  Fair. 

The  royal  letters  are  a  thing  of  course ; 

A  king,  that  woidd,  might  recommend  his  horse ; 

And  deans,  no  doubt,  and  chapters  with  one  voice. 

As  bound  in  duty,  woidd  connrm  the  choice.      Cowper,  Tiro. 

Your  Lordship  and  your  Grace,  what  schools  can  teach 

A  rhet'ric  eqiud  to  those  parts  of  speech  P 

What  need  of  Homer's  verse,  or  Tlilly's  prose, 

Sweet  interjections !  if  he  learn  but  tnose  P 

Let  rev'rend  churls  his  ignorance  rebuke. 

Who  starve  upon  a  dog's  ear'd  Pentateuch, 

The  Parson  knows  enough  who  knows  a  Duke.  Coioper,  l^ro. 
In  his  duty  prompt,  at  every  call, 

He  watch'd,  and  wept,  and  felt,  and  pray'd  for  all.  Ghldsmiih. 

In  short,  no  dray-horse  ever  work'd  so  hard,  [-Z>.  F.  186. 

From  vaults  to  orag  up  hogshead,  tun,  or  pipe. 

As  this  good  priest,  to  drag,  for  small  reward. 

The  souls  of  sinners  from  the  devil's  gripe.       Peter  Pindar. 

Around  his  form  his  loose  long  robe  was  thrown, 

And  wrapt  a  breast  bestow'd  on  heaven  alone.  Byron,  Cors.  2. 
CLSBICAL  BTiPKHJ). 

What  makes  all  doctrines  plain  and  clear  P 

About  two  hundred  pounds  a  year. 

And  that  which  was  prov'd  true  before, 

Prove  fabe  again  P  Iwo  hundred  more.  Butler,  H.  iii.  i.  1277. 
CLDIATE. 

We  envy  not  the  warmer  clime  that  lies 

In  ten  degrees  of  more  indulgent  skies ; 

Nor  at  the  coarseness  of  our  neav'n  repine. 

Though  o'er  our  heads  the  frozen  Pleiads  shine         Addison. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


CLOUDS —COKFOBT.  81 

OLOUM. 

The  doudB  oonai^  their  treasure  to  the  fields, 

And,  soMj  shaking  on  the  dimpled  pool 

Preloaiye  drops,  let  all  tkeir  moisture  flow. 

In  large  elision  o'er  a  fireshen'd  world.       Thornton^  Spring. 

There's  not  a  doad  in  that  bine  plain, 

Bat  teOfl  of  stonns  to  come  or  past ; — 

Here,  flying  loosely  as  the  mane 

Of  a  younff  war-horse  in  the  blast ; — 

There,  roll  d  in  masses  dark  and  swelling, 

As  proud  to  be  the  thunder's  dwelling.  Moore, 

GOA0H. 

Go,  call  a  coach,  and  let  a  coach  be  call'd, 

And  let  the  man  who  calleth  be  the  caller, 

And  in  his  calling  let  him  nothing  call 

But  coach !  coach  I  coach  I  oh,  for  a  coach,  ye  gods ! 
00(jX.02OWIV0.  Carey,  Chr<ynonhotonthologot,  6. 

Hark,  bark  1  I  bear 

The  strain  of  strutting  chanticleer 

Ciy,  Cock-a-doodle-doo.  8h,  Temp,  i.  2. 

The  cock,  that  is  the  trumpet  of  the  mom, 

Dotb  with  his  lo%  and  shrill-sounding  throat 

Awake  the  god  of  day.  Sh,  Ham,  i.  1 

GOLLBCT0B.— «M  Antiquaxy. 

A  snapper-up  of  unconsidered  trifles.     8h.  Win,  Tale,  iv.  2. 
GOIOI. 

Nature  to  each  allots  his  proper  sphere. 

But  that  forsaken,  we  like  comets  err. 

Toss'd  tJiro'  tiie  yoid,  by  some  rude  shock  we're  broke, 

And  all  our  boasted  flre  is  lost  in  smoke.  Congreve, 

Lo !  from  the  dread  immensity  of  space 

Betumin^,  with  accelerated  course. 

The  rudung  comet  to  the  sun  descends : 

And  as  he  sinks  below  the  shading  earth, 

With  awful  train  projected  o'er  the  heavens. 

The  guilty  nations  tremble.  Tkamion,  Summer, 

O,  my  good  lord,  that  comfort  comes  too  late ; 
'Tu  fike  a  pardon  after  execution ; 
Iliat  gentle  physic,  given  in  time,  had  cur'd  me ; 
But  now  I'm  past  all  comfort  here  but  prayers. 

8h,  Hen,  vm,  iv.  2. 
Comfort,  like  the  golden  sun. 
Dispels  the  sullen  shade  with  her  sweet  influence. 
And  cheers  the  melancholy  house  of  care.  Bowe, 

Q 
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COMTOBT — continued. 
Sweet  as  refreshing  dews  or  siimmer  showers 
To  the  long  parching  thirst  of  drooping  flowers ; 
Grateful  as  tanning  gales  to  fainting  swains, 
And  soft  as  trickling  balm  to  bleedmg  pains«-« 
Such  are  thy  words.  Qay. 

It  is  a  little  thing  to  speak  a  phrase 
Of  common  comfort,  which  by  daily  use 
Has  almost  lost  its  sense ;  yet  on  tne  ear 
Of  him  who  thought  to  die  onmonm'd  'twill  fall 
lake  choicest  music.  Taywird, 

OOIOCXRTAXOSB. 

The  honour's  overpaid, 

When^he  that  did  the  act  is  commentator.  Shirley. 

These  lost  their  sense,  their  learning  to  display, 

And  those  explained  tibe  meaning  quite  away.  Pope, 

How  commentators  each  dark  passage  shun. 

And  hold  their  farthing  candle  to  the  sun. 

Young,  Love  qf  Fame,  vn.  97. 

Oh !  rather  give  me  commentators  plain. 

Who  with  no  deep  researches  yez  tne  brain, 

Who  from  the  dark  and  doubtful  loye  to  run, 

And  hold  their  glimmering  taper  to  the  sun. 

Crabbe,  Parish  Begiiter,  i, 
OOMFABIBOn. 

Comparisons  are  odorous.  8h,  M,  Ado,  ni.  6. 

When  the  moon  shone,  we  did  not  see  the  candle ; 

So  doth  the  greater  glory  dim  the  less.     8h.  If.  <^  Ven.  T.  1. 

In  yirtues  nothing  earthly  could  surpass  her, 

Saye  thine  "  incomparable  oil"  Macassar !  Byron,  D.  J.  i.  17. 
OOMPASSIOir— #M  Pity. 

Press  not  a  falling  man  too  far ;  'tis  yirtue.  Sh.  Sen,  vm,  ui.  2. 

O,  heayens !  can  you  hear  a  good  man  arroan. 

And  not  relent,  or  not  compassion  him  r    8h,  TU,  And.  ly.  1. 

Poor  naked  wretches,  wheresoe'er  you  are, 

That  bide  the  pelting  of  this  pitiless  storm, 

How  shall  your  houseless  heads  and  unfed  sides. 

Tour  loop'd  and  window'd  ragsedness,  defend  you 

From  seasons  such  as  these  P    Oh,  I  haye  ta'en 

Too  little  care  of  this !    Take  physio,  pomp ; 

Expose  thyself  to  feel  what  wretches  feel ; 

That  thou  may'st  shake  the  superflux  to  them. 

And  show  the  heayens  more  just.  Sh.  Lear^  uu  4. 
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OOKPASSIOir— Aw/«mMdL 

Pity !  it  iB  a  pity  to  recall  to  feeling 

The  wretch  too  nappy  to  escape  to  death. 

By  the  compassionate  trance,  poor  nature's  last 

Itesource  against  the  tyranny  of  pain.  Byron, 

OOMFLAIHT. 

Come,  now  again  thy  woes  impart. 

Ten  all  thy  sorrows,  all  thy  sin ; 

We  cannot  heal  the  throbbing  heart. 

Till  we  discern  the  wounds  within.  Creche. 

OGMFLBZIOV. 

'Tis  beauty  truly  blent,  whose  red  and  white 

Katoie's  own  sweet  and  cunning  hand  laid  on  8h,  T.  NL  i.  6. 


The  histre  in  your  eye,  heaven  in  your  cheek. 

Beads  your  fair  usage.  8h.  TroiL  iv.  4. 

OOVCSALKEHT— «M  Lore. 

He  that  is  robb'd,  not  wanting  what  is  stolen, 

Let  him  not  knoVt,  and  he's  not  robVd  at  all.  Sh,  0th.  in.  2. 

T  is  not  my  talent  to  conceal  my  thoughts. 

Or  osrzy  smiles  and  sunshine  in  n^  face. 

While  discontent  sits  heavy  at  my  heart.  Addison. 

OOMCSa^u*  Fennalily,  Belf-oonoeit. 

As  his  own  bright  image  he  survey'd. 

He  feu  in  love  with  the  fantastic  shade  ; 

And  o'er  the  fair  resemblance  hung  unmov'd, 

I^or  knew,  fond  youth,  it  was  himself  he  lov'd.       Ovid,  Met. 

A  strong  conceit  is  rich ;  so  most  men  deem : 

If  not  to  be,  'tis  comfort  yet  to  seem.  MarstoUf  AfUonio^MeU. 

Cfonceit  in  weakest  bodies,  strongest  works.  8h.  Ram.  ui.  4. 

This  self-conceit  is  a  most  dang'rous  shelf. 

Where  many  have  been  shipwreck'd  unawares ; 

He  who  doth  trust  too  much  unto  himself. 

Can  never  fail  to  &I1  in  many  snares.  E,  qf  Sterling,  Crcuus, 

Drawn  by  conceit  from  reason's  plan. 

How  vain  is  that  poor  creature,  man  I 

How  pleas'd  is  ev  ry  paltry  elf 

To  prate  about  that  tmng,  himself.  ChurehilL 

COVGLVnOV. 

O,  most  lame  and  impotent  conclusion  P  8h.  0th.  ii.  1. 

OOVOQBO. 

Kind  concord,  heavenly-bom !  whose  blissful  reign. 

Holds  this  vast  globe  in  one  sxurounding  chain  ; 

Soul  of  the  world  1  TickelL 

g2 
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OOVSSXRZD. 

The  wretch,  condemned  with  life  to  part, 

Still,  BtUl  on  hope  relies  ; 

And  every  pang  that  rends  the  heart, 

Bids  expectation  rise.  Goldsmith,  Captivity,  n. 

oovsircT. 

Haye  more  than  thou  showest, 

S]>eak  less  than  thou  knowest, 

Lend  less  than  thou  owest. 

Learn  more  than  thou  trowest, 

Set  less  than  thou  throwest.  8h,  Lear,  i.  4. 

Our  acts  our  angels  are,  or  good  or  ill, 

Our  fatal  shadows  that  walk  by  us  still.  Fletcher,  H.  M.  Port, 

Learn  to  live  well  that  thou  may'st  die  so  too  ; 

To  live  and  die  is  all  we  have  to  do.  Denham, 

The  man  who  consecrates  his  hours 

By  vig'rous  effort  and  an  honest  aim. 

At  once  he  draws  the  sting  of  life  and  death ; 

He  walks  with  nature,  and  her  paths  are  peace.  Toung,N,T,\9IS, 

Who  does  the  best  his  drcomstance  allows, 

Does  welJ^  acts  nobly ;  angels  could  nomore.rb«7»^,iV^  T,  n. 
To  what  gulphs  C^- 

A  single  deviation  from  the  track 

Of  human  duties  leads  even  those  who  claim 

The  homage  of  mankind  as  their  bom  due. 

And  find  it,  till  they  forfeit  it  themselves !  Byron, 

To  whom  do  lions  cast  their  gentle  looks  P 

I^ot  to  the  beast  that  would  usurp  their  den. 

Whose  hand  is  that  the  forest  bear  doth  lick  F 

I^ot  his  that  spoils  her  young  before  her  face. 

Who  'scapes  tne  lurking  serpent's  mortal  sting  P 

I^ot  he  that  sets  his  foot  upon  her  back. 

The  smallest  worm  will  turn,  being  trodden  on ; 

And  doves  will  peck,  in  safeguard  of  their  brood.  Joan,  BaiUie, 
OOVFIDEHGZ.  Sh,  Hen.  VI,  3,  li.  2. 

Set  on  your  foot ; 

And,  with  a  heart  new  fir'd,  I  follow  you, 

To  do  I  know  not  what :  but  it  sufficeth^ 

That  Brutus  leads  me  on.  8h,  Jul.  C,  n.  2, 

OOVFTTBIOV. 

With  ruin  upon  rain,  rout  on  rout, 

Conftision  worse  confounded*  Milton,  P.  Z.  i;.  005. 
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conuBiAL  sAPPnraui. 

There  's  a  bliss  beyond  aH  thai  the  mmstrel  Has  told. 

When  two,  that  are  link'd  in  one  heavenly  tie, 

TVith  heart  never  changing;,  and  brow  never  cold, 

Love  on  through  all  ills,  and  love  on  till  they  die !       Moore. 

Oh,  the  mnsio  and  b^anty  of  life  lose  their  worth, 

"When  one  heart  only  joys  in  their  smile ; 

Bat  the  union  of  hearts  eives  that  pleasure  its  birth» 

Wbieh  beams  on  the  dankest  and  coldest  of  earth 

like  the  son  on  his  own  chosen  isle ; 

It  gives  to  the  fire-side  of  winter  the  light, 

Tk(d  glow  and  the  glitter  of  spruu^ — 

O  sweet  are  the  hoars,  when  too  fond  hearts  onite, 

As  sofUy  they  {i^lide,  in  their  innocent  flight 

Away  on  a  motionlesB  wing.  M8, 

oaojngt  I  claim  |>y  right 

Of  cononest :  for  when  kings  malse  war, 

No  law  betwixt  two  sov'reigns  can  decide, 

Bat  that  of  arms,  where  fortune  is  the  judge, 

Soldiers  the  lawyers,  and  the  bar  the  field.  Ihyden. 

Mark  I  where  his  carnage  and  his  conquests  cease  ! 

He  mkkes  a  solitude,  and  calls  it  peace  f  Bjfroji,  B.  of  A,  ii.  20. 

conAvevnriTT. 

'Cause  grace  and  virtue  are  within 

Prohibited  degrees  of  kin  ; 

And  therefore  no  true  saint  allows 

They  shall  be  suffered  to  espouse.  Butler,  Hud.  iii.  c.  i.  1293. 

OOHfCIEVCB. 

Leave  her  to  heaven. 
And  to  those  thorns  that  in  her  bosom  lodge. 
To  prick  and  sting  her.  A*-  -H*****  '•  ^ 

Thus  conscience  does  make  cowards  of  us  all ; 
And  thus  the  native  hue  of  resolution 
Is  sicklied  o'er  with  the  pale  cast  of  thought ; 
And  enterprises  of  great  pith  and  moment. 
With  this  regard  their  currents  turn  awry, 
And  lose  the  name  of  action.  5»A.  Ham.  iii.  1. 

Suspicion  always  haunts  the  guilty  mind ;     ^,    _        «       « 
The  thief  doth  fear  each  bush  an  oflRcer.         ah.  H  F/.  3.  v.  6. 
Thrice  is  he  arm'd,  that  hath  his  quarrel  just ; 
And  he  but  naked,  though  look'd  up  in  steel, 
Whose  conscience  with  mjustice  is  corrupted. 

Sh,  Hen.  VI.  2.  iii.  2. 
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OOKBCIXBCR—eonttnwd. 

I  feel  within  me 
A  peace  above  all  earthly  dignities, 
A  still  and  quiet  conscience.  8h.  Sen,  vm.  m.  2. 

Unnataral  deeds 
Do  breed  nnnatural  troubles  ;  Infected  minds 
To  their  deaf  pillows  will  discharge  their  secrets.  8L  Mae,  T.  1. 
The  colour  of  the  king  doth  come  and  go, 
Between  his  purpose  and  his  conscience, 
Like  heralds  twut  two  dreadful  battles  set : 
His  passion  is  so  ripe,  it  needs  must  break.    8h,  JT.  J*,  iy.  2. 
He  that  has  light  within  his  own  clear  breast, 
May  sit  i'  the  centre,  and  enjoy  bright  day ; 
But  he  that  hides  a  dark  soul,  and  foul  thoughts, 
Benighted  walks  under  the  mid-day  sun ; 
Himself  is  his  own  dungeon.  Milton^  Chmus,  381. 

0  conscience,  into  what  abyss  of  fears, 

And  horrors  hast  thou  driven  me ;  out  of  which 

1  find  no  way,  from  deep  to  deeper  plung'd!  Milton,  P.L.x.  842. 
Why  should  not  conscience  have  vacation, 

As  well  as  other  courts  o'  the  nation  P 

Have  equal  power  to  adjourn, 

Appoint  appearance,  and  return  P         JBuiler,  Hud.  8,  n.  817. 

The  sweetest  conscience  we  receive  at  last, 

Is  conscience  of  our  virtuous  actions  past.  Denham, 

Here,  here  it  lies ;  a  lump  of  lead  by  day ; 

And  in  mv  short,  distracted,  nightly  slumbe 

The  hag  tnat  rides  my  dreams.  Dryden. 

Oh  power  of  guilt !  how  conscience  can  upbraid ! 

It  forces  her  not  only  to  reveal. 

But  to  repeat  what  she  would  most  conceal.  Dryien, 

Severe  decrees  may  keep  our  tongues  in  awe. 

But  to  our  thoughts  what  edict  can  give  law  P 

Even  you  yourself  to  your  own  breast  shall  tell 

Your  crimes,  and  your  own  conscience  be  your  hell.  Dri/den, 

Pirates  and  conquerors  of  harden'd  mind, 

The  foes  of  peace  and  scourges  of  mankind. 

To  whom  onending  men  are  made  a  prey, 

"When  Jove  in  vengeance  gives  a  land  away  : 

Even  these— when  of  their  ill-got  spoils  possessed. 

Find  sure  tormentors  in  a  guilty  breast ; 

Some  voice  of  God,  close  whispering  within, 

"  Wretch  !  this  is  villainy  ;  and  this  is  sin !"  Pope. 
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ooncxBVOi— Mfi^MiMf. 

Some  Boraple  rose,  but  thus  he  eas'd  his  thooght, 

rU  now  gire  sixpence  where  I  gaTe  a  groat ; 

Where  once  I  went  to  church,  I'll  now  go  twice. 

And  am  so  clear  too  of  all  other  rice.     Pope,  Moral  Mua^M. 

Conscience,  what  art  thouP  thou  tremendous  power  I 

Who  dost  inhabit  us  without  our  leave. 

And  art  within  ourselres,  another  self, 

A  master  self,  that  loves  to  domineer. 

And  treat  the  monarch  firanklj  as  the  slave  P       Young,  Bro. 

E'en  grave  divines  submit  to  glittering  gold  I 

The  l^  of  conscienoes  are  bought  and  sold.  FHer  Pindar, 

But,  at  sixteen,  the  conscience  rarely  gnaws 

So  much,  as  when  we  eall  our  old  debts  in 

At  sixtj  years,  and  draw  the  account  of  evil, 

And  find  a  deuced  balance  with  the  devil.       Bfron,  D,  J,  i. 

A  qpiet  conscience  makes  one  so  serene  I 

Christians  have  burnt  each  other,  quite  persuaded 

That  all  the  apostles  would  have  done  as  they  did.    i5.  2>.  J* 

Thouffh  thy  slumbers  mav  be  deep, 

Yet  tuy  spirit  shall  not  sleep ; 

There  are  shades  that  will  not  vanish, 

There  are  thoughts  thou  canst  not  banish.    Bj/rom^  Ma^flred 

There  is  no  future  pang 
Can  deal  that  justice  on  the  self-condemn'd 
He  deals  on  his  own  soul.  Byron,  Mm^flred. 

Yet  still  there  whispers  the  small  voice  within, 
Heard  through  gain  s  silence,  and  o'er  gl<»y's  din : 
Whatever  creed  be  taught  or  land  be  tiod, 
Man's  conscience  is  the  oracle  of  God  I  Byron,  Iklamd, 

Oh  I  conscience  I  conscience  I  man's  most  faithful  friend. 
Him  canst  thou  comfort,  ease,  relieve,  defend : 
But  if  he  will  thy  friendly  checks  forego, 
Thou  art,  oh !  woe  for  him,  his  deadliest  £6e  !  Orahhe,8tr%ggU 
How  awful  is  that  hour  when  conscience  stings        [pf  Conse. 
The  hoarv  wretch  who  on  his  death-bed  hears. 
Deep  in  ms  soul,  the  thundering  voice  that  wrings, 
In  one  dark,  damning  moment,  crimes  of  years  I       PmvivaL 

'Tis  ever  thus 
With  noble  minds,  if  chance  they  slide  to  folly ; 
Bemorse  stings  deeper,  and  relentless  conscience 
Pours  more  of  g&U  mto  the  bitter  cup 
Of  their  severe  repentance.  Mason,  Blfrida, 
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C0V8CISVCB — continued. 
The  sweetest  cordial  we  receiye  at  last. 
Is  conscience  of  our  yirtnoiis  actions  past.        Goffe^  Oresiei, 

Trost  me,  no  tortures  which  the  poets  feign 

Can  matdi  the  fierce,  th'  unutterable  pain 

He  feels,  who,  night  and  da^r  devoid  of  rest. 

Carries  his  own  accuser  in  ms  breast.  Juvenal,  Oifford. 

Not  all  the  gloir,  all  the  praise. 

That  decks  the  nero's  prosperous  days, 

The  shout  of  men,  the  laurel  crown, 

The  pealing  anthems  of  renown, 

May  conscience'  dreadful  sentence  drown.        I£rt.  Hojford, 
COBVKKT. 

She  half  consents  who  silently  denies.        Ovid,  Art  of  Lave. 
OOVBIDXRATIOV. 

What  you  have  said, 

I  will  consider ;  what  you  have  to  say, 

I  will  with  patience  hear :  and  find  a  time 

Both  meet  to  hear  and  answer.  8k.  Jul,  C  i.  2. 

Consideration  like  an  axigel  came, 

And  whipp'd  the  offending  Adam  out  of  him.    8h.  R.  v.  i.  1. 
OOVSOLATIOV. 

Canst  thou  not  minister  to  a  mind  diseas'd ; 

Pluck  from  the  memory  a  rooted  sorrow ; 

Sazo  out  the  written  troubles  of  the  brain ; 

And,  with  some  sweet  obliyious  antidote. 

Cleanse  the  stuff'd  bosom  of  that  perilous  stuff. 

Which  weighs  upon  the  heart  Sh.  Macb,  v.  3. 

OQirspnuLCT. 

Oh !  think  what  anxiouB  moments  pass  between 

The  birth  of  plots,  and  their  last  fatal  periods ; 

Oh !  'tis  a  dreadfid  interval  of  time, 

Fill'd  up  with  horror,  and  big  with  death.         Addieon,  Caio. 

Conspiracies  no  sooner  should  be  formed 

Than  executed.  Addison,  Caio. 

Conspiracies, 
Like  thunder  clouds,  shoidd  in  a  moment  form 
And  strike,  like  lightning,  ere  the  sound  is  heard. 

A.  Dow,  Setkona. 
COirSTAVCT. 
I  am  constant  as  the  northern  star, 
Of  whose  true,  fix'd,  and  resting  quality 
There  is  no  fellow  in  the  firmament.  8k.  Jul  C.  iii.  1. 
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O  heaven  I  were  man 

Bnt  constant,  he  were  perfect ;  that  one  error 

Fills  him  wiUi  faults ;  makes  him  run  through  all  sins 

8k,  Tmoa.T.4u 

When  all  things  hare  their  trial,  70a  shall  find 

Nothing  is  constant  bat  a  Tirtaoos  mind.  8kirU^,  Wit.  Fa,  one. 

60,  bid  the  needle  its  dear  north  forsake, 

To  which  with  trembling  rev'rence  it  doth  bend ; 

Gro,  bid  the  stones  a  jonmey  upwards  make ; 

Qo,  bid  th'  ambitious  flames  no  more  ascend ; 

And  when  these  false  to  their  old  motions  prore. 

Then  will  I  cease  thee,  thee  alone,  to  love.  CowUy. 

Tme  constancy  no  tame,  no  power  can  move ; 

He  that  hath  Imown  to  change,  ne'er  knew  to  lore.  Ot^,  Dioue. 
I  know  thee  constant. 

Sooner  111  think  the  sun  would  cease  to  cheer 

The  teeming  earth,  and  then  forget  to  bear ; 

Sooner  that  rirers  would  run  ba^,  or  Thames, 

With  ribs  of  ice  in  June,  would  bind  his  streams ; 

Or  nature,  by  whose  strength  the  world  endures, 

Would  change  her  course  before  you  alter  yours.  Dr.  Johmon, 

Oh,  the  heart,  that  has  truly  lov'd,  nerer  forgets, 

But  as  truly  lores  on  to  the  close. 

As  the  sun-flower  turns  on  her  god,  when  he  sets. 

The  same  look  which  she  tum'd  when  he  rose.  Moore,  Sunfl, 

There  is  nothing  but  death 

Our  affections  can  serer. 

And  till  life's  latest  breath 

Lore  shall  bind  us  for  ever.  J,  Q,  Percival, 

OCfnUKMAllOV. 

'Tw  a  consummation 

DeTOutly  to  be  wish'd.  8k.  Ham.  in,  I, 

OOlTBimAXIOV. 

Fixed  and  oontemplatiye  their  looks, 

Still  turning  over  nature's  books.  Denham. 

Thus  ereiT  object  of  creation 

Can  ftimish  hmts  for  contemplatiou. 

And  firom  the  most  minute  and  mean, 

A  Tirtuous  mind  can  morals  glean.  Gay, 

OOITEMPT. 

What  Talour  were  it,  when  a  cur  doth  grin, 

For  one  to  thrust  his  hand  between  his  teeth, 

When  he  might  spurn  him  with  his  foot  away  P 

8h.H.vL'^.i.4u 
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COVTSMPT— «0MhM«MdL 

From  no  one  vice  exempt, 
And  most  contemptible  to  shnn  contempt*  Pope. 

Think  not  there  is  no  smile 
I  can  bestow  upon  thee.    There  is  a  smile, 
A  smile  of  nature  too,  which  I  can  spare. 
And  jet,  perhaps,  thou  wilt  not  thanx  me  for  it. 

Joanna  BailUer  De  Monfford, 
Shall  it  not  be  scorn  to  me 
To  haro  on  snch  a  monlder'd  string? 
I  am  sham'd  throuffh  all  my  nature 

To  hare  lo^'d  so  sbght  a  tlung.  Tfnn^$on, 

COHTEHnOV. 

Sons  and  brothers  at  a  strife ! 
What  is  your  quarrel  P  how  began  it  first  F 
—No  quarrel,  but  a  sweet  contention.       8k.  Hen,  n.  3.  i.  2. 

Where  two  raging  fires  meet  together, 
They  do  consume  the  thing  that  feeds  their  iury : 
Hiough  little  fire  grows  sreat  with  little  wind, 
Yet  extreme  gusts  will  blow  out  fire  andalL  Sh.  Tom.  8.  n.  1. 
OOHTEHnaSHT. 
He  that  commends  me  to  mine  own  content, 
Commends  me  to  the  thing  I  cannot  get.       8h.  Com.  J?,  i.  2. 

My  crown  is  in  my  heart,  not  on  my  head ; 

Not  deck'd  with  mamonds  and  Indian  stones, 

Nor  to  be  seen :  my  crown  is  called  content ; 

A  crown  it  is,  that  seldom  kings  enjoy.  8k.  Hen.  vi.  8.  iii.  1. 

Poor  and  content  is  rich,  and  rich  enough ; 

But  riches  fineless  is  as  poor  as  winter 

To  him  that  ever  fears  he  shall  be  poor.  8h.  Otk.  in.  8. 

Tis  better  to  be  lowlj[  bom. 
And  ranffe  with  humble  livers  in  content. 
Than  to  be  perk'd  up  in  a  glistering  grief. 
And  wear  a  golden  sorrow.  fi«4.  Hen.  VIU.  n.  3. 

Much  will  always  wanting  be 
To  him  who  much  desires.    Thrice  happy  he 
To  whom  the  wise  indul^ency  of  heayen. 
With  sparing  hand,  but  just  enough  has  given.  Cowley. 

Cellars  and  granaries  in  vain  we  fill 
With  all  the  bounteous  summer's  store, 
If  the  mind  thirst  and  hunger  still : 
The  poor  rich  man's  emphatically  poor.  Cowley. 
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Let's  liye  with  that  small  pittance  which  we  have ; 

Who  coTets  more,  is  eyeimore  a  alaya.      Merrick,  Aph,  122. 

Who  with  a  little  eannot  be  content. 

Endures  an  eyerlasting  punishment.  Herrick,  Aph,  112. 

I  meddle  with  no  man's  bnainess  bat  my  own ; 

I  rise  in  the  moTninff  early,  study  moderately. 

Eat  and  drink  cheenblly,  liye  soberly. 

Take  my  innocent  pleasures  fireely.  Otway, 

Since  erery  man  who  liyes  is  bom  to  die, 

And  none  can  boast  sincere  felicity. 

With  equal  mind  what  happens  let  us  bear. 

Nor  gxieye  too  much  for  tmnes  beyond  our  care. 

Like  pilgrims,  to  th'  appointed  place  we  tend ; 

The  world's  an  inn,  and  death  me  journey's  end. 

Drvden,  Paiamon  and  Arcite,  3. 
Since  all  great  souls  still  make  uieir  own  content, 
We  to  ourselyes  may  aU  our  wishes  grant ; 
For  nothing  coyeting,  we  nothing  want.  Dryden. 

They  cannot  want  who  wish  not  to  haye  more : 
Who  eyer  said  an  anchoret  was  poor  P  Dry  den. 

Content  is  wealth,  the  riches  of  the  mind ; 
And  happy  he  who  can  that  treasure  find.  Dryden, 

Content  thyself  to  be  obscurely  good : 
When  yice  preyails,  and  impious  men  bear  sway, 
The  post  of  nonour  is  a  priyate  station.      Adduon,  Cato,  ly. 
The  remnant  of  his  days  he  safely  past. 
Nor  found  they  lagg'd  too  slow,  nor  flew  too  fast ; 
He  made  his  wish  with  his  estate  comply. 
Joyful  to  liye,  yet  not  afraid  to  die.  Prior. 

Some  place  the  bliss  on  action,  some  on  ease ; 
Those  call  it  pleasure,  and  contentment  these.       '        Pope. 
Thrice  happy  they,  the  wise,  contented  poor, 
From  lust  or  wealth  and  dread  of  death  secure ; 
They  tempt  no  deserts,  and  no  griefs  they  find ; 
Peace  rules  the  day  when  reason  rules  the  mind.         ColUne. 
Hamar  the  man  who,  yoid  of  cares  and  strife, 
In  suien  or  in  leathern  purse  retains 

A  good  old  shilling.  Jokn  PkiUipe,  Splendid  Shilling* 

Man's  rich  with  little,  were  his  judgment  true ; 
Nature  is  frugal,  and  her  wants  are  few : 
Those  few  wants  a&swer'd,  bring  sincere  delights ; 
Bat  fools  create  themselves  new  appetites.  Toting, 
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O,  ^ant  me,  Hear'n,  a  middle  8tat6»  « 

I9^either  too  humble,  nor  too  great ; 

More  tlian  enough  for  nature  b  endfl. 

With  something  left  to  treat  my  friends.  MalUt. 

Man  wants  bat  litde  here  below. 

Nor  wants  that  little  long.        GoldimUh,  V.  qf  Wakefield,  8. 

Happy  the  life,  that  in  a  peaceful  stream, 

Obscure,  nnnotioed  through  the  yale  has  flow'd ; 

The  heart  that  ne'er  was  charm'd  by  fortune's  gleam 

Is  eyer  sweet  contentment's  blest  abode.  PenAool. 

This  is  the  charm,  by  sages  often  told, 

Conyerting  all  it  touches  into  gold : 

Content  can  soothe,  where'er  by  fortune  placed. 

Can  rear  a  garden  in  a  desert  waste.  Eirke  White, 

He,  fairly  lookins  into  life's  aoooont. 
Saw  frowns  and  fayours  were  of  like  amount ; 
And  yiewing  aU — ^his  perils,  prospects,  purse- 
He  said,  "  Content —  tis  wdlit  is  no  worse."  Crdbhe. 

Think*st  thou  the  man  whose  mansions  hold 

The  worldliuff's  pomp  and  miser's  gold. 

Obtains  a  rioner  prize 

Than  he  who,  in  his  cot  at  rest. 

Finds  heayenly  peace  a  willing  guest. 

And  bears  the  promise  in  his  breast 

Of  treasure  in  the  skies  P  Mrt,  Sigoumey. 

What  tho'  we  quit  all  glitt'ring  pomp  and  greatness, 

The  busy,  noisy  flattery  of  courts, 

We  shall  enjoy  content :  in  that  alone 

Is  greatness,  power,  wealth,  honour,  all  summ'd  up. 

Fowell.  King  qf  NapUi, 

00HTB07EB8T. 
Soon  their  crude  notions  with  each  other  fought ; 
The  adyerse  sect  denied  what  this  had  taught ; 
And  he,  at  length,  the  amplest  triumph  gained. 
Who  oontradiiSed  what  the  last  maintained.  Prior. 

When  subtle  doctors  scripture  made  their  prise. 

Casuists,  like  cooks,  struck  out  each  other's  eyes.     Denham, 

He  could  raise  scruples  dark  and  nice, 

And  after  solye  'em  in  a  trice ; 

As  if  diyinity  had  catch'd 

llie  itch  on  purpose  to  be  scratch'd.     Butler,  Hud,  1, 1. 103. 
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O0STBGVBB8T— MMlNtiiMw 

When  dril  dndgeon  first  gtew  high, 

And  men  fell  ont,  they  knew  not  why ; 

When  foul  words,  jealoasies,  and  fears 

8ei  folk  together  by  the  ears, 

And  made  them  fight,  like  mad  or  drank. 

For  dame  Beligion,  as  for  Punk.  Butler,  Hud,  1,  i.  I. 

Wild  eontrorersy  then,  which  long  had  slept, 

Into  the  press  from  rained  cloisters  leapt.  Dtyden, 

The  good  old  man,  too  eager  in  dispate. 

Flew  high ;  and  as  his  chnstian  faiy  rose, 

Damn'd  all  for  heretics  who  dorst  oppose.    Dtyden,  Re.  237. 

Destroy  his  fib,  or  sophistry,  in  yain ; 

The  creatore's  at  his  dir<y  work  again.  Pope. 

Cheat  contest  follows,  and  mnoh  learned  dast 

Inyolyes  the  combatants ;  each  claiming  trath. 

And  trath  disclaiming  boikh.  Cowper,  Ta$h,  in.  161. 

CQAVJEMIATIOV. 

Formed  by  thy  eonyerse,  happily  to  steer 

From  graye  to  gay,  firom  liyely  to  Eevere,  Pope,  E,  3f.  ly.  379. 

A  dearth  of  words  a  woman  need  not  fear ; 

Bat  'tis  a  task  ii^deed  to  learn  to  hear : 

In  that  the  skill  of  conyersation  lies ; 

That  shows  or  makes  yoa  both  polite  and  wise.  Young,  Z.  F.  5. 

Bat  conyersation,  choose  what  theme  we  may, 

And  chiefly  when  religion  leads  the  way, 

Shoold  flow,  like  waters  after  sommer  show'rs, 

Not  as  if  raised  by  mere  mechanic  powers.  Cowper,  Conv.  703. 

Discoorse  may  want  an  animated  no, 

To  brash  the  sorfitu^,  and  to  make  it  flow ; 

Bat  stiU  remember,  if  yoa  mean  to  please. 

To  press  yoor  point  with  modesty  and  ease.  Oowper,  Con.  101. 

His  talk  is  like  a  stream  which  rons 

With  rapid  change  from  rock  to  roses ; 

He  slips  from  pcuitics  to  pons. 

Passes  from  Mahomet  to  Moses  ; 

Beginning  with  the  laws  that  keep 

The  planets  in  their  radiant  coarses. 

And  ending  with  some  precept  deep 

For  dressing  eels  or  shoeing  norses.  Praed,  The  Vicar, 
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COHTEBTB. 

More  proselytes  and  conyerts  use  t'  accrue 
To  false  persuasions  than  the  rig^ht  and  true ; 
For  error  and  mistakes  are  infinite. 

While  truth  has  but  one  way  to  be  i'  the  right.  Butler,  Af.  T, 
000K8. 
Herbs,  and  other  country  messes, 
Which  the  neat-handed  Phyllis  dresses.  Milton,  L*Alleg,  85. 

Heayen  sends  us  good  meat ;  but  the  deyil  sends  cooks. 

Oarrick,  Epigr.  on  Goldsmith's  Retal. 

COFYDTO— 00FTI8T. 
To  copy  beauties  forfeits  aU  pretence 
To  fiemie ;  to  copy  faults  is  want  of  sense.  Churchill,  Bos.  457. 

A  barren-spirited  fellow :  one  that  feeds 
On  objects,  arts,  and  imitations ; 
Which,  out  of  use,  and  staled  by  other  men, 
Begin  his  fashion.  8h.  Jul,  C,  ly.  1. 

OOQUXTTB. 
The  maid,  whom  now  you  court  in  yain, 
Will  quickly  run  in  quest  of  man.  Horace  (Francis), 

I  do  confess  thou'rt  sweet,  but  find 
Thee  such  an  unthrift  of  thy  sweets ; 
Thy  fayours  are  but  like  the  wind, 
That  kisseth  eyerythin^  it  meets : 
And  since  thou  canst  with  more  than  onel 
Thou'rt  worthy  to  be  loyed  by  none.  Semck. 

The  yain  coquette  each  suit  disdains. 

And  glories  m  her  loyers'  pains ; 

With  age  she  fades— each  loyer  flies, 

Contemn'd,  forlorn,  she  pines  and  dies.  Ga^,  Fables, 

Perhaps  this  cruel  nymph  well  knows  to  feign 

Forbidding  speech,  coy  looks,  and  cold  disdain. 

To  raise  his  passion :  such  are  female  arts. 

To  hold  in  suer  snares  inconstant  hearts.  Oay,  Dione. 

Who  hath  not  heard  coquettes  complain 

Of  days,  months,  years,  misspent  in  yain  P/ 

For  time  misused  they  pine  and  waste, 

And  loye's  sweet  pleasures  neyer  taste.  G^y,  Fables, 

From  loyeless  youth  to  unrespected  age 

Ko  passion  gratified,  except  her  rage ; 

8o  much  the  fury  still  outran  the  wit. 

The  pleasure  miss'd  her,  and  the  scandal  hit.  Fope,  M.  M.  2. 
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OOQUniX— mm^mnmI* 
See  how  the  worid  its  retenns  rewards  I 
A  yoaih  of  frolios,  an  old  age  of  cards ; 
Vna  to  no  imrpose,  artful  to  no  end ; 
Young  witnout  loyers,  old  without  a  friend ; 
A  fop  their  passion,  but  their  prize  a  sot ; 
Alire,  zidiculous ;  and  dead,  forgot  I  Pope,  Jf.  J?.  2. 

With  every  pleasingy  erery  prudent  part, 

Say,  "  What  can  Cnloe  want  P" — she  wants  a  heart. 

She  speaks,  behares,  and  acts  just  as  she  ought ; 

But  never,  never  reach'd  one  generous  thou^t.  Ibid. 

There  affeetation,  with  a  sickly  mien, 

Shows  in  her  cheek  the  roses  of  eighteen ; 

Praetis'd  to  hsp,  and  hang  the  head  aside ; 

Faints  into  airs,  and  languishes  with  pride ; 

On  the  rich  quilt  sinks  with  becoming  woe. 

Wrapt  in  a  gown,  for  sickness,  and  for  show.  Pope,  Ba,  qfL 

Brieht  as  the  sun  her  eyes  the  gazers  strike. 

And,  like  the  sun,  they  shine  on  all  alike.       Pope,  Ba,  qf  L, 

JN'ymph  of  the  mincing  month,  and  languid  eye. 

And  lisping  tongue  so  soft,  and  head  awry. 

And  flutt'rmg  heart,  of  leaves  of  aspen  made.  Peter  Pindar* 

Now  Laura  moves  along  the  joyous  crowd. 

Smiles  in  her  eves,  and  simpers  in  her  lips ; 

To  some  she  wnis^rs,  others  speaks  aloud ; 

To  some  she  curtsies,  and  to  some  she  dips.      Byroih  Beppo. 

Would  you  teach  her  to  loveP 

For  a  time  seem  to  rove ; 

At  first  she  may  frown  in  a  pet ; 

But  leave  her  awhile. 

She  shortly  will  smile. 

And  then  you  may  win  your  co<piette.  Byron, 

Such  is  your  cold  coquette,  who  can't  say  ••  No," 

And  won't  say  "  Yes,    and  keeps  you  on  and  offing 

On  a  lee  shore,  till  it  begins  to  blow ; 

Then  sees  your  heart  wreck'd  witii  an  inward  scoffing : 

This  works  a  world  of  sentimental  woe, 

And  sends  new  Werters  yearly  to  their  coffin.  Ih,  D.  J,  zii.  63. 

Still  panting  o'er  a  crowd  to  reign, 

More  icy  it  gives  to  woman's  breast. 

To  make  ten  frigid  coxcombs  vain. 

Than  one  true  manly  lover  blest.  Tkomae  Moore. 
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COQI/JBITJS  —Mntinu^, 

Can  I  agaiathat  look  recall. 

That  once  could  make  me  die  for  thee  P— > 

Ko»  no ! — ^the  eye  that  beams  on  all. 

Shall  neyer  more  be  priz'd  by  me.  l%omai  Moore* 

She,  who  only  finds  her  self-esteem 

In  others'  admiration,  begs  an  alms ; 

Depends  on  others  for  her  daily  food. 

And  LB  the  yeiy  servant  of  her  slaves.  Joanna  Baillie. 

OOBBirPTiaV-«M  Bribes. 

Corraption  is  a  tree,  whose  branches  are 

Of  an  nnmeasnrable  length :  they  spread 

Ey'rywhere ;  and  the  dew  that  drops  from  thence 

Hath  infected  some  stools  of  anthority. 

BeaumofU  and  Fletcher,  Honest  Jkfene  Fortune. 

He  who  tempts,  thoneh  in  Tain,  at  least  asperses 

The  tempted  with  disnonoor  fool,  suppos  a 

Not  incormptible  of  faith,  not  proof 

Against  temptation.  Milton,  P.  X.  ix.  296. 

The  reriest  hermit  in  the  nation 

May  yield,  God  knows,  to  strong  temptation.  Fope. 

At  length  corraption,  like  a  general  flood. 

So  long  by  watchful  ministers  withstood. 

Shall  ckluge  all ;  and  ararice  creeping  on, 

Spread  like  a  low-bom  mist,  and  blot  the  sun.  Fope. 

Those,  who  would  gain  the  votes  of  British  tribes, 

Must  add  to  force  of  merit,  force  of  bribes.     Churehill,  Bos, 

Here  let  those  reign,  whom  pensions  can  incite, 

To  YOte  a  patriot  black,  a  courtier  white. 

Explain  their  country's  dear-bought  rights  away, 

And  plead  for  pirates  in  the  face  of  day.  Vr.  Johnson,  London, 

This  mournful  truth  is  every  where  confessed, 

Slow  rises  worth  by  poverty  depress'd : 

But  here  more  slow,  where  all  are  slaves  to  gold« 

Where  looks  are  merchandise,  and  smiles  are  sold.  lb. London. 

Our  supple  tribes  repress  their  patriot  tiiroats. 

And  ass  no  questions  but  the  price  of  votes. 

Dr.  Johnson,  Vanity  tf  Human  WisJtes, 

Tifl  hence  you  lord  it  o'er  your  servile  senates  ; 
How  low  the  slaves  wiU  stoop  to  gorge  their  lusts. 
When  aptly  baited :  ev'n  the  tongues  of  patriots, 
Those  sons  of  clamour,  oft  relax  the  nerve 
Within  the  warmth  of  favour.    H.  Brooke,  Ghistavus  Vasa. 
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TliieTefl  at  home  must  hang ;  but  he  that  puts 
Into  his  over-goreed  and  bloated  purse 
The  wealth  of  Inoian  proyinces,  escapes.  Cowper,  Task,  i.  736. 

"Whoso  seeks  an  audit  here 
Plrapitious,  pays  his  tribute,  game  or  fishes, 
Wild'fowl  or  renison*  and  his  errand  speeds.  Cowpmr,  T.xy  .609. 
A  close  state-leech,  who,  sticking  to  the  nation* 
As  adders  deaf  to  honour's  execration, 
Sucks  from  its  throat  the  blood  by  night,  by  di^, 
Kor  till  the  state  expires,  will  drop  away.  Peter  Pindar, 

'Tis  pleasant  purchasing  our  fellow  creatures. 
And  all  are  to  be  sold,  if  you  consider 
Their  passions,  and  are  dezt'rous ;  some  by  features 
Are  bought  up,  others  by  a  warlike  leader ; 
Some  by  a  place,  as  tend  their  years  or  natures ; 
The  most  1^  ready  cash — ^but  all  have  prices. 
From,  crowns  to  kicks,  according  to  their  Yices..S|yro»,I>.<7'.y.27. 
And  conscience,  truth,  and  honesty  are  made 
To  rise  and  finQ,  like  other  wares  of  trade.       Thomas  Moore, 
When  rogues  like  these,  the  patriot  {sparrow)  cries, 
To  honours  and  employments  rise, 
I  court  no  favour,  ask  no  place; 

"Bronx  such  preferment  is  oisgraoe. .  6^ay,  pt  2^  Fsih.  2. 

OOIIAeX  H0KI8. 
Beneath  our  humble  cottage  let  us  haste, 
And  there,  unenvied,  rural  dainties  taste.  Pope, 

The  cottage  homes  of  England ! 
"By  thousands  on  her  plains, 
ThcT  are  smiling  o'er  the  sdyery  brooks. 
And  round  the  namlet  fanes ; 
Through  glowing  orchards  forth  they  peep, 
£ach  m>m  its  nook  of  leayes ; 
And  fearless  there  the  lowly  sleep. 
As  birds  beneath  the  eaves.  Mrs.  Hemans^ 

O  Amos  Cottle !  Phoebus !  what  a  name ! 

Byron,  Engl,  Bards  and  Scotch  Bev.  i.  399. 
COimXL— «M  Adyiee. 

I  pray  thee,  cease  thy  counsel. 
Which  £dls  into  mine  ears  as  profitless 
As  water  in  a  sieve.  8h,  M.  Ado,  t.  1. 

Bosom  up  my  counsel, 
You'll  find  it  wholesome.  Sh,  Hen.  vni,  i.  1. 
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coxm  SSL— Mfi^MM^. 

He  cast 
O'er  erriiiff  deeds  and  thoughts  a  heay'nly  hue 
Of  words,  like  sunbeams,  darling  as  they  pass'd.^^ron.ClT. 

OOTTHTEVAirGB^AM  Face. 

A  countenance  more 
In  sorrow  than  in  anger.  8k,  Ham,  i.  2. 

OOUHTBT— M»  Home. 
A  wilderness  of  sweets ;  for  Nature  here 
Wanton'd  as  in  her  prime,  and  play'd  at  will 
Her  virgin  fancies,  pouring  forth  more  sweet, 
Wild  above  rule  or  art,  enormous  bliss.  MUion,  P.  L,  y.  294. 

God  made  the  country,  and  man  made  the  town ; 
What  wonder  then,  that  health  and  virtue,  gifts. 
That  can  alone  make  sweet  the  bitter  draught 
That  life  holds  out  to  all,  should  most  abound. 
And  least  be  threatened  in  tJie  fields  and  groves  P 

CSwper,  Tosh,  i.  749. 
Scenes  must  be  beautiful  which  daUj  view'd 
Please  daily,  and  whose  novelty  survives 
Long  knowledge  and  the  scrutiny  of  years.  Cowper,  Task,  1. 177. 
He  who  loves  not  his  country  can  love  nothing.  £yrotu 

OOUHTBT  IIFB^ff«5  Betireme&t 
His  com  and  cattle  were  his  only  care. 
And  his  supreme  delight,  a  country  fair.  Dryden. 

Give  me,  indulgent  gods !  with  mind  serene. 

And  gnailtless  heart,  to  range  the  sylvan  scene, 

Ko  splendid  poverty,  no  smiling  care, 

Ko  well-bred liate,  or  servile  grandeur  there.  Young,  L.  o/F. 

Kature  111  court  in  her  sequester'd  haunts. 
By  mountain,  meadow,  streamlet,  grove,  or  cell ; 
Where  the  pois'd  lark  his  evening  ditty  chants. 
And  health,  and  peace,  and  contemplation  dwell.  ! 

Smolletf  Ode  to  Independence.  \ 

How  various  his  employments,  whom  the  world  ' 

Calls  idle,  and  who  justly  in  return 
Esteems  that  busy  world  an  idler  too  I 
Ibiends,  books,  a  garden,  and  perhaps  his  pen, 
Deh^t^  industry  enjoyed  at  home. 
And  X^ature  in  her  cultivated  trim. 
Dressed  to  his  taste,  inviting  him  abroad.  Cowper,  T,  in,  362. 
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OOUHTBT  Un—comtmmed, 

Thej  lave  tihe  coxmtrj,  and  none  else,  who  seek 
For  their  own  sake  its  silence  and  its  shade ; 
Delights  which  who  would  leaye,  that  has  a  heart 
Susceptible  of  pitr,  or  a  mind 

Cultored  and  capable  of  sober  thought  P  Cowper^  Toih,  in.  S20. 
Your  lore  in  a  cottage  is  hnngiy, 
Yonr  vine  is  a  nest  for  flies — 
Yoor  milkmaid  shocks  the  graces. 
And  simplicity  talks  of  pies ! 
You  lie  down  to  your  shad j  slumberi 
And  wake  with  a  bug  in  your  ear ; 
And  yonr  damsel  thi^  walks  in  the  morning 
Is  shod  like  a  mountaineer.  WUlu» 

OOlTRAeS— M«  Aottyity,  Daring,  rortitade,  Valour. 
Screw  your  courage  to  the  sticking-place, 
And  well  not  fail.  8k.  Macb.  i.  7. 

By  how  much  unexpected,  by  so  much 

'^e  must  awake  endeayour  for  defence ; 

For  courage  mounteth  with  occasion.  8h.  K.  John,  n.  1. 

What  man  dare,  I  dare. 
Approach  thou  like  the  rugged  Bussian  bear. 
The  arm'd  Bhinoceros,  or  tn'  Hyrcanian  tiger, 
Take  any  shape  but  that,  and  my  firm  nerves 
Shall  neyer  tremble.  8k.  Maeh.  in.  4. 

You  must  not  think, 
That  we  are  made  of  stuff  so  flat  and  dull. 
That  we  can  let  our  beard  be  shook  with  danger. 
And  think  it  pastime.  8k.  Ham.  17.  7. 

I  dare  do  all  that  ma^  become  a  man : 

Who  dares  do  more  is  none.  8k.  Maeh.  i.  7. 

I  do  know  him  yaliant. 
And,  tonch'd  with  choler,  hot  as  gunpowder. 
And  quickly  will  return  an  injury.  8k.  jETm.  r.  ly.  7. 

It  is  held 
That  yalour  is  the  chiefest  virtue,  and 
Most  dignifies  the  hayer :  if  it  be. 
The  man  I  speak  of  cannot  in  the  world 
Be  singly  counterpoised.  8k.  Coriol  n.  2. 

He's  truly  valiant,  that  can  wisely  suffer 
The  worst  that  man  can  breathe ;  and  make  his  wrongs 
His  outsides ;  to  wear  t^m  like  his  raiment,  carelessfy ; 
And  ne'er  prefer  his  injuries  to  his  heart, 
To  bring  it  into  danger.  8k.  Timon,  in.  6. 

H  2 
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OOUlLAaX— «on<mtMdL 
He  is  not  worthy  of  the  honeycomb 
That  shuns  the  hiye,  because  the  bees  hare  stings.  8k^ 

A  valiant  man 
Ought  not  to  undergo,  or  tempt  a  danger, 
But  worthily,  and  bj  selected  ways. 
He  undertakes  by  reason,  not  by  chance. 
His  ralour  is  the  salt  t'  his  other  rirtues, 
They're  all  unseasoned  without  it.         Ben  Jbnson,  New  Inn. 

The  intent  and  not  the  deed 
Is  in  our  power ;  and  therefore  who  dares  greatly, 
Does  greatly.  JSroton,  Barbaroeea, 

What  though  the  field  be  lost, 
All  is  not  lost ;  the  ungoyemable  will, 
And  study  of  reyenge,  immortal  hate. 
And  courage  never  to  submit  or  yield, 
And  what  is  else  not  to  be  overcome.      MUton,  P.  Z.  1. 105. 

1^0  thought  of  flight, 
Kone  of  retreat,  no  unbecoming  deed 
That  argued  fear :  each  on  himself  relied, 
As  only  in  his  arm  the  moment  lay 
Of  victory.  Milton,  P.  X.  b.  6. 

He  that  is  valiant,  and  dares  fight, 

Though  drubb'd,  can  lose  no  honour  by't.  Butler,  Hudihrae. 

All  desperate  hazards  courage  do  create. 

As  he  plays  frankly  who  has  least  estate  : 

Presence  of  mind,  and  courage  in  distress. 

Are  more  than  armies  to  procure  success.  Drj/den,  Aurengz, 

The  brave  man  seeks  not  popular  applause, 

Nor,  overpower'd  with  arms,  deserts  his  cause  ; 

Unsham'd,  though  foil'd,  he  does  the  best  he  can, 

Force  is  of  brutes,  but  honour  is  of  man.  Dry  den.  Pal,  and  Ar. 

True  courage  dwells  not  in  a  troubled  flood 

Of  mounting  spirits  and  fermenting  blood. 

Lodged  in  tne  soul  with  virtue  overruled. 

Inflamed  by  reason,  and  by  reason  cooled.  Addieon. 

Mere  courage  is  to  madness  near  allied 

A  brutal  rage,  which  prudence  does  not  guide.      Blaehmore. 

True  valour 
lies  in  the  mind,  the  never  yielding  purpose. 
Nor  owns  the  blind  award  of  giddy  fortune.2!loi»#off,C%»r.i.l. 
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True  courage  seomfl 
To  rent  her  prowess  in  a  storm  of  words ; 
And  to  the  yaliant  actions  speak  alone.       Smolleti,  Begicide, 
What,  though  success  will  not  attend  on  all» 
Who  brayelj  dares  must  sometimes  risk  a  falL  Smollett, 

Trae  ooorage  is  not  in  the  bratal  force 
Of  yplgar  heroes,  bnt  the  firm  resolye 
Of  Tirtoe  and  of  reason.    He  who  thinks 
Without  their  aid  to  shine  in  deeds  of  arms, 
Bnilds  on  a  sandy  basis  his  renown ; 
A  dream,  a  vapoar,  or  an  ague-fit, 

May  make  a  coward  of  him.  WkUehead 

He  holds  no  TMffley  with  unmanly  fears ; 
Where  duty  olds,  ne  confidently  steers, 
PWces  a  thousand  dangers  at  her  call, 

And,  trusting  in  his  God,  surmounts  them  alL  Cowper. 

"  You  fool !  I  tell  you  no  one  means  yon  harm." 
"  So  much  the  better,"  Juan  said,  "  for  them."  Byron,  2>.  J, 

And  tho'  I  hope  not  hence  unscath'd  to  go, 

Who  conquers  me,  shall  find  a  stubborn  foe.  Byron,  Eng.  Bar, 

The  braye  man  is  not  he  who  feels  no  fear, 

For  that  were  stupid  and  irrational ; 

Bat  he,  whose  noble  soul  its  fear  subdues, 

And  bnyely  dares  the  danger  nature  shrinks  from. 

Joanna  BailUe,  Basil,  in.  1* 
Yet  it  may  be  more  lofty  courage  dwells 
In  one  weak  heart  whicn  brayes  an  adyerse  fate. 
Than  his  whose  ardent  soul  indignant  swells, 
Wann'd  by  the  fight,  or  cheer'd  through  high  debate. 
^^^  _  Mon,  Mrs,  No  ton, 

mm— 00UKTIXB8. 
The  cateipilhurs  of  the  commonwealth. 
Whom  I  naye  soon  to  weed  and  pluck  away.  8h.  Bie,  ii.  ii.  3. 

I  hardly  yet  haye  leam'd 
T*  insinuate;  flatter,  bow,  and  bend  my  knee.   8h,  B,  //.  ly.  4. 

Poor  wretches  that  depend 
On  greatness'  fayonr,  dream  as  I  haye  done ; 
Wake  and  find  nothing.  8k,  Ogmb,  y.  4. 

Not  a  courtier. 
Although  they  wear  their  faces  to  the  bent 
Of  the  king's  looks,  hath  a  heart  that  is  not 
GUd  at  the  thing  they  scowl  at.  8kt  Cymb,  1. 1. 
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It  is  the  cnrse  of  kinffs,  to  be  attended 

By  slaycs,  that  take  meir  humours  for  a  wamni 

To  break  within  the  bloody  house  of  life  ; 

And,  on  the  winking  of  authority. 

To  understand  a  law.  Sk.  K,  John,  iv.  2. 

I  hare  been  told,  virtue  in  courtiers'  hearts 

Suffers  an  ostracism,  and  departs.  Bonne, 

True  courtiers  should  be  modest,  and  not  nice ; 

Bold,  but  not  impudent ;  pleasure  lore,  not  vice.    Chapman ^ 

These  can  lie, 
Flatter*  and  swear,  deprave,  inform. 
Smile  and  betray ;  make  gpulty  men ;  then  be^r 
Their  forfeit  lives,  to  get  the  bvings ;  cut 
Men's  throats  witii  whisperings ;  sell  to  gaping  suitors 
The  empty  smoke  that  flies  about  a  palace.  Ben  Janson^ 

Those,  that  go  up  hiU,  used  to  bow 

Their  bodies  forward,  and  stoop  low, 

Topoise  themselves  ;  and  sometimes  creep 

When  th'  way  is  difficult  and  steep  : 

So  those  at  court,  that  do  address 

By  low,  ignoble  offices, 

Can  stoop  at  any  thing  that's  base,  j 

To  wriggle  into  trust  and  grace,  | 

Are  like  to  rise  to  greatness  sooner 

Than  those  that  go  by  worth  and  honour.    Butler,  Misc.  TL 

Courts  are  the  places  where  best  manners  flourish. 

Where  the  deserving  ousht  to  rise,  and  fools 

Make  show.    Why  shpmd  I  vex  and  chafe  my  spleen,  \ 

To  see  a  gaudy  coxcomb  shine,  when  I  ; 

Have  sense  enough  to  soothe  him  in  his  follies,  i 

And  ride  him  to  advantage  as  I  please  P  Olway,  \ 

The  court 's  a  golden,  but  a  fatal  circle,  | 

Upon  whose  magic  skirts  a  thousand  devils 

In  crystal  forms  sit  tempting  innocence, 

And  beckon  early  virtue  from  its  centre.  Lee. 

See  how  he  sets  his  countenance  for  deceit. 

And  promises  a  lie  before  he  speaks.     Dryden,  All/or  Love. 

Of  all  court-service  learn  the  common  lot. 

To-day  'tis  done,  to-morrow  'tis  forgot.  Dryden, 

Curse  on  the  coward  or  perfidious  tongue 

That  dares  not,  even  to  Kings,  avow  the  truth  !         Thomson, 
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At  the  throng'd  levee  bends  theyemJ  tribe : 
With  fair  but  faithless  smiles  each  ramish'd  o'er. 
Each  smooth  as  those  who  mutually  deceive, 
And  for  their  falsehood  each  despising  each.  I%4>mson,  Liherty. 

A  courtier's  dependant  ia  a  beggar^s  dog.  Sk^iuUne. 

'Tis  the  curse  of  kings 
To  be  surrounded  by  a  venal  herd 
Of  flatterers,  that  soothe  his  darling  vices, 
And  rob  their  master  of  his  subject's  love.  Brooke,  Earl  qf  W. 

To  shake  with  laughter,  ere  the  jest  they  hear. 

To  Dour,  at  will,  the  counterfeited  tear : 

Ana,  as  their  patron  hints  the  cold  or  heat. 

To  shake  in  dog-days,  in  December  sweat.  Dr.  JoKmon,  Lond, 

Unhappy  lot  of  all  that  shine  at  courts ; 

For  forc'd  compliance,  or  for  sealous  virtue, 

8tiU  odious  to  tne  monarch*  or  the  people.  Dr.  Johnson,  Irene. 

A  lazy,  proud,  unprofitable  crew, 

The  vermin  gender'd  from  the  rank  corruption 

Of  a  luxurious  state.  CuMberland,  T^mon  qf  Atkem. 

A  mere  court  butterfly. 
That  flutters  in  the  pageant  of  a  monarch.    Bj^ron,  Sardana, 

The  thraU  and  state  at  the  palace  gate 
Are  what  my  spirit  has  leam'd  to  nate  ; 
Oh  I  the  hills  snail  be  a  home  for  me, 
I'd  leave  a  throne  for  tJie  home  of  the  free  I         Eliza  Cook. 
OOUBXBST. 

O, 
Dissembling  courtesy  I  how  fine  this  tyrant 
Can  tickle  where  she  wounds  I  8k.  €jfmb.  i.  2. 

When  th'  way  is  difficult  and  steep : 

So  those  at  court,  that  do  address, 

By  low  ignoble  offices. 

Can  stoop  at  any  thing  that's  base, 

To  wriggle  into  trust  and  grace.  Butler^  Sudibrat. 

Would  you  both  please  and  be  instructed  too. 

Watch  well  the  rage  of  shining,  to  subdue  ; 

Hear  erery  man  upon  his  fiivourite  theme. 

And  ever  be  more  knowing  than  you  seem, 

The  lowest  genius  will  afibrd  some  light, 

Or  give  a  hmt  that  had  escaped  your  sight.  SUllingfleei. 
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ThiB  Florentine's  a  yenr  saint  so  meek 
And  ftiU  of  conrtosy,  tnat  he  woold  lend 
The  devil  his  cloak,  and  stand  i'  the  rain  himself. 
OOUBTSHEP.  ^^  ^*  IkkvenafU, 

Brinff,  therefore,  all  the  forces  that  jon  may, 
And  lay  incessant  battery  to  her  heart ; 
Plaints,  prayers,  vows,  rath,  and  sorrow,  and  dismay,— 
These  engines  can  the  proudest  loye  convert.  Spenter,  Sonnet 

Most  fair, 
Win  yon  vouchsafe  to  teach  a  soldier  terms, 
Sach  as  will  enter  at  a  lady's  ear. 

And  plead  his  love-suit  to  ner  gentle  heart  P  Sk.  Hen,  F.  v.  2. 
Flatter  and  praise,  commend,  extol  their  graces ; 
Tho'  ne'er  so  black,  say  they  have  angels  fiuses. 
That  man  that  hath  a  tongue  I  say  is  no  man. 
If  with  his  tongue  he  cannot  win  a  woman.  Sk,  !Roo  Q.  iii.  1. 

Gentle  lady, 
When  I  did  first  impart  my  love  to  vou, 
I  freely  told  you  all  the  wealth  I  haa 
Ban  in  my  veins,  I  was  a  gentleman ; 
And  then  I  told  you  trae.  Sk,  Two  6.  iv.  3. 

Say,  that  upon  the  altar  of  her  beauty 
You  sacrifice  your  tears,  your  sighs,  your  heart : 
Write  till  your  ink  be  dry ;  and  witli  your  tears 
Moist  it  a^ain ;  and  frame  some  feeling  line, 
That  may  discover  such  integrity.        sk.  Two  Q,  qf  Ver.  iii.  2. 
She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  woo'd ; 
She  LB  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  won.       jSA.  Tit,  And.  ii.  1. 

By  your  gracious  patience, 
I  will  a  round  unvarnish  d  tale  deliver 
Of  my  whole  course  of  love  ;  what  drugs,  what  charms. 
What  conjuration,  and  what  mighty  magic, 

iFor  such  nroceeding  I  am  charg'd  with^,) 
\  won  his  daughter  with.  Sh.  0th,  i.  3. 

O,  that  I  were  a  glove  upon  that  hand, 
That  I  might  touch  that  cheek  !  Sh,  Rom.  Jul,  iii.  2. 

Women  are  angels,  wooing : 
{Things  won  are  done  ;  joy's  soid  lies  in  the  doing : 
,  That  she  beloved  knows  naught,  that  knows  not  this — 
'  Men  prize  the  thing  ungained  more  than  it  is.  Sk,  TSnnL  i.  2. 
I  do  not  love 
Much  ceremony ;  suits  in  love  should  not, 
Like  suits  in  law,  be  rock'd  from  term  to  term.  Shirley,  H.  P. 
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There  is,  sir,  a  critical  minnte  in 

Ey'ry  man's  wooing,  when  his  mistress  maj 

Be  won,  which  if  he  carelessly  neglect 

To  prosecute,  he  ma^  wait  long  enongh 

Before  he  gain  the  like  opportonitj.  3.  Marmian^  Antiquary. 

/Tgie  that  wonld  win  his  dame  mast  do 

/  As  lore  does  when  he  draws  his  bow ; 

/  With  one  hand  thnist  the  ladj  from, 

^  And  with  the  other  poll  her  home.         BuiUr^  Sud.  2,  i.  440. 

She  that  with  poetry  is  won. 

Is  but  a  desk  to  write  upon  ; 

And  what  men  saj  of  her  they  mean 

No  more  than  on  the  thing  they  lean.  Suiler,  Rud,  3,  i.  591. 

With  easy  freedom  and  a  gay  address, 

A  pressing  lover  seldom  wants  success.  Rowe. 

Oh,  what  perfections  must  that  virgin  share, 

Who  fairest  is  esteem'd,  where  all  are  fair.  Prior ,  H.  and  E. 

Men  dream  in  courtship,  but  in  wedlock  wake.  Fop0,  EloUa, 

Kow  from  the  world. 
Sacred  to  sweet  retirement,  lorers  steal. 
And  pour  their  souls  in  transport.  Thomion, 

I  am  not  form'd,  by  flattery  and  praise, 

By  sighs  and  tears,  and  all  the  whining  trade 

Of  love,  to  feed  a  fair  one's  ranity.  ThomMon,  Taner^. 

Trust  me^—with  women  worth  the  being  won, 

The  softest  lover  ever  best  succeeds.  A,  Sill,  Alzira. 

So,  with  decorum  all  things  carried. 

Miss  frown'd,  and  blush'd,  and  then  was  married.  Ooldsmith, 

But  yet  she  listened— 'tis  enough— 

Who  listens  once  will  Hsten  twice. 

Her  heart,  be  sure,  is  not  of  ice. 

And  one  refusal 's  no  rebuff.  Byron,  Maxeppa. 

To  nick  up  gloves,  and  fans,  and  knitting-needles, 

Ana  list  for  songs  and  tunes,  and  watch  for  smiles. 

And  smile  at  pretty  prattle,  and  look  into 

The  eyes  of  maids  as  tho'  they  were  bright  stars.        Byron* 

like  a  lovely  tree 
She  grew  to  womanhood,  and  between  whiles 
Bejected  seven!  suitors,  just  to  learn 
How  to  accept  a  better  in  his  turn.  Byron,  Don  Juan. 
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Woe  to  the  man  who  yentiires  a  rebuke  I 

'Twill  but  precipitate  a  situation 

Extremely  disaffreeable,  but  common 

To  calculators  wnen  they  count  on  woman.  Byron,  D.  J,  xit.  48. 

Not  much  he  kens,  I  ween,  of  woman's  breast, 

Who  thinks  that  wanton  thing  is  won  by  sighs. 

Do  proper  homac^e  to  thine  idol's  eyes. 

But  not  too  humoly,  or  she  will  despise ; 

Disguise  even  tenderness,  if  thou  art  wise.  Byron,  Ch,  Harold. 
GOYETOTrSirESa. 

When  workmen  strive  to  do  better  than  well. 

They  do  confound  their  skill  in  coyetousness.   Sh.  K,  J*  it.  2. 

The  difference  'twixt  the  coretous  and  the  prodigal ! 

The  covetous  man  never  has  money. 

And  the  prodigal  will  have  none  shorfcfy.  Dr.  Johmon. 

COWABBIGE--M0  Battte.    Fear. 

O  that  a  mighty  man,  of  such  descent, 

Of  such  possessions,  and  so  high  esteem, 

Should  be  infused  with  so  foul  a  spirit !       Sk.  Tarn,  S,  n.  2. 

How  many  cowards,  whose  hearts  are  all  as  false 

As  stairs  of  sand,  wear  yet  upon  their  chins 

The  beards  of  Hercules,  and  frowning  Mars, 

Who,  inward  searched,  have  livers  white  as  milk  P 

8h.M.^ren.in.2. 

A  coward ;  a  most  devout  coward ;  religious  in  it. 

8k.  Iho.  N.  III.  4. 

Cowards  die  many  times  before  their  deaths ; 

The  valiant  never  taste  of  death  but  once.      8h,  Jul.  C.  u.  2. 
Milk-liver'd  man, 

That  bear'st  a  cheek  for  blows,  a  head  for  wrong. 

Who  hast  not  in  thy  brows  an  eye  discerning 

Thine  honour  from  thy  suffering.  8k.  Lear.  rv.  2. 

And  extreme  fear  can  neither  fight  nor  fly. 

But,  coward-like,  with  trembling  terror  cue.  8k,  Hen.  vi.  v.  2. 

You  are  the  hare  of  whom  the  proverb  goes. 

Whose  valour  plucks  dead  lions  by  the  beard.  Sk.  K,  J.  ii.  I. 
B«proach  and  everlasting  shame 

Sits  mocking  in  our  plumes.  8k.  Hen.  v.  iv.  6. 

That  which  in  mean  man  we  entitle  patience, 
.Is  pale  cold  cowardice  in  noble  breasts.  Sk.JHe.  u.  i.  2. 

Thou  wear'st  a  lion's  hide  I  doff  it  for  shame. 

And  hang  a  calfs-skin  on  those  recreant  limbs.  Sh.  K.  J.  in.  1. 
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Them  alaye,  thoa  wreteli,  thou  ooward* 
Thoa  littb  valiant,  great  in  yillany  I 
Thon  ever  strong  npon  the  stronger  side ! 
Thoa  fortone's  (mampion,  that  dost  never  fight 
But  when  her  hnmoronB  ladyship  is  by 
To  teach  thee  safety.  8A,  K,  Join,  in.  1. 

Yon  souls  of  geese. 
That  bear  the  shapes  of  men,  how  lutve  yon  ran 
From  slaves  that  apes  would  beat  P  Pluto  and  hell  I 
AU  hurt  behind ;  backs  red,  aud  faces  pale 
With  flight  and  agued  fear  I  Mind  and  charge  home. 
Or,  by  the  fires  of  heaven,  Til  leave  the  foe. 
Anil  make  my  war  on  yoa.  Shn  CorioL  i.  4. 

But  look  for  min  when  a  coward  wins ; 
For  fear  and  cruelty  were  ever  twins.  C.  Aleyn, 

Let  valiant  fools 
Brag  of  their  souls ;  no  matter  what  they  say 
A  coward  dares,  in  ill,  do  more  than  they.  Shirley. 

Timely  running's  no  mean  part 
Of  conduct  in  the  murtial  art.  Butler,  Hud,  3,  ni.  243. 

The  good  we  act,  the  ill  that  we  endure, 
Is  all  for  fear,  to  make  ourselves  secure ; 
Merelv  for  safety  after  fame  we  thirst, 
For  all  men  would  be  cowards  if  they  durst.   E,  qfBockerter. 
All  mankind  is  one  of  these  two  cowards ; 
Either  to  wish  to  die  when  he  should  live, 
Or  live  when  he  should  die.         Sir  B,  Sowardy  Blind  Lady, 
Cowards  fear  to  die  ;  but  courage  stout. 
Bather  than  live  in  snuff,  will  be  put  out.      ^>>  W,  Baleigh, 
A  coward  is  the  kindest  animal : 

Tis  the  most  forgiving  creature  in  a  fight.  Dryden. 

Cowards  are  cruel,  but  the  brave 

Love  mercy  and  delight  to  save.  Oay, 

Grao'd  with  a  sword,  but  worthier  of  a  fan.      Cotoper,  Task, 
The  man  that  lays  his  hand  upon  a  woman,  [<•  701. 

Save  in  the  way  of  kindness,  is  a  wretch 
Whom  't  were  gross  flattery  to  name  a  coward.     Jno,  T^hin, 
Hope,  fear,  and  love,   {^Honeymoon,  ii.  1. 
Joy,  doubt,  and  hate,  may  other  spirits  move, 
But  touch  not  his,  who,  ev'ry  waking  hour, 
Has  one  flx'd  dread,  and  always  feels  its  pow'r.  Crahbe. 
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Hie  coward  never  on  liimself  relies 

But  to  an  equal  for  assistance  flies.  Crahbet  TdU  iii. 

Go — let  thy  less  than  woman's  hand 

Assume  the  distaff— not  the  brand.       JSyron,  Br,  ofAbjfdos. 

The  coward  wretch  whose  hand  and  heart 

Can  bear  to  torture  aught  below. 

Is  ever  first  to  quail  and  start 

From  slightest  pain  or  equal  foe.  SUut  Cook. 

OOXOOXB— iM  Dandy. 

This  is  he 
That  kiss'd  away  his  hand  in  courtesy ; 
This  is  the  ape  of  fonn»  monsieur  the  nice. 
That  when  he  plays  at  tables,  chides  the  dice 
In  honourable  terms ;  nay,  he  can  sing 
A  mean  most  meanly ;  and  in  ushering, 
Mend  him  who  can  ;  the  ladies  call  him,  sweet ; 
The  stairs  as  he  treads  on  them  kiss  his  feet.  8k,  Love  L,  £.  T.  8. 

I  know  him  a  notorious  liar. 
Think  him  a  mat  way  fool,  solel^r  a  coward ; 
Tet  these  fix  d  evils  sit  so  fit  in  him. 
That  they  take  place,  when  virtue's  steelv  bones 
Look  bleak  in  the  cold  wind  :  withal,  full  oft  we  see 
Cold  wisdom  waiting  on  superfluous  folly.      8M,  AlTs  W,  1. 1. 

So  by  false  learning  is  good  sense  defao'd ; 

Some  are  bewilder  d  in  the  maze  of  schools, 

And  some  made  coxcombs,  nature  meant  but  fools.  Pflpe^J^.C 

Purblind  to  poverty  the  worldling  goes,  ^ 

And  scarce  sees  rags  an  inch  beyond  his  nose. 
But  from  a  crowd  can  single  out  his  grace. 
And  cringe  and  creep  to  tools  who  strut  in  lace.      CkurckiU. 
CBAPTIHE88—M0  Conning. 
When  the  fox  hath  once  got  in  his  nose. 
He'll  soon  finds  means  to  make  the  body  follow. 

8k.  Hen,  ri.  3.  it.  7. 
This  is  the  fruit  of  craft : 
Like  him  ihaX  shoots  un  high  looks  for  the  shaft. 
And  finds  it  in  his  forenead.  IUddleton, 

CBAMMIMB. 

Index-leamin£[  turns  no  student  pale. 
Yet  holds  the  eel  of  science  by  the  tail.    Pope,  Dun,  61-279. 
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CQUBDIT. 
Blest  pi^er  oredit  I  last  and  best  supply ! 
That  lenas  oomption  lighter  wings  to  fly.  Poptf,  Ep,  in.  39. 

CEKDUUTT. 

In  these  ears  of  mine. 
These  crednloos  ears,  he  poured  the  sweetest  words 
That  art  or  loye  oonld  frame.  Beaumont  <f*  Fl. 

O  credulitr* 
Thou  hast  as  many  ears  as  fame  nas  tongaes. 
Open  to  every  sound  of  truth  as  falsehood.  Saoard* 

O  ereduliiy, 
Seonriiy's  blind  nurse,  the  dream  of  foob, 
The  drunkard's  ape,  that  feeling  for  his  way. 
E'en  when  he  thinks,  in  his  deluded  sense, 
To  snatch  at  safety,  falls  without  defence.  Mason. 


Shall  I  aak  tiie  brave  soldier  who  fights  by  my  side 

In  the  cause  of  mankind,  if  our  creeds  agree  r 

Shall  I  giye  up  the  friend  I  hare  valued  and  tried. 

If  he  kneel  not  before  the  same  altar  with  me  P  Moom, 

CBna. 

Between  the  acting  of  a  dreadful  thing 
And  the  first  motion,  all  the  interim  is 
Like  a  phantasma,  or  a  hideous  dream.         Sk,  Jul.  C,  n.  1. 

ITot  all  that  heralds  rake  from  coffin'd  clay. 
Nor  florid  prose,  nor  honied  lies  of  rhjrme, 
Can  blason  evil  deeds,  or  consecrate  a  crime.  Byron,  Ch,S.  i.  3. 

Brery  crime 
HaSy  in  the  moment  of  its  perpetration. 
Its  own  aren^^  angel — dark  misgiying. 
An  ommous  smkmg  at  the  inmost  heart.  Coleridge, 

Oh,  how  will  crime  engender  crime !  throw  guilt 
Vwm  the  soul,  and,  like  a  stone  cast  on 
The  troubled  waters  of  a  lake, 
'Twill  form  in  circles,  round  succeeding  round, 
Each  wider  than  the  first.  Colman  (he  Younger* 

CBIBOJJXE, 

When  Celia  stmts  in  man's  attire. 

She  shows  too  much  to  raise  desire ; 

But  from  the  hoop's  bewitching  round* 

The  very  shoe  has  power  to  wound. JSd,  Moore,  Spider  SfB.  27. 
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CBI8I8. 
Things  at  the  worst  will  cease,  or  else  cHmb  upward 
To  what  they  were  b^ore.  SA,  Mac.  it.  2. 

OBincisx— GBincs. 

I  am  nothing  if  not  critical.  Sh,  0th.  ii.  1. 

Critics  are  like  a  kind  of  flies,  that  breed 

In  wild  fig-trees,  and,  when  they're  grown  up,  feed 

Upon  the  raw  fruit  of  the  nobler  kind, 

And,  by  their  nibbling  on  the  outward  rind, 

Open  tne  pores,  and  make  way  for  the  sun 

To  ripen  it  sooner  than  'twould  have  done.     Butler,  Mue,  T, 

Those  fierce  inquisitors  of  wit. 
The  critics,  spare  no  fiesn  that  ever  writ ; 
But  just  as  tooth-draw'rs  find  among  the  rout. 
Their  own  teeth  work  in  pulling  others  out. 
So  they,  decrying  all  of  all  that  write. 
Think  to  erect  a  trade  of  judging  by  't.  ButUr, 

Critics  to  plays  for  the  same  end  resort. 
That  surgeons  wait  on  trials  in  a  court ; 
For  innocence  condemned  they  Ve  no  respect, 
ProTided  they  Ve  a  body  to  dissect.  Congretoe, 

No  author  ever  spared  a  brother ; 

Wits  are  game-cocks  to  one  anotilier.  Ga^/,  Fable  10. 

Neglect  the  role  each  yerbal  critic  lays. 
For  not  to  know  some  trifies  is  a  praise ; 
And  men  of  breeding,  sometimes  men  of  wit, 
T*  avoid  great  errors  must  the  less  commit.  Po^. 

Critics  I  saw,  that  other  names  deface. 
And  fix  their  own,  with  labour  in  their  place.  lb,  Temp.^me,  37* 
Whoever  thinks  a  faultless  piece  to  see. 
Thinks  what  ne'erwas,noris,nor  e'er  shall  be.  Pope,  B.  C.n.  53. 

Numbers  err  in  this — 
Ten  censure  wrong  for  one  who  writes  amiss.  Pope,  on  Cri.  6. 
Ah  1  ne'er  so  dire  a  thirst  of  glory  boast. 
Nor  in  the  critic  let  the  man  be  lost.    Pope,  B.  on  C.  ii.  121. 
Some  hare  at  first  for  wits,  then  poets  pass'd ; 
Tum'd  critics  next,  and  prov'd  plain  fools  at  last. 
Some  neither  can  for  wits  nor  critics  pass. 
As  heavy  mules  are  neither  horse  nor  ass.        Pope,  B,C,  36. 
Some  to  conceit  alone  their  taste  confine. 
And  curious  thoughts  struck  out  at  eVry  line— 
Pleas'd  with  a  work  where  nothing's  just  or  fit. 
One  glaring  chaos,  and  wild  heap  of  wit.  Ibid. 
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^KiTicim,  cBxncs— mm^mmmi: 

Let  such  teaeh  others,  irho  themselyes  excel. 

And  censiLre  freely,  who  have  written  well.       Pope^  E,  C.  15. 

Damn  with  faint  praiBe,  assent  with  civil  leer, 

And,  withoat  sneering,  teach  the  rest  to  sneer : 

'Willing  to  wound,  aod  yet  afraid  to  strike, 

Just  hint  a  fault,  and  hesitate  dislike.  Pope,  Pro,  to  8a.  201. 

A  perfect  judge  will  read  each  work  of  wit 

With  the  same  spirit  that  its  author  writ ; 

Surrey  the  whole,  nor  seek  slight  faults  to  find. 

Where  nature  mores^and  rapture  warms  the  inind.P^#,  S.C. 

TSl  critics  blame  and  judges  praise,  C^^^* 

The  poet  cannot  claim  his  ba;^s ; 

On  me  when  dunces  are  satiric, 

I  take  it  for  a  panefl;yric ; 

Hated  by  fools,  and  fools  to  hate. 

Be  that  my  motto,  and  my  fate.  Swift. 

Who  shall  dispute  what  the  reviewers  say  P 

Their  word's  sufficient ;  and  to  ask  a  reason, 

In  such  a  state  as  theirs,  is  downright  tTeBSon.Churehill,ApoL 

Hot,  envious,  noisy,  proud,  the  scribbling  fry, 

Bum,  hiss,  and  bounce ;  waste  paper,  ink,  and  die.      Tounff. 

Not  all  on  books  their  criticism  waste : 

The  genius  of  a  dish  some  justly  taste. 

And  eat  their  way  to  fame.       Young^  Love  cf  Famey  ni.  69. 

As  turns  a  flock  of  geese,  and,  on  the  green, 

Poke  out  their  foolish  necks  in  awkwira  spleen, 

QUdiculous  iu  rase !)  to  hiss  and  bite, 

8o  war  their  quilu  when  sons  of  dulness  write.  Ycung, 

Blame  where  you  must,  be  candid  where  you  can, 

And  be  each  critic  the  good-natured  man.  Chldsmiih. 

A  man  must  serve  his  time  at  ev'ry  trade. 

Save  censure ;  critics  all  are  ready  made : 

Tdce  haekney'd  jokes  from  Miller,  got  by  rote, 

With  just  enougn  of  learning  to  misquote ; 

A  mind  well  skul'd  to  forjj^e  or  find  a  fault, 

A  turn  for  punning — call  it  Attic  salt—- 

Fear  not  to  lie — 't  will  seem  a  lucky  hit ; 

Shrink  not  from  blasphemy — 't  will  pass  for  wit ; 

Care  not  for  feeling,  pass  your  project  jest*, — 

And  stand  a  critic,  hated  yet  caress'd.     Bynm,  Eng.  Bards. 

Without,  or  with,  offence  to  friends  or  foes, 

I  sketch  the  worid  exactly  as  it  goes.  Byron^  Don  Juan^ 
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OKITIOUM,  CSBinCB^MfiAniMlL 
A  would-be  satirist,  a  hired  buffoon, 
A  monthly  scribbler  of  some  low  lampoon. 
Condemn  d  to  dradge  the  meanest  of  the  mean, 
And  fiimish  falsehonods  for  a  magazine, 
Derotes  to  scandal  his  congenial  mind ; 
Himself  a  liying  libel  on  mankind.  Byron,  E.  Bards. 

Hope  constancy  in  wind,  or  com  in  chaff, 
Beheve  a  woman,  or  an  epitaph. 
Or  anj  other  thing  that's  false,  before 
You  tirost  in  critics  who  themselves  are  sore.  By.  Dream,  75. 
As  a  base  pack  of  yelping  hounds, 
Who  wish  their  betters  to  annoy, 
If  a  stray  cur  but  touch  their  bounds, 
Will  bruise,  and  mangle,  and  destroy ; 
Bo  they  will  on  some  plan  unite, 
By  which  to  vex  him  and  to  spite : 
His  very  virtues  they  will  use 

As  pretexts  for  their  foul  abuse.  J.  T.  WaUon, 

'Tis  hard  to  tell,  so  coarse  a  daub  he  lays, 
Which  sullies  most,  the  slander  or  the  praise.  Spra^fue. 

0BOWVB. 
Uneasy  lies  the  head  that  wears  a  orown.5A.  Sen,  ir.  2.  ni.  1. 

CBTJELTT— M«  BidBning, 
A  stonv  adversary,  an  inhuman  wretch, 
Incapable  of  pity,  void  and  empty 

From  every  orachm  of  mercy.  8h.  Mer,  V,  iv.  1. 

Let  me  be  cruel,  not  unnatural ; 
I  will  speak  daggers  to  her,  but  use  none ; 
My  tongue  ana  soul  in  this  be  hypocrites.      8h,  Ham,  ni.  2. 
I  must  be  cruel,  only  to  be  kind ; 

Thus  bad  begins,  and  worse  remains  behind.   Sk,  Sam,  iii.  4. 
O,  tiger's  heart,  wrapp'd  in  a  woman's  hide  ! 
How  oould'st  thou  drain  the  life-blood  of  the  child  P 

8k.  Senry  ri.  3,  i.  4. 

Neither  bended  knees,  pure  hands  held  up, 

Sad  sighs,  deep  groans,  nor  silver  shedding  tears. 

Could  penetrate  ner  uncompassionate  sire.  8k.  Tkoo  O,  in.  1. 

I  woidd  not  enter  on  my  list  of  friends 

?liough  ^rac'd  with  poush'd  manners  and  fine  sense, 
et  wanting  sensibility)  the  man, 
Who  needlessly  sets  foot  upon  a  worm.  Qwper,  ToihiYi.^Gi. 
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GEUELT7— «0M/mMMf. 

I  reverence  the  ooachman  who  crie§  "  Gee," 
And  spares  the  lash.    When  I  behold  a  spider 
Prej  on  a  fly,  a  magpie  on  a  worm, 
Or  yiew  a  butcher,  wiith  horn-handled  knife, 
Slanghter  a  tender  lamb  as  dead  as  mutton — 
Indeed,  indeed,  I'm  yery,  yeiy  sick  I         Bejecied  Addreaes. 
CUCKOLDB. 
For  when  men  by  their  wives  are  cow'd, 
Their  horns  of  coarse  are  understood.         Butler,  Budibras, 
To  no  men  are  such  cordial  greetings  given 
As  those  whose  wives  have  made  them  fit  for  heaven. 

coranre-M.  cnitinsis.  -^y^*'  ^^»  ^'^'''  ▼•  ^^^ 

Oh,  what  authority  and  show  of  truth 

Can  cunning  sin  cover  itself  withal  I  8k,  M.  Ado,  iv.  1. 

CUFID. 

This  senior-junior,  giant-dwarf,  Dan  Cupid : 

£egent  of  love  rhymes,  lord  of  folded  arms. 

The  anointed  sovereign  of  sighs  and  groans, 

Liege  of  all  loiterers  and  ma&ontents.    8k.  Laves  La.  iii.  1. 

Love  looks  not  with  the  eyes,  but  with  the  mind, 

And  therefore  is  wing'd  Cupid  painted  blind.  8k.  Mid.  2^.  1. 1. 

Cupid  is  a  knavish  lad, 

Thus  to  make  poor  females  mad.  8k.  Mid.  N.ni.  2. 

CVBIOfllTT. 

The  over  curious  are  not  over  wise.  Mateinger. 

Search  not  to  find  what  lies  too  deeply  hid ; 
Nor  to  know  things  whose  knowledge  is  forbid.         Denkam. 
I  loathe  that  low  vice,  curiosity.  Byron,  Don  Juan. 

How  many  a  noble  art,  now  widely  known, 
Owes  its  young  impulse  to  this  power  alone  I  8prague. 

CniUaSB  see  OATHS. 
O  villains,  vipers,  damn'd  without  redemption ; 
Dogs,  easily  won  to  fawn  on  any  man ; 
Snakes  in  my  heart-blood  warm'd,  that  sting  my  heart ; 
Three  Judases,  each  one  thrice  worse  than  Judas. 

Sk.  Bie.  II.  III.  2. 
If  he  sa^  so,  may  his  pernicious  soul 

Sot  half  a  grain  a  day  1 — ^he  lies  to  the  heart.     8k,  Otk.  v.  2. 
You  nimble  lightnings,  dart  vour  blinding  flames 
Into  her  scomM  eyes  I — ^Infoct  her  beauty. 
You  fen-suck'd  fogs,  drawn  by  the  powemil  sun, 
To  fall  and  blast  her  pride  I  8k,  K.  Lear,  n.  4. 
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Wliip  me,  ye  devils, 
Blow  me  abont  in  winds,  roast  me  in  solplinr ; 
Wash  me  in  steep-down  gulfs  of  liquid  nre.       8k,  Otk.  y.  8. 

May  all  th'  infections  that  the  sun  sucks  up 

From  bogs,  fens,  flats,  upon  him  fall,  and  make  him 

"By  inch-meal  a  disease  I  Sh.  Tern,  ii.  2. 

Poison  be  their  drink  I 
Gall,  worse  than  gall,  the  daintiest  meat  they  taste !— 
Their  softest  touch  as  smart  as  lizards'  stings  I 
Their  music  frightful  as  the  serpent's  hiss  1 
And  boding  screech-owls  make  their  concerts  full  I 

8k.  Hmu  vi.  ni.  2. 
All  the  contagion  of  the  south  light  on  you. 
You  shames  of  Some  I  you  herd  of-— -Boils  and  plagues 
Plaster  you  o'er ;  that  you  may  be  abhorr'd 
Further  than  seen,  and  one  infect  another 
Against  the  wind  a  mile  I  8k.  CorioL  i.  4. 

Now  the  red  pestilence  strike  all  trades  in  Bome, 

And  occupations  perish  I  Ibid. 

Let  this  pernicious  hour 
Stand  aye  accursed  in  the  Calender.  SL  Mae,  it.  1. 

If  ever  he  have  child,  abortive  be  it, 

Prodigious,  and  untimely  brought  to  light. 

Whose  ugly  and  unnatural  aspect 

May  fright  the  hopeM  mother  at  the  view ; 

Ana  that  be  heir  to  his  unhappiness.  Sk,  Bie.  ui,  i.  2. 

If  heaven  have  any  grievous  plague  in  store. 

Exceeding  those  that  I  can  wish  upon  thee, 

O,  let  them  keep  it,  till  thy  sins  be  ripe. 

And  then  hurl  down  their  indignation 

On  thee,  the  troubler  of  the  poor  world's  peace.     Hid,  i.  3. 

A  plague  o'  both  your  houses  I  8k,  Bom,  iii.  1. 

Beyond  the  infinite  and  boundless  reach 

Of'^  mercy,  if  thou  didst  this  deed  of  death. 

Art  thou  damn*d.  8k»  K,  Jokn^  iv.  3. 

The  devil  damn  thee  black,  thou  cream-fac'd  loon  I 

Where  got'st  thou  that  goose  look  P  8k,  Maeh,  v,  3. 

May  he  be  rooted  where  he  stands  for  ever ; 

His  eve-balls  never  move ;  brows  be  unbent ; 

His  blood,  his  Hver,  entrails,  heart,  and  bowels. 

Be  blacker  than  the  place  I  wish  him— Hell.  Let,  Oed. 
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May  801TOW,  shame,  and  sickness  orertake  her. 

And  all  her  beaaties,  like  my  hopes,  be  blasted. 

Itowe,  Boyal  Convert t  ni.  1. 

80  let  him  stand,  throng  aces  yet  unborn, 
.    Fiz'd  statoe  on  the  pedestal  of  soom  I  Byron,  O,  qf  M. 

May  the  grass  wither  from  tiiy  feet ;  the  woods 

Deny  thee  shelter  1  earth  a  home  I  the  dost 

A  graye !  and  heayen  her  God  I  Byron,  Cain. 

Down  to  the  dust  I  and  as  thou  rott'st  away, 

£yen  worms  shall  perish  on  thy  poisonous  clay. 

The  cardinal  rose  with  a  dignified  look,  Byr&n,a  Sketch. 

He  called  for  his  candle,  his  bell,  and  his  book ! 

In  holy  an^er  and  pious  grief, 

He  sofemmy  cursed  that  rascally  thief; 

He  cursed  him  at  board,  he  cursed  him  in  bed. 

From  the  sole  of  his  foot  to  the  crown  of  his  head ; 

He  cursed  him  eating,  he  cursed  him  drinking. 

He  cursed  him  in  coughing,  in  sneezing,  in  winking ; 

He  cursed  him  sitting,  in  standing,  in  lyin^  ! 

He  cursed  him  in  walking,  in  ridmg,  in  fiymg. 

He  cursed  him  liying,  he  cursed  him  dying ! 

Keyer  was  heard  such  a  terrible  curse  : 

But  what  gaye  rise 

To  no  little  surprise. 

Nobody  seemed  one  penny  the  worse  1  R.  Barham,  Ing  Leg, 
COmOL  iJackdaw  of  Bh. 

How  use  doth  breed  a  habit  in  a  man !  8h.  Two.  G.  y.  4. 

New  customs, 

Though  they  be  neyer  so  ridiculous. 

Nay,  let  them  be  unmanly,  yet  are  foUow'd.  8h,  JET.  vni,  1. 1. 
It  is  a  custom, 

More  honoured  in  tiie  breach  than  the  obseryance. 

Sh,  Ham.  I.  4. 
Custom  calls  me  to't  ;— 

"What  custom  wills,  in  all  things  should  we  do't  P  8h.  Corio,i\  3. 

Custom  does  often  reason  oyermle, 

And  only  seryes  for  reason  to  the  fool.  Boeheeter, 

All  habits  gather  by  unseen  degrees. 

As  brooks  make  riyers,  riyers  run  to  seas.        Dryden,  Ovid. 

Custom,  'tis  true,  a  yenerable  tyrant 

O'er  seryile  man  extends  her  blind  dominion.  Thomson. 

I  2 
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CUVSOH—^ontwued, 

Custom  forms  us  all ; 
Our  thoughts,  our  morals,  our  most  fixed  belief 
Are  consequences  of  our  place  of  birth.  A.  Hilly  Zara. 

To  follow  foolish  precedents,  and  wink 
With  both  our  eyes,  is  easier  than  to  think,  dnoper^  Tirodn, 

The  slares  of  custom  and  establish'd  mode, 

With  pack  horse  constancy  we  keep  the  road 

Crooked  or  straight,  through  ouags  or  thorny  dells. 

True  to  the  jinglmg  of  our  leaaers'  bells.  Cotoper,  Tirocinium* 

Such  dupes  are  men  to  custom,  and  so  nrone 

To  rey'rence  what  is  ancient,  and  can  plead 

A  course  of  long  obserrance  for  its  use, 

That  even  servitude,  the  worst  of  ills, 

Because  delivered  down  from  sire  to  son. 

Is  kept  and  guarded  as  a  sacred  thing.  Cowper,  Task,  y.  299. 

Man  yields  to  custom  as  he  bows  to  fate. 

In  all  things  ruled — ^mind,  body,  and  estate ; 

In  pain,  in  sickness,  we  for  cure  apply 

To  them  we  know  not,  and  we  know  not  why.  Orabbe,  Tale  iil 

Habit  with  him  was  all  the  test  of  truth, 

"  It  must  be  right :  I'ye  done  it  from  my  youth."       Cmhbe, 
CUT. 

This  was  the  most  unkindest  cut  of  all.        Sh.  Jul.  C  in.  2. 
CUT  LOAE. 

And  easy  it  is. 

Of  a  cut  loaf  to  steal  a  shiye,  we  know.      8h,  TU,  An,  n.  1. 
CTVIO. 

I  do  not  know  the  man  I  shoidd  avoid 

So  soon  as  that  spare  Cassius.    He  reads  much ; 

He  is  a  great  observer,  and  he  looks 

Quite  through  the  deeds  of  men :  he  loves  no  plays. 

As  thou  dost,  Anthony ;  he  hears  no  music ; 

Seldom  he  smiles  ;  and  smiles  in  such  a  sort. 

As  if  he  mocked  himself  and  scorned  his  spirit 

That  could  be  moved  to  smile  at  anything. 

Such  men  as  he  be  never  at  heart's  ease. 

Whiles  they  behold  a  greater  than  themselves  ; 

And  therefore  are  they  yery  dangerous.  8k.  Jul.  C.  I.  2. 

CTPBBSa 

Dark  tree  !  still  sad  when  others'  grief  is  fled, 

The  only  constant  mourner  o'er  the  dead.       Byron^  CHaour. 
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BAimxs. 

Such  dainties  to  them,  their  health  it  mi^ht  hurt ; 
It's  like  Bending  them  raffles,  when  wanting  a  shurt. 

OoldsmUk,  Mauneh  of  Venison, 

Sir,  aaoth.the  lawjer,  not  to  flatter  ye, 
.  You  nave  as  good  and  fair  a  battery 

As  heart  can  wish,  and  need  not  sluune 

The  proudest  man  alive  to  claim ; 

For  if  they're  ns'd  you  as  you  say, 

Marry,  quoth  I,  Gk)d  gire  you  joy ; 

I  would  it  were  my  case,  Td  give 

More  than  111  say,  or  you'll  belieye.  Butler,  Hud.  3,  ui.  676. 
BAVGEBS,  DAVOnre^-JM  Feet,  Walking. 

When  you  do  dance,  I  wish  you 

A  wave  o'  the  sea,  that  you  might  erer  do 

Nothing  but  that.  8k.  Wlnt.  T  rr.  3. 

Her  feet  beneath  her  petticoat. 

Like  little  mice,  stole  m  and  out. 

As  if  they  feared  tiie  light ; 

But,  oh !  she  dances  such  a  way ! 

No  sun  upon  an  Easter-day 

Is  half  so  fine  a  sight.  Buelding,  on  a  Weddinff. 

Come  and  trip  it  as  you  go 

On  the  light  fantastic  toe.  Milton,  rJlleffro,  34. 

Alike  all  ages ;  dames  of  ancient  days 

Have  led  their  children  through  the  mirthful  mase ; 

And  the  gay  grandsire,  skill'd  in  sestic  lore. 

Has  frisk  d  beneath  the  burden  of  threescore.  OoldemUk,  2V. 
Such  a  dancer! 

Where  men  have  souls  or  bodies  she  must  answer. 

Byron,  Don  Juan.  it.  84. 

And  then  he  danced ; — all  foreigners  excel 

The  serious  Angles  in  the  eloquence 

Of  pantomime ; — ^he  duiced,  I  say,  right  well 

With  emphasis,  and  also  with  good  sense — 

A  thing  m  footing  indispensable : 

He  danced  without  theatrical  pretence, 

Not  like  a  ballet-master  in  the  van 

Of  his  drilled  nymphs,  but  like  a  gentleman.  Byron^  2h.  xiy.  38. 

A  thousand  hearts  beat  happily ;  and  when 

Music  arose  with  its  yoluptuous  swell. 

Soft  eres  look'd  lore  to  eyes  that  sjpoke  again. 

And  all  went  merry  as  a  marriage  bell.     Byron,  Ck.  Har.  8. 
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DAV01B8,  DAVCnr0— ooM<miMdL 

On  with  the  dance  I  let  joy  be  vnoonfined  I 

No  sleep  till  morn,  when  yoath  and  pleasure  meet» 

To  chase  the  glowing  hours  with  flying  feet.  B^fron^  C%.  Har, 

The  mnsic,  and  the  banquet,  and  the  wine,— 
The  garlands,  the  rose-odonrs,  and  the  flowers,-- 
The  sparkling  eyes,  and  flashing  ornaments,— 
The  white  arms,  and  the  raven  nair, — the  braids 
And  bracelets— swan-like  bosoms-^the  thin  robes. 

Bjfron,  Mar,  FaL 
The  long  caronsal  shakes  th'  iUnmined  hall ; 
Well  speeds  alike  the  banquet  and  the  ball : 
And  the  gay  dance  of  bounding  beauty's  train 
Links  grace  and  harmony  in  happiest  chain. 
Blest  are  the  early  hearts  and  gentle  hands, 
That  mingle  theirs  in  well-according  bands ; 
It  is  a  si^t  the  careful  brow  mi^ht  smooth, 
And  make  tMe  smile,  and  dream  itself  to  youth, 
And  youth  forget  such  hours  were  past  on  earth, — 
So  springs  th*  exulting  bosom  to  that  mirth.       Byron,  Lara, 

Oh,  a  fancy  ball's  a  strange  affair  I 

Made  up  of  silks  and  learners. 

Light  heads,  liffht  heels,  false  hearts,  false  hair. 

Pins,  paint,  and  ostrich  feathers. 

The  dullest  duke  in  all  the  town 

To-day  may  shine  a  droll  one  ; 

And  rakes,  who  have  not  half-a-crown, 

Look  royal  in  a  whole  one.  Praed,  Famcjf  Ball. 

Such  grace  and  such  beauty  I  dear  creature  I  you'd  swear, 

When  her  delicate  feet  in  we  dance  twinkle  round, 

GThat  her  steps  are  of  light,  that  her  home  is  the  air, 

And  she  only  par  complaisance  touches  the  ground  I 

Moore,  Fudge  Famity. 
BAVOEB— ««0  Caution,  Peril. 
He  that  stands  upon  a  sliupery  place. 
Makes  nice  of  no  vile  hola  to  stay  him  up.  Sk,  JT.  John.  in.  4. 

Though  I  am  not  splenetive  and  rash, 

Tet  Imve  I  in  me  something  dangerous.  Sh,  Ham,  y.  1. 

Thou  wretched,  rash,  intruding  fool,  farewell  I 
I  took  thee,  for  thy  better ;  take  thy  fortune ; 
Thou  find'st  to  be  too  busy  is  some  danger.    Sh»  Ram,  iii.  4. 

They  that  stand  high  have  many  blasts  to  shake  them, 
AncC  if  they  fall,  they  dash  themselyos  to  pieces.  8h,  JB.  ui,  i.  3. 
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lUUIOSB — cmtimied. 
We  haTe  scotch'd  the  make,  not  kill'd  it. 
She'll  dose,  and  be  herself!  whilst  our  poor  malice 
Semains  in  danger  of  her  former  tooth.        Sk,  Maeb.  ni.  2* 

Oitt  of  this  nettle,  danger,  we  pluck  this  flower,  safety. 

8h.  Sen.  IT.  1, 11.  3. 
The  absent  danger  greater  stall  appears ; 
And  less  he  fears,  mio'a  near  the  thing  he  fears.  Daniel,  Cteo. 
Our  dangers  and  delights  are  near  allies ; 
From  the  same  stem  me  rose  and  prickle  rise.  JDanieL 

When  men  think  they  most  in  safety  stand, 
The  greatest  peril  of^n  is  at  hand.    Drayton,  Barons'  Ware. 
Danger  levels  man  and  brute. 

And  all  are  fellows  in  their  need.  JByron, 

j>ABS~DABnr0. 
I  dare  do  ail  that  doth  become  a  man ; 
Who  dares  do  more  is  none.  8h.  Mach,  i.  7. 

He  that  climbs  the  tall  tree  has  won  right  to  the  fruit. 

He  that  leaps  the  wide  gulf  should  prevail  in  his  suit.  8eoU. 

He  either  fears  his  fate  too  much, 
Or  his  deserts  are  small. 
Who  dares  not  put  it  to  the  touch. 

To  gain  or  lose  it  all.  Scott,  Intro,  Chron,  Canong. 

DAHBT— M«  Goxoomb. 
He  was  perfumed  like  a  milliner ; 
And  'twixt  his  finger  and  his  thumb  he  held 


A  pouncet-boz,  which  ever  and  anon 

He  gave  his  nose.  8h.  Hen.  ir,  I,  i.  3, 

DASX. 

At  one  stride  came  the  dark.        Coleridge,  Ancient  Mariner, 
DAUOHIEB. 
Thou  art  my  flesh,  my  blood,  my  daughter ; 
Or,  rather,  a  disease  that's  in  my  flesh, 
Wliioh  I  must  needs  call  mine ;  thou  art  a  boil, 
A  plague-sore,  an  embossed  carbuncle. 
In  my  corrupted  blood.    But  I'll  not  chide  thee ; 
Let  shame  come  when  it  will,  I  do  not  call  it. 
Mend  when  thou  canst ;  be  better  at  thy  leisure.  8h,  L.n.^ 
If  a  daughter  you  have,  she's  the  phigue  of  your  life, 
No  peace  shall  you  know,  though  you  ve  buned  your  wife  I 
At  twenty  she  mocks  at  the  dufy  you  taught  her ; 
Oh,  what  a  plague  is  an  obstinate  daughter !  Sheridan,  D.  i.  3. 
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Duty  demands,  the  parent's  voice 

Should  sanctify  the  daughter's  choice. 

In  that  is  due  ohedienoe  shown ; 

To  choose,  belongs  to  her  alone.  Tkos,  Moore. 

DAWV-^HAYNLRAK-see  Xoming. 

The  morning  steals  upon  the  night. 

Melting  the  darkness.  Sh,  Temp.  y.  1. 

fiut  all  so  soon  as  the  all-cheering  sun 

Should  in  the  furthest  east  begin  to  draw 

The  shady  curtains  from  Aurora's  bed.  Sh.  Rom.  i.  1. 

The  grey-eyed  mom  smiles  on  the  frowning  night. 

Checkering  the  eastern  clouds  with  streaks  of  Ught.  lb.  ii.  3. 

Night's  candles  are  burnt  out,  and  jocund  day 

Stuids  tiptoe  on  the  misty  mountain-tops.      Sh.  Horn,  iii.  5. 

Night's  swift  dragons  cut  the  clouds  full  fast, 

And  yonder  shines  Aurora's  harbinger ; 

At  whose  approach,  ghosts,  wand'rmg  here  and  there, 

Troop  home  to  church-yards.  Sh.  Mid.  N.  iii.  2. 

The  eastern  gate,  all  fiery  red. 

Opening  on  Neptune,  with  fair  blessed  beams. 

Turns  into  yellow  gold  his  salt-green  streams.  Ih.  iii.  2. 

The  day  begins  to  break,  and  nisht  is  fled, 

Whose  pitchy  mantle  oyer- veil'd  the  earth.     Sh.  II.  vi.  u.  24 

Look,  the  mom,  in  russet  mantle  clad, 

Walks  o'er  the  dew  of  yon  high  eastern  hill.    Sh.  Ham.  i.  1. 
Look,  the  gentle  day. 

Before  the  wheels  of  PhoBbus,  round  about 

Dapples  the  drowsy  east  with  spots  of  grey.  Sh.  M.  Ado,  y.  3. 
The  silent  hours  stetd  on. 

And  flaky  darkness  breaks  within  the  east.   Sh.  Bic.  ni.  y.  3. 

The  quiet  night,  now  dappling,  *gan  to  wane, 

Dividing  darkness  from  the  dawning  main.       Byron^  Island. 
DEATH— «f«  Orave,  Xonming. 

When  beggars  die,  there  are  no  comets  seen  ; 

The  heavens  themselves  blaze  forth  the  death  of  princes. 

Sh.  Jul,  C.  II.  2. 

Cowards  die  many  times  before  their  deaths  ; 

The  valiant  never  taste  of  death  but  once. 

Of  all  the  wonders  that  I  yet  have  heard, 

It  seems  to  me  most  strange  that  men  should  fear ; 

Seeing  that  death,  a  necessary  end,  ^ 

Will  come,  when  it  will  come.  '  Sh.  Jul.  C.  ii.  2. 
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DBATH— «OM/Mififtf. 

O  mightr  0»8ar !  dost  thou  lie  bo  low  P 

Are  aQ  taj  coDquests,  glories,  tnumphfl,  spoils, 

Shrank  to  this  little  measure  P  8IL  JuL  C.  in.  1. 

The  weariest  and  most  loathed  worldly  life, 

That  af^,  ache,  and  penury,  and  imprisonment 

Can  lay  on  nature,  is  a  paradise 

To  what  we  fear  of  death.  8k.  M./or  M.  in.  I. 

Ay,  but  to  die,  and  go  we  know  not  where ; 

To  lie  in  cold  obstniction,  and  to  rot : 

This  sensible  warm  motion  to  become 

A  kneaded  dod ;  and  the  delighted  spirit 

To  bathe  in  fiery  floods,  or  to  reside 

In  thriUing  regions  of  thick-ribbed  ice ; 

To  be  imprison'd  in  the  viewless  winds. 

And  blown  with  restless  violence  round  about 

The  pendant  world.  8h,  M.far  M,  in.  1. 

The  sense  of  death  is  most  in  apprehension ; 

And  the  poor  beetle,  that  we  tread  upon. 

In  corporal  sufferance  finds  a  pang  as  great 

As  when  a  giant  dies.  iSJl.  if,  for  JT.  in.  1. 

That  life  is  better  life,  past  fearing  death,. 

Than  that  which  lives  to  fear.  8h,  M.Jbr  M.  v.  1. 

All  that  live  must  die. 
Passing  through  nature  to  eternity.  8h,  Ham.  i.  2. 

To  die— to  sleep — 
Ko  more ;  and,  by  a  sleep,  to  say  we  end 
The  heart-ache,  and  the  thousand  natural  shocks 
That  flesh  is  heir  to ; — 'tis  a  consummation 
Devoutly  to  be  wish'd.  8k.  Ham.  in.  1. 

To  die !  to  sleep : 
To  sleep  1  perchance,  to  dream ; — ay,  there's  the  rub ; 
For  in  that  sleep  of  death  what  dreaons  may  come. 
When  we  have  shuffled  off  this  mortal  coil» 
Must  give  us  pause  :  there's  the  respect^ 
That  makes  calamity  of  so  long  life.  Sk.  Ham.  in.  1. 

The  dread  of  something  after  death 
The  undiscover'd  country,  from  whose  bourn 
I^o  traveller  returns,  puzzles  the  will. 
Makes  us  rather  bear  those  ills  we  have. 
Than  fly  to  others  that  we  know  not  of.  8h.  Ham.  in.  1. 

Lay  her  i'  the  earth ; 
And  from  her  fair  and -unpolluted  flesh 
May  violets  spring !  Sk.  Ham.  v.  I. 
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Imperious  Cssar,  dead  and  tuin'd  to  ebsjp 

Might  stop  a  hole,  to  keep  the  wind  away : 

O I  that  the  earth,  which  kept  tibe  world  in  awe, 

Shoold  patch  a  wall,  t' expel  tke  Winter's  flaw!   8k.Sam.TA. 

The  sands  are  nnmber'd,  that  make  up  my  life ; 

Here  must  I  stay,  and  here  my  life  must  end.  8k.  B.  ri,  i.  4. 

Kings  and  mightiest  potentates  must  die, 

For  that's  the  end  of  nnman  misezy.      Sh.  Sen,  vi.  1.  in.  2. 

Ah,  what  a  sign  it  is  of  eTil  life. 

When  death's  approach  is  seen  so  terrible.  Sk.  JT.  ri.  2,  ni.  3. 

Kothing  in  his  life 
Became  him  like  the  leaving  it ;  he  died 
As  one  who  had  been  studied  in  his  death. 
To  throw  away  the  dearest  thing  he  owed. 
As  'twere  a  careless  trifle.  8h.  Macb.  i.  4. 

Had  I  as  many  sons  as  I  hare  hairs, 

I  would  not  wish  them  to  a  fairer  death.  Sh.  Mach.  v.  7. 

Death  lies  on  her,  like  an  untimely  frost 
Upon  the  sweetest  flower  of  all  the  field.         8h,  Bam,  iv.  5. 
How  oft,  when  men  are  at  the  point  of  death. 
Have  they  been  merry  I  which  their  keepers  call 
A  lightning  before  death.  8h.  Bom,  t.  3. 

What  I  old  acquaintance  I  could  not  all  this  flesh 
Keep  in  a  little  life  P    Poor  Jack,  farewell  I 
I  could  have  better  spar'd  a  better  man.       8h,  Hen.  iv.  y.  4. 
He  that  dies  this  year  is  quit  for  the  next.  Sh,  Sen,  zr,  ni.  2. 

They  ssj  the  tongues  of  dying  men 
Enforce  attention,  like  deep  harmony : 
Where  words  are  scarce,  they're  seldom  spent  in  vain, 
For  they  breathe  truth  Ihat  Dreathe  their  words  in  pain. 

He  that  no  more  may  say  is  listen  d  more 

Than  they  whom  youth  and  ease  have  taught  to  gloze ; 

More  are  men's  ends  mark'd  than  their  lives  before : 

The  setting  sun  and  music  at  the  close. 

As  the  last  taste  of  sweets,  is  sweetest  last. 

Writ  in  remembrance  more  than  things  long  past. 

Sh.  Bie.  n.  n.  I. 
Though  death  be  poor,  it  ends  a  mortal  woe.  8h,  Bie,  ii,  ii.  1. 

O,  sleep,  thou  ape  of  death,  lie  dull  upon  her.  8h.  Cymb,  ii.  2. 

He  that  hath  a  will  to  die  by  himself^ 

Fears  it  not  from  another.  8h,  Coriolantu  y.  3. 
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Tired  with  all  thew,  for  reitftil  death  I  ciy  ;— 

As,  to  behold  desert  a  beggar  bora. 

And  needy  nothing  trimm'd  in  jollily. 

And  purest  faith  imhappily  forsworn. 

And  gilded  honour  shanienilly  misplaced. 

And  maiden  yirtue  mdelj  strompeted. 

And  right  perfection  wrongfnlly  disflpraeed. 

And  strength  by  limping  sway  disalued, 

And  art  nuide  tongue-tied  by  authoritr. 

And  folly  (doctor-nke)  controlling  skil^ 

And  simple  tnith  miscall'd  simphcit^r, 

And  captire  good  attending  captain  ill : 

Trred  with  aJl  these,  firom  tnese  would  I  begone ; 

Save  that,  to  die,  I  leare  my  lore  alone.  8h,  Soniui  66, 

Death  is  not  firee  for  any  man's  election. 

Till  nature  or  the  law  impose  it  on  him.  Chapman^  C.  and  P. 

And  thoQffh  mine  arm  should  conquer  twen^  worlds, 

There's  a  lean  fellow  beats  all  conquerors.   Jjehker,  Old  For. 

'Tis  the  only  discipline  we  are  born  for ; 

AH  studies  else  are  but  as  circular  lines. 

And  death  the  centre  where  they  all  must  meet.    Mauinger, 

All  things  decay  with  time :  the  forest  sees 

The  growth  and  downfal  of  her  aged  trees ; 

That  timber  tall,  which  three-score  lustres  stood* 

The  proud  dictator  of  the  state-like  wood ; 

I  mean  the  sovereign  of  all  plants,  the  oak 

Droops,  dies,  and  mils  without  the  cleayer's  stroke. 

Herrich,  Hesp.  4/^6, 
Behind  her  death, 
Close  following  pace  for  pace,  not  mounted  yet 
On  his  pale  horse.  Milton,  P.  L,  x.  688. 

Where  all  Hfe  dies,  death  lires,  and  nature  breeds, 
Perverse,  all  monstrous,  all  prodigious  things, 
Abominable,  unutterable,  and  worse 
Than  fables  yet  have  feign'd,  or  fear  conceived, 
Gorgons,  and  Hydras,  and  Chimeras  dire.  Milton,  P,L»iu62^. 
Death  levels  all  things  in  his  march, 
l^onght  can  resist  his  migh^  strength 
The  palace  proud,  triumpnal  arch. 
Shall  mete  their  shadow  s  length ; 
The  rich,  the  poor,  one  common  bed 
Shall  find  in  the  unhonour'd  grave, 
Where  weeds  shall  crown  alike  the  head 
Of  tyrant  and  of  slave.  Marvell, 
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I  feel  death  rising  higlier  still,  and  higlier 

Within  mj  bosom ;  erery  breath  I  fetch 

Shnts  up  my  life  within  a  shorter  compass ; 

And,  like  the  ranishing  sound  of  bells,  grows  less 

And  less  each  pulse,  tUl  it  be  lost  in  air.  Dryden,  Riv,  LadU9» 

Distrust  and  darkness  of  a  fixture  state 

Make  ]poor  mankind  so  fearful  of  their  fate* 

Death  m  itself  is  nothing ;  but  we  fear 

To  be  we  know  not  what,  we  know  not  where.    Dryden,  Aur, 

Death's  but  a  path  that  must  be  trod, 

If  man  would  ever  pass  to  Grod.  Pamell. 

'Tis  but  to  die, 
'Tis  but  to  yenture  on  that  common  hazard 
Which  many  a  time  in  battle  I  haye  run ; 
'Tis  but  to  do,  what,  at  that  yeiy  moment, 
In  many  nations  of  the  peopled  earth, 
A  thousand  and  a  thousand  shall  do  with  me.  Rowe,  J.  Si<>re. 

I  was  bom  to  die : 
'Tis  but  expandinji;  thought,  and  life  is  nothing. 
Ages  and  generations  pass  away, 
*  And  with  resistless  force,  like  wayes  o'er  wayes, 
BoU  down  the  irreyocable  stream  of  time. 
Into  the  insatiate  ocean  of  for  eyer.  Bawe. 

Death  is  the  priyilege  of  human  nature ; 
And  life  without  it  were  not  worth  our  taking. 
Thither  the  poor,  the  pris'ner,  and  the  mourner 
Fly  for  relief,  and  lay  their  burdens  down.   Bowe,  Fair  Pen, 
Thus  o'er  the  dying  lamp  th'  unsteady  flame. 
Hangs  quiyering  on  the  point,  leaps  off  by  fits 
And  falls  again,  as  loath  to  quit  its  hold.  Addison,  Caio,  iii.  7. 
The  prince,  who  kept  the  world  in  awe. 
The  judge,  whose  £ctate  fix'd  the  law. 
The  rich,  the  poor,  the  sreat,  the  small. 
Are  leyell'd :  death  confounds  them  all.  Oay,  Fabler. 

He  taught  us  how  to  liye ;  and  (oh  I  too  high 
The  price  for  knowledge)  taught  us  how  to  die.  Tickell. 

As  man,  perhaps,  the  moment  of  his  breath, 
Beceiyes  the  lurking  principle  of  deatii ; 
The  young  disease,  that  must  subdue  at  length. 
Grows  with  his  growth,  and  strengUiens  with  his  strength. 

Pope,  E.M.  IX.  133. 
The  hour  conceal'd,  and  so  remote  the  fear. 
Death  still  draws  nearer,  neyer  seeming  near.         Ih,  iii.  75. 
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O  death,  all  eloquent !  jou  on! jr  prove 

What  dust  we  dote  on,  when  'tis  man  we  lore.       Pope,  Elo. 

How  lored,  how  Talaed  once,  ayails  thee  not ; 

To  whom  related,  or  by  whom  begot ; 

A  he»D  of  dust  alone  remains  of  mee ; 

'Tis  all  thon  art,  and  all  the  proud  shall  be  I 

Fope,  JSUffy  to  the  Memory  qf  an  Ur^oriunaie  Lady,  71. 
By  foreign  hands  thy  dying  eyes  were  dos'd, 
By  foreign  hands  thy  decent  mnbs  composed, 
'Slj  foreign  hands  thy  humble  grave  adom'd, 
]^  strangers  honoured,  and  by  strangers  moum'd.     Ibid,  51. 
But  thousands  die  without  or  this  or  that. 
Die,  and  endow  a  college  or  a  cat.  Pope,  M,  JE,  iii.  95, 

The  world  recedes ;  it  disappears  I 
Heav'n  opens  on  my  eyes  I  my  ears 
With  sounds  serajmic  ring : 
Lend,  lend  your  winss !  Imount !  I  fly  I 
O  grave  1  where  is  thy  victorv  P 
O  death !  where  is  thy  sting  r     Pope,  Dying  C%.  to  his  SouL 

The  reconciling  erave 
SwallowB  distinction  first,  that  made  us  foes, 
That  all  alike  lie  down  in  peace  together.  Southern,  Fatal  M. 

Where  the  prime  actors  of  the  last  year's  scene  P 

Their  port  so  proud,  their  buskin,  and  their  plume  P 

How  many  sleep,  who  kept  the  world  awake 

With  lustre  and  with  noise  I  Young,  Night  Thought*,  ix. 

Man  makes  a  death,  which  nature  never  made.        lb,  iv.  15. 

The  chamber  where  the  good  man  meets  his  fate 

Is  privileged  beyond  the  common  walk 

Of  virtuous  life,  quite  in  the  verge  of  heaven.        Ih,  ii.  633. 

The  kneU,  the  shroud,  the  mattock,  and  the  grave. 

The  deep,  damp  vault,  the  darkness,  and  the  worm. 

These  are  the  bugbears  of  a  winter's  eve, 

The  terrors  of  the  living,  not  the  dead.  Ih,  it.  10. 

Lovely  in  death  the  beauteous  ruin  lay ; 

And  if  in  death  still  lovely,  lovelier  there ; 

Far  lovelier  I  pity  swells  the  tide  of  love.  7)^.  in.  104. 

Death  loves  a  shining  mark,  a  signal  blow.  Ih,  v.  1011. 

That  man  lives  greatly, 
Whate'er  his  fate,  or  fione,  who  greatly  dies. 
High  flush'd  with  hope,  where  heroes  shall  despair.  lb.  N-,  T, 
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PXAIE— Mfi/t#iff«dL 

Death  is  the  crown  of  life : 
Were  death  denj'd,  poor  man  woold  lire  in  Tain ; 
Were  death  denj'd«  to  live  would  not  be  life : 
Were  death  deny'd,  ee'n  fools  would  wish  to  die. 

Young,  N.  T,  in.  626. 
Death  wounds  to  cure ;  we  fall,  we  rise,  we  reign  ; 
Spring  from  our  fetters,  fasten  in  the  skies. 
Where  blooming  Eden  withers  in  our  sight. 
Death  gires  us  more  than  was  in  Eden  lost. 
This  kmg  of  terrors  is  the  prince  of  peace.  lb,  530. 

Earl  J,  bright,  transient,  chaste  as  morning  dew, 

She  sparkled,  was  exhal'd,  and  went  to  heaven*  Ih,  t.600. 

The  death  of  those  distinguish'd  by  their  station, 

But  by  their  yirtue  more,  awakes  the  mind 

To  solemn  dread,  and  strikes  a  saddening  awe : 

Kot  that  we  ^eve  for  them,  but  for  ourselyes. 

Left  to  the  toil  of  life.     Thomson,  Tan.  and  Sigumunda,  L  1. 

Can  storied  urn,  or  animated  bust, 

Back  to  its  mansion  call  the  fleeting  breath  P 

Can  honour's  Toice  provoke  the  silent  dust. 

Or  flatt'rj  soothe  the  dull  cold  ear  of  death  PO^roy,  Sl^$f,  xi. 

The  boast  of  heraldry,  the  pomp  of  power, 

And  all  that  beauty,  all  that  wealth  e'er  gave. 

Await  alike  the  inevitable  hour, 

The  paths  of  glory  lead  but  to  the  grave.  Gray,  Elegy, 

How  shocking  must  thj  summons  be,  O  death ! 

To  him  that  is  at  ease  m  his  possessions ; 

Who,  counting  on  long  years  of  pleasure  here, 

Is  quite  unfurnish'd  for  that  woiid  to  come  I       Blair,  Grave. 

All  flesh  is  ji;rass,  and  all  its  glory  fades 

liike  the  fair  floVr  disbevell  d  in  the  wind ; 

Biches  have  winss,  and  grandeur  is  a  dream ; 

The  man  we  celeorate  must  find  a  tomb. 

And  we  that  worship  him,  ignoble  gn.re8.Cowper,Taek,inMl. 

What  is  death 
To  him  who  meets  it  with  an  upright  heart  P 
A  quiet  haven,  where  his  shatter'a  bark 
Harbours  secure,  till  the  rough  storm  is  past. 
Perhaps  a  passage,  overhung  with  clouds 
But  at  its  entrance ;  a  few  leagues  beyond 
Opening  to  kinder  skies  and  milder  suns. 
And  seas  pacific  as  the  soul  that  seeks  them.  MurdU. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


r 


DUTH.  127 

O,  Death  I  the  poor  man's  dearest  friend. 

The  kindest  ana  the  best ! 

Welcome  the  hoar,  my  aged  limbi 

Are  laid  with  thee  at  rest  I  Bums, 

Oh,  God !  it  is  a  fearftil  thing 

To  see  the  human  sonl  take  wing 

In  any  shape,  in  any  mood.  Byroih  Prii.  qf  Cki.  Tin. 

Death,  so  caO'd,  is  a  thing  that  makes  man  weep. 

And  yet  a  third  of  life  is  pass'd  in  sleep,  l^ron,  D»  J.  xir.  3. 

Death  shnns  the  wretch  who  fain  the  blow  would  meet*     lb. 

"Whom  the  gods  lore  die  young"  was  said  of  yore» 

And  many  deaths  do  they  escape  by  this : 

The  death  of  Mends,  ana  that  which  slays  eren  more. 

The  death  of  &iendahip»  loye,  yoath«  all  that  is, 

Except  mere  breath.  JB^rom,  Don  Juan,  iy. 

Death  is  but  what  the  haughty  brare. 

The  weak  must  bear,  the  wretch  must  orare.  Syron,  Oiaour. 

What  shall  he  be  ere  night  P    Perchance  a  thing 

O'er  which  the  raren  flaps  his  Amend  wing.  Jyron,  Corsair. 

I  lire. 

But  live  to  die :  and  IiTing,  see  nothmg 

To  make  death  hateful,  sare  an  innate  dinging, 

A  loathsome  and  yet  all  inyincible 

Instinct  of  life,  which  I  abhor,  as  I 

Despise  myself,  yet  cannot  oyercomo-« 

And  so  I  hye.  Byron,  Cain,  l.  1. 

And  thou  art  dead,  as  young  and  fair 

As  aught  of  mortal  birth ; 

And  form  so  soft,  and  charms  so  rare. 

Too  soon  return 'd  to  earth  1 

Though  earth  receired  thee  in  her  bed. 

And  o'er  the  spot  the  crowd  may  tread 

In  carelessness  or  mirth. 

There  is  an  eye  which  could  not  brook 

A  moment  on  that  graye  to  look.  Byron, 

How  sweet  this  yery  hour  to  die  I 

To  soar  from  earth,  and  find  all  fears 

Lost  in  thy  light,  eternity  1  Byron, 

Thy  day  without  a  doud  hath  pass'd. 

And  thou  wert  loyely  to  the  last ; 

Extinguished,  not  decay 'd  I 

As  stars  that  shoot  along  the  sky 

Shine  brightest  as  they  fall  from  high.  Byron, 
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When  musing  on  companions  gone. 

We  doubly  feel  ourselyes  alone.         Sir  W.  Seott,  Mdrmiom, 

Sleep  the  sleep  that  knows  not  breaking, 

Mom  of  toil,  nor  night  of  waking.     Scott,  L,  <2f  Lake,  i.  81* 

Since,  howe'er  protracted,  death  will  come, 

Why  fondly  study,  with  ingenious  pains, 

To  put  it  off !    To  breathe  a  little  longer 

Is  to  defer  our  fate,  but  not  to  shun  it. 

Small  gain !  which  wisdom  with  indiff'rent  eye 

Beholds.  Hannah  More,  David  and  GoliaA,  4. 

Leaves  have  their  times  to  fall, 

And  flowers  to  wither  at  the  north  wind's  breath, 

And  stars  to  set — but  all. 

Thou  hast  all  seasons  for  thine  own,  O  death !  Mr*.  Hemane. 

I  think  poor  beggars  court  St.  Giles, 

Bich  begffars  court  St.  Stephen ; 

And  Deatn  looks  down  with  nods  and  smiles, 

And  makes  the  odds  all  even : 

I  think  some  die  upon  the  field. 

And  some  upon  the  billow, 

And  some  are  laid  beneath  a  shieldi 

And  some  beneath  a  willow.  Praed,  Brazen  Head 

Death  I  to  the  happy  thou  art  terrible, 

But  how  the  wretched  love  to  think  of  thee, 

O  thou  true  comforter,  the  friend  of  all 

Who  have  no  friend  beside.  Southey,  Joan  of  Are. 

Death  we  should  prize  as  the  best  gift  of  nature. 

As  a  safe  inn,  where  weary  trareUers, 

When  they  have  joumey'd  through  a  world  of  cares. 

May  put  off  life,  and  be  at  rest  for  ever.  8oiUhtrne,Loy,Bro. 

We  thought  her  dying  while  she  slept. 

And  sleeping  when  she  died.  T.  Hood,  Death-bed^ 

Weep  not  for  those  whom  the  veil  of  the  tomb 

In  lire's  happy  morning  hath  hid  from  our  eyes, 

Ere  sin  threw  a  blight  o'er  the  spirit's  voung  bloom. 

Or  earth  had  profaned  what  was  oom  tor  the  skies. 

Death  chill'd  the  fair  fountain  ere  sorrow  had  stain'd  it» 

'Twas  frozen  in  all  the  pure  light  of  its  course, 

And  but  sleeps  tiU  the  sunshine  of  heaven  unchains  it, 

To  water  that  Eden  where  first  was  its  source.        T.  Moore, 
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DBAIH— MM^netf. 

0  grief  beyond  all  other  griefs,  when  fate 
First  leaves  the  yoon^  heart  lone  and  desolate 
In  the  wide  world,  without  that  only  tie, 

For  which  it  wished  to  Uye,  or  feared  to  die.       Thos.  Moore. 

The  dead  are  like  the  stars,  by  day 

Withdrawn  from  mortal  eye, 

Bat  not  extinct,  they  hold  their  way 

In  glory  through  the  sky : 

Spirits,  from  l^ndage  thus  set  free. 

Vanish  amidst  immensity, 

Where  hnman  thought,  like  human  sight, 

Fails  to  pursue  their  trackless  flight.  Jou,  Montgomery. 

Friend  after  friend  departs ; 

Who  hath  not  lost  a  mend  P 

There  is  no  union  here  of  hearts 

That  finds  not  here  an  end ; 

Were  this  frail  world  our  final  rest, 

laying  or  dying,  none  were  blest.   Joe,  Mowtgomerff^  Friends, 

1  know  thou  hast  gone  to  the  home  of  thy  rest ; 
Then  why  should  my  soul  be  so  sad  P 

I  know  tnou  Jiast  gone  where  the  weary  are  blest. 

And  the  mourner  looks  up,  and  is  glad  I 

Where  loye  has  put  off,  in  the  lana  of  its  birth, 

The  stains  it  haa  gather'd  in  this. 

And  hope,  the  sweet  singer  that  gladden'd  the  earth, 

lies  asleep  on  the  bosom  of  bliss.  T.  K,  Rerveg. 

It  matters  not  at  what  hour  of  the  day 

The  righteous  fall  asleep ;  death  cannot  come 

To  him  untimely  who  is  fit  to  die ; 

The  less  of  this  cold  world,  the  more  of  heaven ; 

The  briefer  life,  the  earlier  immortality.  Milman. 

There  is  no  death !    What  seems  so  is  transition. 

This  life  of  mortal  breath 

Is  but  a  suburb  of  the  life  Elysian, 

Whose  portal  we  call  death.  Longfellow,  Resignation, 

There  is  a  reaper,  whose  name  is  Death, 

And  with  his  siclde  keen. 

He  reaps  the  bearded  grain  at  a  breath, 

And  the  flowers  that  grow  between.  Longfellow^  Foems, 

Weep  not  for  him  who  dieth, 

For  he  deeps  and  is  at  rest ; 

And  the  couch  whereon  he  lieth 

Is  the  green  eaxth's  quiet  breast.  Mon.  Mrs.  Norton, 
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Friend  to  the  wretch  whom  every  friend  forsakes, 

I  woo  thee,  death  I  JPorteuij  Death, 

Oh  I  what  a  shadow  o'er  the  heart  is  flung, 

When  peals  the  requiem  of  the  lor'd  and  yoxmg !  W,  O.  Clark, 

She's  g^one  I  for  ever  gone !    The  king  of  terrors 

Lays  Ms  rude  hands  upon  her  lorely  mnbs, 

And  blasts  her  beauties  with  his  icy  breath.  Demns,  Ap.  Vir. 
DEATK-BSD. 

A  death-bed's  a  detector  of  the  heart : 

Here  tired  dissimulation  drops  her  mask, 

Through  life's  grimace,  that  mistress  of  the  scene. 

Her  real  and  apparent  are  the  same.  Young,  N,  T.  641. 

DEBT. 

He  that  dies,  pays  all  debts.  8h.  Tsmp,  ni.  2. 

You  say,  you  nothing  owe ;  and  so  I  say : 

He  only  owes,  who  something  hath  to  pay.  Marital  (^oy),  ii.  3. 

There  died  my  father,  no  man's  debtor ; 

And  there  I'll  die,  nor  worse,  nor  better.  Tope^ 

Oh,  how  you  wrong  our  friendship,  raliant  youth ! 

With  friends  there  is  not  such  a  word  as  debt : 

Where  amity  is  ty'd  with  band  of  truth. 

All  benefits  are  there  in  conunon  set.  Lady  Carew,  Mariam. 
OBCAT— M«  Ambition,  BeTersM. 

All  that  in  this  world  is  great  and  gay, 

Doth  as  a  vapour  vanish  and  decay.  Spenser. 

You  are  as  a  candle,  the  better  part  burnt  out.    Sh.  H,  iv,  2. 

And  those  decays,  to  speak  the  naked  truth. 

Through  the  defects  of^age,  were  crimes  of  youth.    Denham. 

Before  decay's  effacing  fingers 

Have  swept  the  lines  where  beauty  lingers.     Byron,  Oiaour. 
All  that's  bright  must  fade, — 
The  brightest  still  the  fleetest  ; 
All  that  s  sweet  was  made 

But  to  be  lost  when  sweetest.        T.  Moore,  All  that's  bright, 
DECEIT— BE0EITJfULNE88—DECEPTI0E—HTP0GBI8T, 
What  man  so  wise,  what  earthly  wit  so  rare, 
As  to  descry  the  crafty,  cunning  train  ^ 
By  which  Deceit  doth  mask  in  visor  fair. 
And  seem  like  Truth,  whose  shape  she  well  can  feign,  ^fenser, 

O  that  deceit  should  dwell 
In  BOoh  a  gorgeous  palace  I  8h,  Eom.  J,  in.  2. 
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DECEIT,  BSGB1TFUL1IKB8,  r^KOTUm^MHtinued, 
liook  to  her.  Moor ;  hare  a  quick  eye  to  see : 
She  has  deceir'd  her  father,  and  maj  thee.         £%.  Otk,  i.  3. 
The  deril  can  cite  scripture  for  his  purposes. 
An  evil  soul,  producing  holj  witness, 
Xs  like  a  yillam  with  a  smiLne  cheek ; 
A  goodlj  apple  rotten  at  thelieart ; 

O,  what  a  goodly  outside  falsehood  hath  \  8h  M.of  Ven.  T.  3. 
Sigh  no  more,  ladies,  sigh  no  more, 
Hen  were  deceiyers  ever ; 
One  foot  in  sea,  and  one  on  shore ; 

To  one  thing  constant  never.  Sk  M,  Ado,  ii.  3. 

And  be  the  juggling  fiends  no  more  believ'd, 
That  palter  with  us  in  a  double  sense  ; 
That  leep  the  word  of  promise  to  our  ear. 
And  break  it  to  our  hope.  8k.  Macb.  r.  7. 

Smooth  runs  the  water,  where  the  brook  is  deep  ; 
And  in  his  simple  show  he  harbours  treason. 
The  fox  barks  not,  when  he  would  steal  the  lamb. 

8h,  J£.  VI.  in.  1. 
Ah,  that  deceit  should  steal  such  gentle  shapes, 
And  with  a  virtuous  visor  hide  deep  vice.       Sh.  R.  ni.  n.  2. 

Mother,  for  love  of  grace, 
Lay  not  that  flattering  unction  to  your  soul, 
lliat  not  your  trespass  but  my  ma&ess  speaks.  <8%.  J2aM.in,4. 
Every  man  in  this  age  has  not  a  soul 
Of  eiystal,  for  all  men  to  read  their  aetions 
Through :  Men's  hearts  and  faces  are  so  far  asunder 
That  uey  hold  no  intelligence.       Beaum,  and  FL  FhiUuter, 

He  seem'd 
For  dignity  compos'd  and  high  exploit : 
But  all  was  false  and  hollow.  MiUon,  P.  Z.  ii.  111. 

His  tongue 
Dropt  manna,  and  could  make  the  worse 
Appear  the  better  reason.  Milton^  P.  X.  ii.  113. 

A  villain,  when  he  seems  most  kind 
Is  most  to  be  suspected.  Latudowne,  Jew  of  Venice. 

Before  her  fiice  her  handkerehief  she  spread. 

To  hide  the  flood  of  tears — she  did  not  shed.  Pope. 

Tis  not  my  talent  to  conceal  my  thoughts, 
Or  canr  smiles  and  sunshine  in  my  face. 
When  discontent  sits  heavy  at  my  heart.  JdilU^n,  Cato. 

K  2 
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DECEIT,  DECEITFULNESS,  JXBXSSSTlOlBi^eofUinued. 

A  yiliain,  when  he  most  seems  kind. 

Is  most  to  be  suspected.  Lansdowne,  Jeto  qf  Venieem 

Thy  love  is  lust,  thy  friendship  all  a  cheat, 

Thy  smiles  hypocrisy,  thy  woms  deceit.      Byron  to  Souikey, 

Even  innocence  itself  hath  many  a  wile.     Byron,  Don  Juan, 

Lore  on  his  lips  and  hatred  in  his  heart, 

His  motto— constancy ;  his  creed— to  part.        Byron,  Lara^ 

Think'st  thou  there  are  no  serpents  in  the  world 

But  those  who  slide  along  the  grassy  sod. 

And  sting  the  luckless  foot  that  ]>re8ses  them  P 

There  are  who  in  the  path  of  social  life 

Do  bask  their  spotted  skins  in  fortune's  sun. 

And  sting  the  soul.  Joanna  Baillie,  De  Montford,  I.  2. 

O,  what  a  tangled  web  we  weave, 

When  first  we  practise  to  deceiTC.  Scott,  Marmion,  vi,  J  7. 
BECEKCT. 

Virtue  she  finds  too  painftil  an  endearour. 

Content  to  dwell  in  decencies  for  ever.     Bope,  M,  Eg,  n.  163. 

Immodest  words  admit  of  no  defence, 

For  want  of  decency  is  want  of  sense.  Boscommon,  Btsay  i. 
DECISION— «M  Diipateh,  Promptitade. 

Away,  then ;  work  witii  boldness  and  with  speed. 

On  greatest  actions  greatest  dangers  feed.  Marlowe. 

If  it  were  done,  when  'tis  done,  then  'twere  well 

It  were  done  quickly.  Sh.  Macb,  i.  7. 

Be  the  juggling  fiends  no  more  belieT'd, 

That  palter  wiSi  us  in  a  double  sense ; 

That  Keep  the  word  of  promise  to  our  ear. 

And  break  it  to  our  hope.  8h,  Maeh.  v.  *!• 

There  is  a  tide  in  the  afiPairs  of  men, 

Which,  taken  at  the  flood,  leads  on  to  fortune  ; 

Omitted,  all  the  voyage  of  their  life 

Is  bound  in  shallows,  and  in  miseries ; 

And  we  must  take  the  current  when  it  serves. 

Or  lose  our  ventures.  Sh*  Jul,  C.  iv.  3. 

Sighs,  groans,  and  tears  proclaim  his  inward  pains. 

But  the  firm  purpose  of  his  heart  remains.  Dryden. 

Choose  a  firm  cloud  before  it  fall,  and  in  it 

Catch,  ere  the  change,  the  Cynthia  of  the  minute. 

Pope,  M,  Be,  n.  19. 
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BEGmOV— MM^mtMi. 

The  keen  spirit 

Seizes  the  prompt  occasion — makes  the  thoaght 

Start  into  mstant  action,  and  at  once 

Plans  and  performs,  resolves  and  executes  I  Sannak  More* 
BBCLABAXIOV—JM  Love,  Proposal.  IDatuel^i. 

Wooing  thee,  I  found  iliee  of  more  ralne 

Than  stamps  m  gold  or  sums  in  sealed  bags ; 

And  'tis  the  reiy  riches  of  thyself 

That  now  I  aim  at.  8k.  Mer.  W.  in.  4. 

Helen,  I  lore  thee ;  by  my  Hfe  I  do : 

I  swear  by  that,  which  I  will  lose  for  thee. 

To  prove  him  false,  that  says  I  love  thee  not.  8h.  M.  N»  in.  2. 

Why  shonld  I  blush  to  own  I  love  P— 

'Tis  love  that  roles  the  realms  above ; 

Why  shonld  I  blush  to  say  to  all, 

That  virtue  holds  my  heart  in  thrall  P  Menty  Kirk  White. 
DEOOBUK. 

So,  with  decorum  all  things  carried, 

Miss  frowned,  and  blushed,  and  then  was  married.  Goldsmith. 
BBCBEB. 

It  must  not  be ;  there  is  no  power  in  Venice 

Can  alter  a  decree  established  : 

'Twill  be  recorded  for  a  precedent ; 

And  many  an  error  by  the  same  example, 

Will  rush  into  the  stote..  8h.  M.  of  V.  iv.  1. 

DEDICATIOirfl. 

Leave  flatteiy  to  Msome  dedicators, 

Whom  when  they  praise  the  world  believes  no  more. 

Than  when  they  promise  to  give  scribbling  o'er.  Tofe, 

DEEDS. 

Where  deeds  pull  down,  words  can  repair  no  faith.  Chapman. 

We  Hve  in  de^s,  not  years ;  in  thoughts  not  breaths ; 

In  feelings^  not  in  figures  on  a  dial.  Bjiil&y^  Festut. 

DEFEAT.  a     1.  ,     ^ 

Such  a  numerous  host 

Fled  not  in  silence  through  the  frighted  deep, 

With  ruin  upon  ruin,  rout  on  rout, 

Confusion  worse  confounded.  Milton,  P.  JL.  993-996. 

DEFEECB. 

In  causes  of  defence,  'tis  best  to  weigh 

The  enemy  more  mighty  than  he  seems  ; 

So  ike  proportions  of  defence  are  fill'd ; 

Which  of  a  weak  and  niggardly  projection 

Poth,  like  a  miser,  spoil lus  coat  with  scanting 

A  little  clotL  Sh.  Hen.  V.  n.  4 
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DVnXCE— continued. 

What  boots  it  at  ono  ^ate  to  make  defenee. 

And  at  another  to  let  in  the  foe  P       Millon,  Sam,  Agon.  660. 
DEFIAirCE. 

I  do  defy  him,  and  I  spit  at  him ; 

Call  him  a  slanderous  coward,  anid  a  riUain : 

Which  to  maintain,  I  would  allow  him  odds ; 

And  meet  him,  were  I  tied  to  run  a-foot, 

Even  to  the  frozen  ridges  of  the  Alps.  8h,  Ric,  /i.  1. 1. 

I  had  rather  chop  this  hand  off  at  a  blow. 

And  with  the  other  fling  it  at  thy  face, 

Than  bear  so  low  a  sail,  to  strike  to  thee.    Sk.  Hen.  ri.  3.  y.  1 . 

Must  I  give  waj  and  room  to  jour  rash  choler  P 

Shall  I  be  frighted,  when  a  madman  stares  P  8k^  Ji$L  C.  iv.  3. 

If  thou  denj'st  it,  twenty  times  thou  liest ; 

And  I  will  turn  thj  falsehood  to  thj  heart. 

Where  it  was  forged,  with  mj  rapier's  point.  8h.  Bic.  n.  iv.  1. 

Who  sets  me  else  P  by  hearen  I'll  throw  at  all ; 

I  haye  a  thousand  spirits  in  my  breast. 

To  answer  twenty  thousand  such  as  you.      Sh.  Bio,  II,  ly.  I. 

Thou  mayst  hold  a  serpent  by  the  tongue, 

A  chafed  lion  by  the  mortal  paw, 

A  fasting  ti^er  safer  by  the  tooth, 

Than  keep  m  peace  that  hand  which  thou  dost  hold. 

8h,  K.John,  in  A. 

If  thou  but  frown  on  me,  or  stir  thy  foot. 

Or  teach  thy  hasty  spleen  to  do  me  shame, 

111  strike  thee  dead.    Put  up  thy  sword  betime. 

Or  I'll  so  maul  you  and  your  toastuig-iron, 

That  you  shall  think  the  devil  has  come  from  hell.    lb,  ly.  3. 

Come  one,  come  all — ^this  rock  shall  fly 

From  its  firm  base  as  soon  as  I.  SeoU,  L.  ofL,  y.  10. 

Thou  think'st  I  fear  thee,  cursed  reptile. 

And  hast  a  pleasure  in  the  damned  thought. 

Though  my  neart's  blood  should  curdle  at  th^  sight, 

I'll  stay  and  face  tEee  still.        Joaivna  BailUe,  De  Monffbrd. 
Djutx— M»  Ood,  Creator,  (hnnipotenoe,  Fxovidenee. 

Father  of  light  and  life !  thou  Good  Supreme  ! 

O  teach  me  what  is  good  !  teach  me  thyself ! 

Save  me  from  folly,  vanity,  and  vice, 

From  every  low  pursuit !  and  feed  my  soul 

With  knowledge,  conscious  peace,  and  virtue  pure ; 

Sacred,  substantial,  never-fading  bliss  IThomson,  Winter,  217. 
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SlKLTY — contimied. 

Let  no  presuming  impious  railer  tax 

CreatiYe  Wisdom,  as  if  aufflit  was  foim'd 

In  rain,  or  not  for  admirable  ends. 

Shall  little  han^htj  iporance  pronounce 

His  works  unwise,  of  which  the  smallest  part 

Exceeds  the  narrow  vision  of  his  mind  ?     J^amson,  Summer, 

Hail,  source  of  being !  unirersal  soul 

Of  heaven  and  earth !  essentialpresence,  hail ! 

To  Thee  I  bend  the  knee  ;  to  Thee  my  thoughts 

Continual  climb ;  who,  with  a  master  nand, 

Hast  the  great  whole  into  perfection  touoh'd.  lb.  ^prin^. 

A  Deity  believed,  is  joy  begun ; 

A  Deity  adored,  is  joy  advanced ; 

A  Deity  beloved,  is  joy  matured. 

Each  branch  of  pie^  delight  inspires.  Young. 

I^ature 

Never  did  brins  forth  a  man  without  a  man ; 

Kor  could  the  first  man,  being  but 

The  passive  subject,  not  the  active  mover, 

Be  the  maker  of  himself ;  so  of  necessity 

There  must  be  a  superior  pow'r  to  nature. 

P.  Le  Ihumeur,  Atheist^i  Tragedy. 

In  tlie  vast,  and  the  minute,  we  see 

The  unambiguous  footsteps  of  the  QtoA 

Who  gives  its  lustre  to  an  insect's  wing. 

And  imeels  his  throne  upon  the  rolling  worlds. 

Cowper,  Task,  v.  611. 
Thou  dread  source. 
Prime,  self-existing  cause  and  end  of  all 
That  in  the  scale  of  being  fill  their  place ; 
Above  our  human  region  or  below, 
8et  and  sustained*    Troxjl,  thou  alone,  O,  Lord, 
Art  everlasting !  Wordiwarth. 

SXLAY— «ff  Ssdaion,  Proerastinatloiiy  Promptltads^  Time. 
Shun  dela^rs,  they  breed  remorse, 
Take  ihj  time,  wnile  time  is  lent  thee ; 
Creeping  snails  have  weakest  force ; 
fly  their  fault,  lest  thou  repent  thee. 
Good  is  best  when  soonest  wrought. 

Lingering  labours  came  to  nought.  Robert  Southwell. 

Hoist  up  sail  while  gale  doth  last. 
Tide  and  wind  stay  no  man's  pleasure  ; 
8eek  not  time,  when  time  is  past, 
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DSLAT— Mfi^tiNMi. 
Sober  speed  is  wisdom's  leisure, 
Afier-wits  are  dearly  boaght. 
Let  thy  fore-wit  guide  thy  thought.  Eohert  SoutkiceU. 

Delay  leads  impotent  and  snail-paced  beggary.  SA.BicMl.iy.^i- 

Then  do  we  sin  against  onr  own  estate, 

When  we  may  profit  meet,  and  come  too  late. 

"When  the  day  serves  before  black -cornered  night, 

find  what  thou  want'st  by  free  and  offered  light.  Sh,Timon,Y.l. 

0  my  good  lord,  that  comfort  comes  too  late ; 
'Tis  like  a  pardon  after  execution  : 

That  gentle  physic,  ffiven  in  time,  had  cur'd  me ; 
Sut  now  I  am  past  lul  comfort  here  bat  prayers. 

Sh.  H.  viu.  IV.  2. 
Omission  to  do  what  is  necessarr 
Seals  a  commission  to  a  blank  of  danger ; 
And  danger,  like  an  a^e,  snbtlv  taints 
Even  then  when  we  sit  idly  in  tine  snn.  8h.  TroiL  iii.  3. 

That  we  wonld  do, 
We  shonld  do  when  we  would ;  for  this  "  would  "  changes, 
And  hath  abatements  and  delavs  as  man^ 
As  there  are  tongues,  are  hanos,  are  accidents  ; 
And  then  this  "  should  "  is  like  a  spendthrift  sigh. 
That  hurts  by  easing.  8k.  Ham.  it.  7. 

Be  wise  to-day ;  'tis  madness  to  defer ; 

Next  day  the  fatal  precedent  will  plead ; 

Thus  on,  till  wisdom  is  push'd  out  of  life.       Fcwn^,  N.  T.  390. 

At  thirty,  man  suspects  himself  a  fool, 

Knows  it  at  for^,  and  reforms  his  plan ; 

At  fifty,  chides  nis  infamous  delay. 

Pushes  his  prudent  purpose  to  resolve, 

In  all  the  ma|B;nanimity  of  thought ; 

Besolres,  and  re-resolves,  then  dies  the  same. 

And  why  P  because  he  thinks  himself  immortal. 

All  men  think  all  men  mortal  but  themselves.  Young,  N,  T.  i. 

Our  greatest  actions,  or  of  good  or  evil,  L*17. 

The  hero's  and  the  murderer's,  spring  at  once 
From  their  conception :  Oh  !  how  many  deeds 
Of  deathless  virtue  and  immortal  crime 
The  world  had  wanted,  had  the  actor  said, 

1  wiU  do  this  to-morrow !        Lord  John  Bussellf  Don  Carlos. 
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DSUBSRAnOV— M»  Detign. 

When  any  great  design  tlion  dost  intend. 

Think  on  the  means,  the  manner,  and  the  end.  Denkam, 

Deep  on  his  front  engraven 

Delibemtion  sat,  and  public  care.  MiUon,  P.  Z.  n.  902. 

BZUGHT. 

She  was  his  care,  his  hone,  and  his  delight. 

Most  in  hia  thought,  ana  ever  in  his  si^t.  Dryden. 

BZLVSIOV. 

For  lore  of  grace, 

lay  not  that  flattering  unction  lo  tout  soul 

Hut  not  your  trespass  but  my  madness  speaks: 

It  will  but  skin  and  film  the  ulcerous  place  : 

Whiles  rank  corruption,  mining  all  within, 

Infects  unseen.  Sh,  Earn,  iii.  4. 

ikEMAOoemBB. 

I  do  despise  these  demagogues,  that  fret 

The  angry  multitude  :  they  are  but  as 

The  froth  upon  the  mountain  wave — ^the  bird 

That  shrieks  upon  the  sullen  tempest's  wing.  A.Hunt,Julian. 

For  dose  designs  and  crooked  counsels  fit ; 

Sagacious,  bold,  and  turbulent  of  wit, 

Bestless,  unfix'd  in  principle  and  place, 

In  power  unpleased,  impatient  in  disgrace.  Dtydem, 

BBHHABK. 

Something  is  rotten  in  the  State  of  Denmark.  8A.  Ham,  i.  4. 
BIPSraSVCB. 

Poor  wretches,  that  depend 

On  greatness'  favour,  dream,  as  I  have  done  ; 

Wake,  and  find  nothing.    But,  alas,  I  swerve 

Many  dream  not  to  find,  neither  deserve. 

And  yet  are  steep'd  in  favours.  Sh.  Cymh.  T.  4. 

I  hate  dcrpendence  on  another's  will. 

Which  changes  with  the  breath  of  ev'ry  whisper, 

Just  as  the  sky  and  weather  with  the  wmds  : 

Kay  with  the  winds,  as  they  blow  east  or  west, 

To  make  his  temper  pleasant  or  unpleasant.  CrownfAmh  Statet. 
BXPOBTKEHT. 

What's  a  fine  person,  or  a  beauteous  face, 

Unless  deportment  gives  them  decent  grace  F 

Blest  with  all  other  requisites  to  please. 

Some  want  the  striking  elegance  of  ease  ; 

The  curious  eye  their  awkward  movement  tires ; 

They  seem  like  puppets  let  about  by  wires. 

Churchill,  Bosciad,  712. 
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BEBBT. 

So  down  thyhill,  romaatic  Aslibonin,  glides, 

The  Derby  Dilly,  cairying  three  insides. 

One  in  each  comer  sits,  and  lolls  at  ease, 

With  folded  arms,  propp'd  back,  and  outstretch'd  Imees ; 

While  the  pressed  bodtin,  ponch'd  and  squeezed  to  death. 

Sweats  in  tne  midmost  place,  and  pants  for  breath. 

Cawning^  Itovei  qf  the  Hiangles,  178. 

VEaOEST^Me  Pedigree. 
Cowards  father  cowards,  and  base  things  sire  base : 
Nature  hath  meal  and  bran,  contempt,  and  grace.  8k.  Oymb.ivJSi. 

BE8SRTED— aM  Btiendlflii. 

Deserted  at  his  utmost  need, 
fiy  those  his  former  bounty  fed ; 
On  the  bare  earth  exposed  he  lies. 

With  not  a  Mend  to  dose  his  eyes.  Dryden,  Alex.  Feast,  78. 
BE8IGB. 

Purpose  is  but  the  slaye  to  memoiy. 

Of  violent  birth  but  poor  yalidity ; 

Which  now,  like  fruit  unripe,  sticks  on  the  tree. 

But  fall  unshaken  when  they  mellow  be.        Sk.  Ham.  m.  2. 

When  men's  intents  are  wicked,  their  guilt  haunts  them, 
fiut  when   they're  just  they're  arm'o,  and  nothing  daonta 
them.  Middleton,  Mad  World  my  jfaeiere^ 

He  that  intends  well,  yet  depriyes  himself 
Of  means  to  put  his  good  thoughts  into  deed. 
Deceives  his  purpose  of  its  due  reward. 

Beaum.  and  FL  Honest  Man's  Fortune. 
Honest  designs 
Justly  resemble  our  devotions, 
Which  we  must  pay,  and  wait  for  the  reward. 

Sir  Bohert  Howard,  Great  Fawmriie. 
BE8IBE~«M  BisappoiBtmeiit 
Had  doting  Pnam  checked  his  son's  desire, 
Troy  had  been  bright  with  fame,  and  not  with  fire.  Sk.  Poems, 

BSSOLATIOB. 

What  is  the  worst  of  woes  that  wait  on  age  P 
What  stamps  the  wrinkle  deeper  on  the  brow  P 
To  view  each  loved  one  blotted  from  life's  page, 
And  be  alone  on  earth,  as  I  am  now.  Byron,  Ck.  Har>  ii.  98. 
BB8PAIB— «M  Snieide. 

They  have  ty'd  me  to  a  stake ;  I  cannot  fly. 

But,  bear-like,  I  must  fight  the  course.  Sk.  Mach.  t.  7. 
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PJBF  ATK — Wi/wiiirf. 

I  am  one,  mj  liege, 
Whom  tlie  yfle  blows  and  buffets  of  the  worid 
Hsre  so  incens'd,  that  I  am  reeklesa  what 
I  do,  to  spite  the  world.  8k,  Wuh.  in.  1. 

O!  that  this  too,  too  solid  flesh  would  melt. 
Thaw,  and  resolve  itself  into  a  dew ! 
Or  that  the  Ererlasting  had  not  fix'd 
His  canon  'gainst  self-^nehter !  O  God !  O  Grod ! 
How  weary,  stale,  flat,  ana  unprofitable 
Seem  to  me  all  the  uses  of  this  world !  8h.  JSam.  i.  2. 

There's  nothing  in  this  w;0Tld  can  make  me  joy : 

Life  is  as  tedious  as  a  twice-told  tale, 

Yezing  the  dnU  ear  of  a  drowsy  man.        8h,  K,  John,  in.  4. 

If  thou  didst  but  consent 
To  this  most  cruel  act,  do  but  despaur ; 
And  if  thou  want'st  a  cord,  the  smallest  thread 
That  ever  spider  twisted  from  her  womb 
Will  seire  to  strangle  thee.  Sh.  K.  John,  it.  3. 

So  cowards  fight,  when  they  can  fly  no  further ; 

So  dores  do  peck  the  falcon  s  piercmg  talons ; 

So  desperate  thieyes,  all  hoj^eless  of  uieir  lives. 

Breathe  out  inrectiTes  'gainst  the  officers.    8h,  H,  ri*  8,  i.  4. 

It  were  all  one. 
That  I  should  love  a  bright  particular  star, 
And  think  to  wed  it.  8h.  All's  W,  1. 1. 

When  fears  admit  no  hope  of  safety,  then 
Necessity  makes  dastards  reliant  men.      Herrich,  Aph,  320. 

Despair  takes  heart,  when  there's  no  hope  to  speed ; 

The  coward  then  takes  arms,  and  does  the  deed.         Ih.  229. 

Farewell  hope,  and  with  hope  farewell  fear ; 

Farewell  remorse ;  all  good  to  me  is  lost ; 

Syilf  be  thou  my  good !  Milton,  P.  L.  iv.  108. 

All  hope  is  lost 
Of  my  reception  into  mce ;  what  worse  P 
For  where  no  hope  is  left,  is  left  no  fear.  Milton,  P.  R,  in.  285. 

For  men  as  resolute  appear 

With  too  much,  as  too  little  fear ; 

And,  when  they're  out  of  hopes  of  flying. 

Will  run  away  from  death,  by  dying, 

Or  turn  again  to  stand  it  out. 

And  thotjc  they  fled  like  lions  rout.      Butler,  Hud.  3,  ni.  27. 
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Equal  their  flame,  nnequal  was  their  care ; 

One  loved  with  hope,  one  languiahed  with  despair.     Dryden. 

Talk  not  of  comfort — 'tis  for  lighter  ills  ; 

I  will  indulge  my  sorrow,  and  give  way 

To  all  the  pangs  and  fury  of  despair.  Addiion,  Cato, 

Though  plunged  in  ills  and  exercised  in  care. 

Yet  never  let  the  noble  mind  despair : 

When  press'd  hj  dangers  and  beset  by  foes, 

The  gods  their  timely  succour  interpose ; 

And  when  onr  virtue  sinks  o'erwhemi'd  with  grief, 

fiy  unforeseen  expedients  bring  relief.  Ambrose  PhilipM. 

When  desperate  iUs  demand  a  speedv  cure, 

Distrust  is  cowardice,  and  prudence  folly.  Dr.  Johnson,  Irene. 

Nae  lander  she  wept,  her  tears  were  all  spent : 

Despair  it  was  come,  and  she  thought  it  content ; 

She  thought  it  content,  but  her  cheek  it  grew  pale. 

And  she  droop'd  like  a  lily  broke  down  by  the  hail,     ^iirju. 

Beware  of  desperate  steps  ! — ^the  darkest  day. 
Live  till  to-morrow,  will  nave  pass'd  away. 

Cotoper,  Needless  Alarm, 
But  dreadful  is  their  doom  whom  doubt  has  driven 
To  censure  fate,  and  pious  hope  forego :  i 

Like  yonder  bhisted  boughs  by  lightning  riven. 

Perfection,  beauty,  Ufe,  they  never  know,  j 

But  frown  on  all  that  pass,  a  monument  of  woe.  Beattie,  Misu  ' 

Alas !  the  breast  that  inly  bleeds  i 

Has  nought  to  fear  from  outward  blow :  I 
Who  falls  from  all  he  knows  of  bliss. 

Cares  little  into  what  abyss.  Byron,  CKaaur,                    \ 

They  who  have  nothing  more  to  fear  may  well 

Indulge  a  smile  at  that  which  once  appali'd ;  | 

As  children  at  discovered  bugbears.  Byron,  Sard,  T.  1. 

Despair  defies  even  despotism ;  there  is 

That  in  mv  heart  would  make  its  way  thro'  hosts 

With  leveU'd  spears.  Byron,  Two  Ihseari,  | 

There  is  a  very  life  in  our  despair.  Byron, 

One  fatal  remembrance,  one  sorrow  which  throws 

Its  bleak  shade  alike  o'er  our  joys  and  our  woes : 

To  which  life  nothing  darker  or  ori^hter  can  bring. 

For  which  joy  has  no  balm  and  affliction  no  sting.        Moore, 
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vapoimsacY. 

The  recollection  of  one  upward  hoor 

Hath  more  in  it  to  tranquillize  and  cheer 

The  darkness  of  despondency,  than  years 

Of  gaiety  and  pleasure.  PercivaL 

nsBPonnL 

Wolves  shall  succeed  for  teachers,  grieTons  wolves, 

lYho  all  the  sacred  mysteries  of  Heaven 

To  their  own  vile  advantages  shall  turn 

Of  Incre  and  ambition,  and  the  tmth 

With  superstitions  and  traditions  taint.  Mili(m,  P.  X.  xu.  506. 

Foul  deeds  will  rise. 

Though  all  the  earth  o'erwhehn  them,  to  men's  eyes. 

Sh,  Ham.  i.  2. 

BEIEBlEnrATIOV— M»  BesolntioB. 

Muse  not  that  I  thus  suddenly  proceed ; 

For  what  I  will,  I  will,  and  there  an  end.     •  8k.  Two  O.  i.  3. 

Although 

The  air  of  paradise  did  fan  the  house. 

And  angels  offic'd  all ;  1  will  be  gone.        8h.  All's  W.  iii.  2. 

I'll  sneak  to  it,  though  heU  itself  should  gape, 

And  Did  me  hold  my  peace.  Sh.  Sam.  i.  2. 

BEflRtZVT-  set  Fata,  Futurity. 

Seek  not  to  know  what  must  not  be  reveal'd ; 

Joys  only  flow  where  fate  is  most  conceal'd : 

Too  busy  man  wou'd  find  his  sorrows  more. 

If  future  fortunes  he  shou'd  know  before.  Dry  den,  L  Q.  iii.  L 

Whate'er  betides,  by  destiny  'tis  done. 

And  better  bear  like  men,  than  vainlv  seem  to  shun. 

^^  Dryaen,  Palemon  and  Arcite. 

BBISACIIOV — see  fflander,  Scandal. 

Haopy  are  they  that  hear  their  detractions. 

Ana  can  put  them  to  mending.  Sk.  M.  Ado,  ii.  3. 

Good  name  in  man  or  woman,  dear  my  lord, 

Is  the  immediate  jewel  of  their  soul : 

Who  steals  mj  purse,  steals  trash ;  'tis  something,  nothing ; 

'Twas  mine,  'tis  nis,  and  has  been  slave  to  thousands : 

But  he  that  filches  from  me  my  good  name. 

Sobs  me  of  that  which  not  enriches  him. 

And  makes  me  x>oor  indeed.  Sh.  0th.  ni.  3. 

Detraction's  a  bold  monster,  and  fears  not 

To  wound  the  fame  of  princes,  if  it  find 

But  any  blemish  in  their  lives  to  work  on.  Massittger, 
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Who  stabs  my  name,  would  stab  my  person  too. 

Did  not  the  nan^pnan's  axe  lie  in  the  way.  Orawne,  Sen.  vh  3» 

19  ow  they  interpret  motions,  looks,  and  eyes ; 

At  eyery  word  a  reputation  dies.  Popt. 

So,  naturalists  observe,  a  flea, 

Has  smaller  fleas  that  on  him  prey ; 

And  these  have  smaller  still  to  cite  'em. 

And  so  proceed  ad  infinitum.        Swift,  Poetry,  a  Bhaptody, 

Great  fleas  hare  little  fleas,  and  lesser  fleas  to  bite  'em. 

And  these  fleas  have  other  fleas,  and  so  ad  infinitum.    AnoiL, 

Mankind  praise  against  their  will, 

And  mix  as  much  detraction  as  they  can. 

Young,  N.  T.  viii.  494. 
lis  not  the  wholesome  sharp  morality^ 
Or  modest  anger  of  a  satiric  spirit, 
That  hurts  or  wounds  the  body  of  a  state^ 
But  the  sinister  aj^plication 
Of  the  malicious,  ignorant,  and  base^ 
Interpreter,  who  wm  distort  and  strain 
The  general  scope  and  purpose  of  an  author 
To  his  particular  and  private  spleen.  J)r,  Johmton^  Poetaster. 

To  what  gulfs 

A  single  deviation  from  the  track 

Of  human  duties  leads.  Byron. 

mSYIL. 

The  devil  was  sick,  the  devil  a  saint  would  be ; 

The  devil  was  weU,  the  devil  a  saint  was  he.  Rabelais,  iv  24. 
The  devil  hath  power 

To  assume  a  pleasing  shape.  8h.  Ham.  u,  2. 

He  will  give  the  devil  his  due.  8h.  Hen.  ir.  1,  i.  2, 

SEVOTEEa. 

And  let  not  this  seem  stranf^e ;  the  devotee 

Lives  not  on  earth,  but  in  his  ecstacy ; 

Around  him  days  aad  worlds  are  heedless  driven ; 

His  soul  is  gone,  before  his  dust,  to  heaven.  Byron. 

BEVOnOV. 

The  immortal  gods 

Accept  the  meanest  altars,  that  are  raised 

By  pure  devotion ;  and  sometimes  prefer 

An  ounce  of  frankincense,  honey,  or  milk, 

Before  whole  hecatombs,  or  Sabsean  gems, 

Ofler'd  in  ostentation.  Massintter. 
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HXTOHOV — ponitnued. 

The  secret  heart 

Is  fair  demotion's  temple ;  there  the  saint, 

E'en  on  that  living  altar,  lights  the  flame 

Of  purest  sacrifice,  which  bnms  unseen, 
'  Not  nnaccepted.  Hannah  Mare. 

As  down  in  the  snnless  retreats  of  the  ocean 

Sweet  flowers  are  springing  no  mortal  may  see, 

80  deep  in  my  bosom  the  prayer  of  devotion. 

Unheard  by  the  world,  rises  silent  to  Thee.         Tkos,  Moore, 

The  inward  sighs  of  humble  penitence 

Bise  to  the  ear  of  Hearen,  when  pealed  hymns 

Are  scatter'd  with  the  sounds  of  common  air.  Joanna  BaiUie. 
BEW. 

llie  dews  of  the  erening  most  carefully  shun ; 

Those  tears  of  the  sky  for  the  loss  of  the  sim. 

Chesterfield,  Advice  to  a  Lady  in  Autumn. 
The  starlight  dews 

AH  silently  their  tears  of  lore  mstil. 

Weeping  themselves  away,  till  they  inftise. 

Deep  into  nature's  breast,  the  spirit  of  her  hues.  Byron. 

BiDa 

When  Dido  found  JSneas  would  not  come. 

She  mourned  in  silence,  and  was  di  do  dum. 

Borion,  Faeetia  Cantab. 

BIFFXCULTT. 

It  is  as  hard  to  come,  as  for  a  camel 

To  thread  the  postern  of  a  needle's  eye.  8h.  Bie.  if,  2. 

BmiDSVGE. 

Be  silent  always,  when  you  doubt  your  sense, 

And  speak,  tho'  sure,  with  seeming  diffidence.      Bope,  E.  C. 

Biessnov. 

Unquiet  meals  make  ill  digestions.  8h.  Com.  Br.  t.  1. 

Now  good  digestion  wait  on  appetite. 

And  health  on  both.  8h.  Mach,  iii.  4. 

BieiriTT. 

Where  ambition  of  place  goes  before  fitness 

Of  birth,  contempt  and  disgrace  follow.    Chapman,  Bast.  H. 

True  dignity  is  never  gained  by  place, 

And  never  lost  when  honours  are  withdrawn.         Maeeinger. 

True  dignity  is  his  whose  tranquil  mind 

Virtue  has  raised  abore  the  thmgs  below ; 

Who,  every  hope  and  fear  to  Heaven  resiirn'd, 

Shrinks  not,  though  fortune  aims  her  deadliest  blow.  Beatlie, 
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BIGaIxx—  eofUinued, 

With  grave 
Aspect  he  rose,  and  in  his  rising  seem'd 
A  pillar  of  state ;  deep  on  his  m)nt  engraven 
Dmiberation  sat,  and  public  care ; 
And  princely  counsel  in  his  face  vet  shone 
Majestic,  though  in  ruin.    Sa^e  he  stood. 
With  Aiiantean  shoulders,  fit  to  bear 
The  weight  of  mightiest  monarchies  ;  his  look 
Drew  audience  and  attention  still  as  night 
Or  summer's  noontide  air.  Milton,  P.  Z.  ii.  90(^ 

Well  had  he  learned  to  curb  the  crowd, 

By  arts  that  veil  and  oft  preserve  the  proud  j 

His  was  the  lofty  port,  the  distant  mien. 

That  seems  to  shun  the  sight,  and  awes  if  seen  i 

The  solemn  aspect,  and  the  hi^h-bom  eye, 

That  checks  low  nurth,  but  lacks  not  courtesy.  B^fron, 

JUXUQXSCR—ue  Activity,  Eneigy,  Fromptitiide. 
To  be  rich  be  dUigent,  move  on 

Like  heaven's  grand  movers  that  enrich  the  earth. 

Whose  moment's  sloth  would  show  the  world  undone, 

And  make  the  spring  straight  bury  all  her  birth.     Davenani. 
BDCPLE8. 

In  each  cheek  appears  a  pretty  dimple ; 

Love  made  those  hollows  ;  if  him  sell  were  shun 

He  might  be  buried  in  a  tomb  so  simple ; 

Foreknowing  well,  if  there  he  came  to  lie, 

Why  there  love  lived,  and  there  he  could  notdie.  Sh,  F.  4"-^-  ^1- 

*        Let  me  not  stay  a  jot  for  dinner :  go, 
Gret  it  ready.  Sh.  Lear,  i.  4, 

Then  firom  the  mint  walks  forth  the  man  of  rhyme, 

Happy  to  catch  me  just  at  dinner-time.  Po^e. 

The  turnpike  road  to  people's  hearts,  I  find. 

Lies  thro  their  mouths,  or  I  mistake  mank^ld.  Peter  Pindar. 

Behold  I  his  breakfasts  shine  with  reputation ! 

His  dinners  are  the  wonder  of  the  nation ! 

With  these  he  treats  both  commoners  and  quality. 

Who  praise  where'er  they  go  his  hospitality.    Peter  Pindar, 

Dire  was  the  clang  of  plates,  of  knife  and  fork, 

That  mere 'less  fell  like  tomahawks  to  work.      Peter  Pindar. 

He  fell  upon  whate'er  was  offer'd,  like 

A  priest,  a  shark,  an  alderman,  or  pike.  Py^ym,  2>.  J,  ii.  157. 
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JXDnnau-«Mi/MNMi. 

Kothinff's  more  sore  at  moments  to  take  hold 

Of  the  best  feelings  of  mankind,  which  grow 

More  tender,  as  we  erery  day  behold, 

Than  that  all- softening,  overpowering  knell, 

The  tocsin  of  the  sonf-the  dinner  bell  I    Byron^  2>.  J,  t.  49. 

Twas  a  public  feast,  and  public  day— > 
Quite  full,  right  dull,  guests  not,  and  dishes  cold. 
Great  plenty,  much  formality,  small  cheer, 
And  eveiyllody  out  of  their  own  sphere.  ByroUf  D.  J,  m.  78. 

AJl  human  history  attests 
That  happiness  for  man — ^the  hungry  sinner^- 
Since  Ere  ate  apples,  must  depend  on  dinner !    Bjfnm,  D,  J, 
Faith !  your  essence  was  excelling ; 
But  jon.  gare  us  nought  to  eat : 
Koi^g  tasting,  sweetly  smelling. 
Is,  Fabullus,  scarce  a  treat. 
Iiet  me  see  a  fowl  unjointed, 
"When  your  table  next  is  spread : 
Who  not  feeds,  but  is  anomted, 
lires  like  nothing  but  the  dead.  Martial  {G.  Lamb),  ni.  12. 


Jack  boasts  he  never  dines  at  home, 

With  reason,  too,  no  doubt ; 

In  truth.  Jack  never  dines  at  all. 

Unless  invited  out.  Martial  {Anon),  v.  47. 

BUAFPonrnDorr. 

Things  sweet  to  taste  prove  in  digestion  soar.  8h»  Bic.  it,  i.  3. 

My  May  of  life 
Is  iall'n  into  the  sere»  the  yeDow  leaf; 
And  that  which  should  accompany  old  Afe, 
Am  honour,  love,  obedienue,  troops  of  friends, 
I  most  not  look  to  have;  but,  in  their  stead. 
Curses,  not  loud,  but  deep,  mouth-honour,  breathi 
Which  the  poor  heart  would  &in  deny,  but  dare  not. 

8h,  Maeh.  v.  8. 
LnpeU'd  with  steps  uneeasinff  to  pursue 
Some  fleeting  good,  that  mocks  me  with  the  view, 
That»  like  the  circle  bounding  earth  and  skies. 
Allures  from  £ur,  yet,  as  I  fofiow,  flies.  Goldimith,  2V*4. 

There  still  are  manv  rainbows  in  your  sky. 
But  mine  are  vanished.    AH,  when  life  is  new. 
Commence  with  feelings  warm  and  prospects  high, 
But  time  strips  our  illusions  of  their  hue.  Byron,  Don  Juan» 
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DiiAFPonmaan!— Am/tftiMcf. 

With  more  capacity  for  love,  than  earth 

Bestows  on  most  of  mortal  mould  and  birth, 

His  early  dreams  of  good  ontstripp'd  the  truth, 

And  troubled  manho^  foUow'd  mimed  youth.    Byron,  Lara, 

Those  high-built  hopes,  that  crush  us  by  their  fall.  CamphelL 

Oh !  that  a  dream  so  sweet,  so  long  enjoy 'd, 

Should  be  so  sadly,  cruelly  destroy  d !    Moore,  LaJla  Boohk. 

0  !  ever  thus  from  childhood's  hour, 
IVe  seen  my  fondest  hopes  decay ; 

1  never  loved  a  tree  or  flower. 

But  'twas  the  first  to  fade  away  I  Moore,  Lalla  Bookk. 

BI8C09TEHT. 

I  know  a  discontented  gentleman. 
Whose  humble  means  match  not  his  haughty  spirit. 

Sh.  Bic,  m.  IV.  2. 
I  see  Yonr  brows  are  full  of  discontent. 
Your  nearts  of  sorrow,  and  your  eyes  of  tears.  8h,  Bie.  n,  rv.  1. 

O  thoughts  of  men  aocurs'd  I 
Past,  and  to  come,  seem  best ;  things  present,  worst. 

8h.  Sen,  17.  2. 1.  3. 
Seldom  he  smiles,  and  smiles  m  mich  a  sort, 
As  if  he  mock'd  himself,  and  scom'd  his  spirit 
That  could  be  mov'd  to  smile  at  anything.      8k.  Jul.  C.  i.  2, 
Still  falling  out  with  this  and  this, 
And  findinjgf  something  still  amiss ; 
More  peevish,  cross,  and  splenetic 

Than  dog  distract  or  monkey  sick.  Butler^  Hud. 

Man  hath  a  weary  pilgrimage. 
As  through  the  world  ne  wends ; 
On  every  stage,  from  vouth  to  age. 

Still  discontent  attencu.  Soutkey 

BI8C0SD— M»  Controversy,  Diipvtai. 
Discord  oft  in  music  makes  the  sweetest  lay. 

Speneer^  F.  Q.  iii,  2. 
How  sour  sweet  music  is, 
When  time  is  broke,  and  no  proportion  kept !  8k.  Bic.  ii.  v.  5. 

How  in  one  house 
Should  many  people,  under  two  commands. 
Hold  amity  ?    'Tis  hard,  ahnost  impossible.     8h.  Lear,  n.  4. 
Discords  mckke  the  sweetest  airs.  Butler,  Hud.  8,  i.  919. 

From  hence,  let  fierce  contending  nations  know. 
What  dire  effects  from  civil  discord  flow.  Addison,  CtUo,  y.  4. 
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BPOOUP    «mHmi0d. 

Discord,  a  sleepless  hBg,  who  nerer  dies, 

With  snipe-like  nose  and  ferret-bowing  eyes, 

Lean  sallow  cheeks,  long  chin,  with  beud  supplied. 

Poor  crackling  joints,  and  wither'd  parchment  hide. 

As  if  old  drams,  worn  out  with  martial  din, 

Had  dubb'd  their  yellow  heads  to  form  her  skin.  P.  Pindar. 
DIBGBXnOV— «M  CaatioB,  Cendasl^  Fradenes,  Bvliag. 
You  are  old ; 

Nature  in  you  stands  on  the  very  rerge 

Of  her  confine :  you  should  be  ruled  and  led 

By  some  discretion,  that  discerns  your  state 

Better  than  you  yourself.  8k.  Lear,  n.  4. 

Let's  teach  ourselyes  that  honourable  stop, 

Not  to  outsport  discretion.  8h.  0th.  ii.  3. 

The  better  part  of  valour  is  discretion.      8h.  Sen.  it.  1.  ▼.  4. 

Oar  acts  our  angels  are,  or  good  or  iU ; 

The  fatal  shadows  that  walk  by  us  still.  J.  Fletcher, 

For  good  and  well  must  in  our  actions  meet ; 

Wicked  is  not  much  worse  than  indiscreet.  J>a»%e, 

Quoth  he.  That  man  is  sure  to  lose. 

That  fouls  his  hands  with  dirty  foes ; 

For  where  no  honour's  to  be  ^[ain'd, 

1^  thrown  away  in  being  mamtain'd.  Butler,  Ekd.  8.  n.  849. 

It  shewed  discretion,  the  best  part  of  valour. 

Beau,  if  Flet.  King  and  No  King,  it.  3. 

Even  in  a  hero's  heart 

Discretion  is  the  better  part.  ChurehiU,  Ghoet,  i.  232. 

Learn  to  dissemble  wrongs,  to  smile  at  injuries. 
And  suffer  crimes  thou  want'st  the  power  to  punish ; 
Be  easy,  affable,  fiuniliar,  firiendly : 
Search,  and  know  all  mankind's  mysterious  ways. 
But  trust  the  secret  of  thy  soul  to  none. 
This  is  the  way,  this  only,  to  be  safe 

Li  such  a  world  as  this.  Rowe. 

Consider  all  thy  actions,  and  take  heed 
On  stolen  bread,  tho'  it  is  sweet,  to  feed ; 
Sin,  like  a  bee,  unto  thy  hive  may  bring 
A  little  honey,  but  expect  the  sting. 
Thou  ma^r'st  conceal  thy  sin  by  cunning  art, 
But  conscience  sits  a  witness  in  thy  hei^ ; 
Which  will  disturb  thy  peace,  thj[  rest  undo. 
For  that  is  witness,  judge,  and  prison  too.  B.  Wathine. 

h  2 
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BIBGBXnOV— -M»<tMtMef. 

His  air,  his  roioe*  Iiifl  looks  and  honest  soul. 

Speak  all  so  movingly  in  his  beludf, 

I  dare  not  trust  myself  to  hear  him  talk.  AddUon* 

Ahnndanee  is  a  blessing  to  the  wise ; 

The  use  of  riches  in  discretion  lies.  Cumherlani. 

BXaOUSSIOV— JM  Controversy. 
Leave  this  keen  encounter  of  our  wits, 
And  fall  somewhat  into  a  slower  method.      8k,  Bie.  m,  i.  8. 

BIBDAEf. 

Disdain  and  scorn  ride  sparkling  in  her  eyes, 

Misprising  what  they  look  on.  8h,  M.  Ado,  m.  1. 

Disdain  has  swell'd  him  up,  and  choked  his  breath. 
Sullen  and  dninb,  and  obstinate  to  death  : 
No  signs  of  pity  in  his  face  appear  ; 
Cramm'd  with  his  pride,  he  leaves  no  room  within, 
For  sighs  to  issue  out,  or  love  to  enter  in.  Dryien. 

BIBSA8E8. 

Diseases,  desperate  grown, 
By  desperate  appliance  are  reliev'd. 
Or  not  at  all.  8h.  Ham.  rv.  3. 

As  man,  perhaps,  the  moment  of  his  breath, 

Seceives  the  lurking  principle  of  death ; 

The  young  disease,  that  must  subdue  at  length, 

Grows  wiu  his  growth,  and  strengthens  with  his  strength. 

•.*««^.«  Pope,  M.  -Bw,  133. 

BIMVI8S.  ^  ' 

Our  bravery's  but  a  vain  disguise. 

To  hide  us  from  the  world's  dull  eyes.  Butler. 

Hence  guilty  thoughts,  distastes,  surmises, 

False  oaths,  £eJse  tears,  deceits,  disguises.  Tcpe. 

'Tis  great,  'tis  manly  to  disdain  disguise ; 
It  shows  our  spirit,  or  it  proves  our  strength.     Young ^  N,  T. 
BlflUKE.  [viu. 

I  do  not  love  thee.  Doctor  Fell, 
The  reason  why  I  cannot  tell ; 
But  this  I'm  sure  I  know  full  well, 
I  do  not  love  thee,  Doctor  Fell.  Martial  (2bm  Brown),  xxxzL 

BismsaAii. 
Stand  not  upon  the  order  of  your  going. 
Bat  go  at  onoe.  8k.  Macb.  m.  4. 
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KBOUDXXVCB. 

Slie  is  peerish,  snUen,  frowBid, 
Proad,  disobedient,  stubborn,  la^kinf  duty  ; 
Neither  regarding  that  she  is  my  child, 
Nor  fearing  me  as  if  I  were  her  father.        8k.  IVm  O.  m.  1. 

Of  man's  first  disobedience,  and  the  froit 

Of  that  forbidden  tree,  whose  mortal  taste 

Brought  death  into  the  world,  and  all  oar  woe. 

IRUon,  P.  X.  1. 1 

91IPABA0BMER. 

My  mistress'  eyes  axe  nothing  like  the  sun ; 

Ccanl  is  &r  more  red  than  her  lips'  red : 

If  snow  be  white,  why  then  her  breasts  are  dun ; 

If  hairs  be  wires,  black  wires  grow  on  her  head* 

I  have  seen  roses  damask'd,  red  and  white. 

But  no  snch  roses  see  I  in  her  cheeks ; 

And  in  some  perfumes  is  there  more  delight 

Than  in  the  l^ath  that  &om  my  mistress  reeks. 

I  lore  to  hear  her  ^peak ;  yet  well  I  know 

That  music  hath  a  far  more  pleasing  sound : 

I  grant,  I  never  saw  a  goddess  go ; 

Mj  mistress,  when  she  walks,  treads  on  the  ground. 

8h.  San,  oxxz. 

Ther  praise,  and  they  admire,  they  know  not  what. 

And  EDOw  not  whom,  but  as  one  leads  the  other. 

And  what  delight  to  be  by  such  extoU'd, 

To  lire  up  on  uieir  tongues,  and  be  their  talk. 

Of  whom  to  be  dispraised  were  no  small  praise  P 

MiUan,  P.  S.  m.  50. 
BIBPIBITT. 

Crabbed  a^e  and  routh  cannot  lire  together : 

Youth  is  full  of  pieasance,  age  is  full  of  care ; 

Youth  like  summer  mom,  age  like  winter  weather ; 

Youth  like  summer  brave,  affe  like  winter  bare : 

Youth  is  full  of  sport,  ase's  oreath  is  short ; 

Youth  is  nimble,  age  is  Sune :  youth  is  hot  and  bold, 

Age  is  weak  and  cold ;  youth  is  wild,  and  age  is  tame. 

Sh.  Pan.  Pilg.  ▼. 
DUFAICE— 4M  Bedsion,  Pronptitiids. 

Let's  take  the  instant  by  the  forward  top ; 

For  we  are  old,  and  on  our  auick'st  decrees 

Th'  inaudible  and  noiseless  root  of  time 

Steals,  ere  we  can  effect  them.  8k.  AWtW.r.^. 
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BIBPLAT. 

Would  joo,  when  thieres  are  known  abroad, 

Brin£  forth  your  treasnres  in  the  road  P 

Woiud  not  £he  fbol  abet  the  stealth. 

Who  nuhly  thus  exposed  his  wealth  P  Gay  Fablu. 

DISPUTES— 4M  Controveriy,  Discord. 
For  when  disputes  are  weary'd  out, 
'Tis  interest  still  resolves  the  doubt.   Butler,  Mud.  2.  ii.  481. 

'Tis  stranee  how  some  men's  tempers  suit. 

Like  bawa  and  brandy,  with  dispute, 

That  for  their  own  opmions  stand  fast, 

Only  to  have  them  daw'd  andcanvass'd.  Butler, Hud,  2.  ii.  1. 

Some  say,  compjmd  to  Bononcini, 
That  Mynheer  Handel's  but  a  ninny ; 
Others  aver  that  he  to  Handel 
Is  scarcely  fit  to  hold  a  candle. 
Strange  that  all  this  difTrence  should  be 
'Twixt  Tweedledum  and  Tweedledee. 

J.  Byrom^  On  the  Feuds  between  Handel  and  Bononeini. 

DI8SXV8I0V. 

Now  join  your  hands,  and  with  your  hands  your  hearts, 
That  no  dissension  hhider  goyemment.  Sh.  Hen,  vx.  3.  ly.  6. 

Debates,  dissensions,  uproars  are  the  joy; 

Froyoked  without  offence,  and  practised  to  destroy.   Dryden, 

Alas !  how  light  a  cause  may  move 

Dissension  between  hearts  that  loye ! 

Hearts  that  the  world  in  yain  had  tried, 

And  sorrow  but  more  closely  tied ; 

That  stood  the  storm,  when  waves  were  rou^h, 

Yet  in  a  sunny  hour  fall  off.  Moore,  Light  qfthe  Harem* 

Dissensions,  like  small  streams  at  iirat  begun, 

Unseen  tiiey  rise,  but  gather  as  iliey  run.  Garth,  Die.  in.  184. 

DI8SEHTEBS— M6  llethodists,  Puritans. 
So,  ere  the  storm  of  war  broke  out, 
Beligion  spawn'd  a  various  rout 
Of  petulant,  capricious  sects. 
The  maggots  of  corrupted  texts. 
That  first  run  all  religion  down, 
And,  after  ev'ry  swarm,  its  own.  Butler,  Hud.  3,  ii.  7. 

A  little,  round,  fat,  oily  man  of  God.  Thornton,  Catt.  Ind,  i.  69. 
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SISSIMULATIOV — 9e$  Diiorttlaii,  Duplicity. 

Well  mock  the  time  with  fairest  show  ; 
Fair  face  must  hide  what  the  &lse  heart  does  know. 

8h.  Mach.  I.  7. 
When  my  lore  swears  that  she  is  made  of  trath, 
I  do  beliere  her,  though  I  know  she  lies.    8h,  Son,  cxxxTiu, 
Perhaps  it  was  right  to  dissemble  your  lore. 
But— why  did  you  kick  me  down  stairs  F 

Bieherttaff,  *Ti$  well  it's  no  ww. 
Thus  'tis  with  all — their  chief  and  constant  care 
Is  to  seem  eyerything  but  what  they  are.  Ocldim.  JSp.  to  Sis. 

Smooth  dissimulation,  skill'd  to  grace. 
A  deyil's  purpose  with  an  angel's  facel  Cowper. 

DUSOLVnOV. 

like  the  baseless  fabric  of  this  vision. 
The  cloud-capp'd  towers,  the  gorgeous  palaces, 
The  solemn  temples,  the  great  elobe  itself, 
Yea,  all  which  it  inherit,  shall  cUssolre ; 
Audi,  like  this  insubstantial  pageant  faded, 
Leare  not  a  rack  behind.  8h.  Ihmp.  nr.  1. 

nsncAvoL 

T\a  distance  lends  enchantment  to  the  view, 

And  robes  the  mountain  in  its  asure  hue.  Campbell,  P.H,  7. 

DisnMcnonL 

There's  but  the  twinkling  of  a  star 

Between  a  man  of  peace  and  war ; 

A  thief  and  justioe,  fool  and  knare, 

A  hulBng  o#cer  and  a  slare  ; 

A  crafty  lawyer  and  pick-pocket, 

A  great  philosopher  and  a  blockhead ; 

A  formal  preacher  and  a  player, 

A  leam'd  physician  and  man-slayer.  Butlett  Hud,  2,  ni.  967. 


In  this  wild  world  the  fondest  and  the  best, 

Are  the  most  tried,  most  troubled,  and  distrest  Crabhe. 

DIVUUX— «M  Beligien,  Theology. 

InBeliffion 

What  damned  error  but  some  sober  orow 

Will  bless  it  and  approve  it  with  a  text. 

Hiding  the  grossness  with  fair  ornament.    Sk,  Mer,  F.  iii.  2. 
DIVQSCfB. 

No  choice  was  left  his  feelings  or  his  pride, 

Save  death  or  Doctor's  Commons — so  he  died.  Byron. 
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D0CI0S8-«M  Kadieine,  Fhyile. 
By  medicineB  life  may  be  prolonged,  yet  death 
Will  seize  the  doctor  too.  8k,  (^h.  r.  6. 

Ont,  ye  impostors ! 
Qnaclc-salTing,  cheating  moonteDanks-^yonr  skill 
Is  to  make  sound  men  sick,  and  sick  men  kiU.        MaiHnger, 
For  men  are  brought  to  worse  distresses, 
By  taking  physic,  than  diseases  ; 
And  thererore  commonly  recoyer. 

As  soon  as  doctors  giye  them  oyer.  Butler,  Hud, 

Wounds  by  the  wider  wounds  are  heal'd. 
And  poisons  by  themselyes  expell'd.  Butler,  Hud, 

Each  proselyte  would  yote  his  doctor  best^ 
With  absolute  exclusion  of  the  rest.  Dryden, 

The  doctor  now  obeys  the  summons. 
Likes  both  his  compan]^  and  commons ; 
Displays  his  talents  ;  sits  tiU  ten ; 

Next  oay  inyited  comes  again.  8»ifl, 

The  surest  way  to  health,  say  what  they  will. 
Is  neyer  to  suppose  we  shall  be  ill  ;— 
Most  of  those  eyils  we  poor  mortals  know. 
From  doctors  and  imagination  flow.  Churchill, 

Will  kick'd  out  the  doctor :  but  when  ill  indeed. 

E'en  dismissing  the  doctor  don't  always  succeed. 

Q,  Colman  Jwn,  Lodging9f»r  Single  Gentlemen. 

A  doctor  lately  was  a  captain  made : 

It  is  a  change  of  tide,  not  of  trade.    Martial  {Say),  yni.  74. 
BOOS. 

Ay,  in  the  catalogue  ye  go  for  men ; 

As  hounds,  and  greynounds,  mongrels,  spaniels,  curs, 

Shoughs,  water-ruffs,  and  demi-wclyes.  are  'clept 

All  by  the  name  of  dogs :  the  yalued  nle 

Distinguishes  the  swin,  the  slow,  the  subtle. 

The  housekeeper,  the  hunter,  eveiy  one 

According  to  the  ^^  which  bounteous  nature 

Hath  in  mm  closed.  8h,  Macb,  in.  1. 

I  am  his  Highness's  dog  at  Kew  I 

Fray  tell  me,  sir,  whose  doff  are  you  P 

PopCf  On  the  collar  ufa  dog  he  gave  to  the  Prince, 
BOMSSnO  BAPPIVB88. 

Domestic  happiness,  thou  only  bliss 

Of  Paradise  that  hast  surviyed  the  fall !       Cowper^  Taah,  in. 
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BOMmOV. 

Here  we  may  reign  secure,  and  in  my  choice 
To  reign  is  worth  ambition,  though  in  Hell : 
Better  to  reign  in  HeU,  than  terre  in  Heaven. 

Milton,  P.  X.  I.  961. 
BOVBT. 

Modest  doabt  is  call'd 
The  beaoon  of  the  wise,  the  tent  that  searches 
To  the  bottom  of  the  worst.  54.  DraiL  and  Or.  n.  2. 

Our  doubts  are  traitors, 
And  make  ns  lose  the  good  we  oft  might  win, 
By  fearing  to  attempt.  8k.  M.for  M.  i.  5. 

Many  with  trust,  with  doubt  few  are  undone. 

Ld.  Brooke,  Mustapha. 
Known  mischiefs  hare  their  eore,  but  doubts  hare  none; 
And  better  is  despair  than  fruitless  hope 
Miz'd  with  a  killmg  fear.  ifajf,  CUoptUra. 

Tet  do  not  think  I  doubt  thee, 

I  know  thy  truth  remains ; 

I  would  not  lire  without  thee. 

For  all  the  world  contains.  O,  P.  Morru* 

Oh !  wrath  wiU  droop  with  wearied  wing, 
And  hate  will  yield  to  tears ; 
But  doubt  des&ojB  the  fairest  things- 
Creates  the  spot  it  fears.  ^iza  Cook. 

There  lires  more  fidth  in  honest  doubt, 

Beliere  me,  than  in  half  the  Creeds.  Tenf^mm,  In  Mem.  zor. 

DWKB  C3UF7t. 

How  fearful 
And  dixzy  'tis,  to  cast  one*s  eyes  so  low  I 
The  crows,  and  choughs,  that  wing  the  midway  air 
Shew  scarce  so  gross  as  beetles :  £df  way  down 
Hangs  one  that  gathers  samphire ;  dreadful  trade  I 
Methinks,  he  seems  no  bigger  than  his  head : 
The  fishermen,  that  walk  upon  the  beach. 
Appear  like  mice  :  and  yon  tall  anchoring  bark 
Diminish'd  to  her  cock ;  her  cock  a  buo^r 
Almost  too  small  for  siffht :  the  murmuring  surge, 
That  on  the  unnumber  d  idle  pebbles  chafes. 
Cannot  be  heard  so  high :  I'll  look  no  more  ; 
Last  my  brain  turn,  and  the  deficient  sight 
Topple  down  headlong.  Sh.  Lear,  it.  6. 
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SOTXB  CLmB^-contmued. 

The  dreadM  summit  of  the  diff, 

That  beetles  o'er  his  base  into  the  sea, 

The  very  place  puts  toys  of  desperation, 

Without  more  motiye,  into  every  brain. 

That  looks  so  maxiy  fathoms  to  uie  sea. 

And  hears  it  roar  beneath.  8k.  Sam.  i,  4 

DBAXA— DBAXATIO  WKITEBB. 

The  drama's  laws  the  drama's  patrons  give. 

For  we  that  live  to  please,  must  please  to  liye. 

Joktuon,  Prologue  (On  opening  Drwry  Lane  Th.). 

Some  force  whole  regions,  in  despite 

O'  geography,  to  chimee  their  site ; 

Maxe  former  times  shake  hands  with  latter, 

And  that  which  was  before,  come  after.  Butler,  Hud,  2,  i.  23. 
DBEAKB. 

Dreams  are  the  children  of  an  idle  brain. 

Begot  of  nothing  but  rain  fantasy ; 

Which  is  as  thin  of  substance  as  the  air ; 

And  more  inconstant  than  the  wind.  Sk,  Som.  i.  4. 

If  I  may  trust  the  flattering  eye  of  sleep. 

My  dreams  presage  some  joyful  news  at  nand.  Sh,  Mom.  y.  1. 

'Tis  still  a  dream ;  or  else  such  stuflF  as  madmen 

Tongue,  and  brain  out ;  either  both  or  nothing ; 

Or  senseless  speaking,  or  a  speaking  such       „.    ^    . 

As  sense  cannot  untie.  oh.  Ugmo,  v.  4. 

Dreams  are  but  interludes  which  fancy  makes. 

When  monarch  reason  sleeps,  this  mimic  wakes : 

Compounds  a  medley  of  disjointed  things, 

A  mob  of  cobblers,  and  a  court  of  kings : 

Light  ftunes  are  merry,  grosser  fumes  are  sad ; 

Both  are  the  reasonable  soul  run  mad.  Drgden. 

Dreams  in  their  deyelopment  have  breath. 

And  tears,  and  torture,  and  the  touch  of  joy ; 

They  leave  a  weight  upon  our  waJdn^  thoughts ; 

They  take  a  weignt  from  off  our  wakmg  toils ; 

They  do  divide  our  being ;  they  become 

A  portion  of  ourselves  as  of  our  time. 

And  look  like  heralds  of  eternity.  Byron,  Dream,  i.  5. 

Stranee  state  of  being !  ^for  'tis  still  to  be) 

Senseless  to  fed,  and  wim  seal'd  eyes  to  see.  Byron. 

O,  spirit  land  1  thou  land  of  dreams ! 

A  world  thou  art  of  mysterious  gleams. 

Of  startling  voices  ana  sounds  of  strife, 

A  world  of  the  dead  in  the  hues  of  life.  Mrs.  Remam. 
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DreamB  foil  oft  are  found  of  real  erento 

The  fonDfl  and  ahadowa.  Jo4Mmna  BailUe^  StkwM,  n.  5. 

One  of  those  paaainff  rainbow  dreams. 

Half  light,  huf  shade,  which  fancr's  beams 

Paint  on  the  fleeting  mists  that  roll. 

In  trance  or  slumb^,  round  tiie  soul.     Moan,  LaUa  Boohk. 


Where  all  the  brareiy  that  eye  can  see. 
And  all  the  happiness  that  heart  desire. 
Is  to  be  fonnd.  8pen9er, 

Keat,  trimlr  drest, 
Fresh  aa  a  bridegroom,  and  his  chin  new  reaped, 
Shewed  like  a  stobble  land  at  harvest  home.  8JL  Hen*  JV,  1,  i.  3. 
Costly  thy  habit  as  thy  purse  can  bay, 
But  not  expressed  in  fanc^ ;  rich,  not  gsady ; 
For  the  apparel  oft  proclaims  the  man.  8h,  Ham.  i.  3. 

What,  is  the  jay  more  precious  than  the  lark. 

Because  his  feathers  are  more  beautiful? 

Or  is  the  adder  better  than  the  eel, 

Because  his  painted  skin  contents  the  eyeP  8h.  Tom.  8,  it.  3. 

Our  purses  shall  be  proud,  our  garments  poor : 

For  tis  the  mind  that  makes  the  body  rich ; 

And  as  the  sun  breaks  through  the  darkest  clouds. 

So  honour  peereth  in  the  meanest  habit.     8k,  Tarn*  &  it.  3. 

Kor  would  I  you  should  melt  away  yourself 

In  flashing  brarery,  lest,  while  you  affect 

To  make  a  blaxe  of  gentry  to  the  world, 

A  little  puff  of  scorn  extinguish  it. 

And  you  be  left,  like  an  unsaTOury  snuffy 

Whose  property  is  only  to  offend.  Ben  Jonson. 

Her  poUsh'd  limbs, 
Yeil'd  in  a  simple  robe,  tneir  best  attire, 
Beyond  the  pomp  of  ^ess ;  for  loreliness 
Keeds  not  the  foreign  aid  of  ornament. 
But  is,  when  unadom'd,  adom'd  the  most.  T^kommm,  Autumn. 

Be  plain  in  dress,  and  sober  in  your  diet ; 

In  snort,  my  deary,  kiss  me !  ana  be  quiet.  Lady  W.  Moniague, 

We  sacrifice  to  dress,  till  household  joys 

And  comforts  cease.    Dress  drains  our  cellar  dry. 

And  keeps  our  larder  dean ;  puts  out  our  fires. 

And  introduces  hunger,  frost,  and  woe, 

Where  peace  and  hospitality  might  reign.  Ckrwper,  T.  u.  614. 
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DEUIJUKG— DBUJULBHJIJfiBS.* 
Great  men  shoiild  drink  with  hamesB  on  their  throats. 

Oh,  that  men  shomd  pnt  an  enemy  m 

Their  months,  to  steal  away  their  Drains  I  that  we 

ShOnld,  with  joy,  pleasance,  rerel  and  applause, 

Transform  onrselres  to  beasts  1  8k,  Otk.  ii.  3. 

They  were  red-hot  with  drinking ; 

So  mil  of  ralour,  that  they  smote  the  air 

For  breathing  in  their  faces  ;  beat  the  ground 

For  kissing  of  their  feet.  Sk,  Temp.  it.  1. 

Sweet  fellowship  in  shame ; 
One  drunkard  loves  another  of  the  name.  8k.  Z.'#  Z.  L,  it.  3. 

He  that  holds  more  wine  than  others  can, 

I  rather  count  a  hogshead  than  a  man.  Bandofyk. 

The  thirsty  earth  soaks  up  the  rain. 

And  drinks,  and  j^^pes  for  drink  again ; 

The  plants  suck  m  the  earth,  and  are, 

With  constant  drinking,  fresh  and  fair.     Anaereon  (Cowl^). 

Why  should  ev'ry  creature  drink  but  I P 

Why,  man  of  morals,  tell  me  why  P  Amtcreon  ( Waller), 

Tom  never  drinks :  that  I  should  much  commend 

In  Tom  my  coachman,  but  not  Tom  my  friend. 

Martial  (Sa^),  xii.  30. 
Kor  need  we  tell  what  anxious  cares  attend 
The  turbulent  mirth  of  wine ;  nor  all  the  kinds 
Of  maladies,  that  lead  to  death's  grim  caTe, 
Wrought  by  intemperance. )  Pkilipe^  Cider,  2. 

I  drank ;  I  lik'd  it  not ;  'twas  rage,  'twas  noise, 

An  airy  scene  of  transitory  joys. 

In  Tain  I  trusted  that  ike  flowing  bowl 

Would  banish  sorrow,  and  enlaige  the  soul. 

To  the  late  reTel,  and  protracted  feast. 

Wild  dreams  succeeded,  and  disorder'd  rest.  Prior.  Solamonf  8. 

O I  when  we  swallow  down 
Intoxicating  wine,  we  drink  damnation ; 
Naked,  we  stand  the  sport  of  mocking  fiends. 
Who  grin  to  see  our  noble  nature  Tanquish'd, 
Subdued  to  beasts.  Ckarlee  Jokmvnt 

What  fury  of  late  is  crept  into  our  feasts  P 
What  honour  giTen  to  the  drunk'nest  guests  P 
What  reputation  to  bear  one  glass  more. 
When  oft  the  bearer  is  borne  out  of  doorP         Dr.  Joktuotu 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


DBUnOKa,  DJtVTKXSKEUB — ^DrBLLIKa.  167 

mmncnre,  dbujuuihxss— aw^nnmil 

Inspirmg  bold  John  Barleycorn, 

Wnai  dangers  thou  canst  nu^e  us  scorn.     Bwnu,  Ihm  (/& 

lian,  being  reasoxiable,  most  get  drank ; 

The  best  dr  life  is  but  intoxication ; 

Glarr,  the  grape,  lore,  gold, — ^in  these  are  sunk 

The  hopes  of  all  men,  and  of  erery  nation«JSyro»y  2).  J.  n.  179. 

TiM  pity  wine  should  be  so  deleterious. 

For  tea  and  coffee  leare  us  much  more  serious.  lb.  it.  5S. 

Fill  full!    Why  this  is  as  it  should  be :  here 

la  my  true  reaun,  amidst  bright  eyes  and  faces, 

Happy  as  fiur  I    Here  sorrow  cannot  reach.  Byroih  Sardana. 

Hath  wine  an  obliyious  power  P 

Can  it  pluck  out  the  stinff  from  the  brain  P 

The  draught  might  begime  for  an  hour, 

But  still  feares  behind  it  the  pain.  Byron,  Fareto,  to  England. 

Could  erery  dronkard,  ere  he  sits  to  dine. 

Feel  in  his  head  the  di2zy  fumes  of  wine, 
I  '^o  more  would  Bacchus  chain  the  willing  soul, 
'  But  loathing  horror,  shun  the  poison'd  bowl.  Merivale,  Clear. 

Drunkenness  I  that's  a  most  gentleman-like 

Sin :  it  scorns  to  be  beholden ;  for  what  it 

Beoeires  in  a  man's  house,  it  commonly 

Leares  again  at  his  door.  Cupid^s  Whirligig. 

JIKXJIU. 

Waller  was  smooth ;  but  Dryden  taught  to  join 

The  yaiying  verse,  the  full  resounding  line, 

The  long  majestic  march,  and  energy  diyine. 

Pope,  Im.  nf  Horace,  2,  i.  267. 

BUSLLIIG. 

Ay  me !  what  perils  do  enyirooi 

Tne  man  that  meddles  with  cold  iron  I 

What  pla^y  mischiefs  and  mishaps 

Do  dog  him  stiU  with  after-daps  1         Sutler,  Sud.  1,  m.  1. 

Some  fiery  fop,  with  new  commission  rain. 

Who  sleeps  on  brambles  till  he  kills  his  man ; 

Some  frohc  dnmkard,  reelinfij  from  a  feast, 

ProTokes  a  broil,  and  stabs  him  for  a  jest.  Dr.  JoAneon,  Land. 

Two  fools,  with  each  an  empty  head, 

Or,  like  their  pistols,  lined  with  lead : 

Two  minor  fools,  to  measure  distance, 

A  surgeon  to  afford  assistance, 

A  paragraph  to  catch  the  fair. 

And  teu  the  world  how  brare  the  pair. 
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Am  I  to  set  my  life  npon  a  throw 

BecatiM  a  bear  is  rude  and  surly  P — ^No ! 

A  moral,  sensible,  and  well-bred  man 

Will  not  affront  me,  and  no  other  can.  QnopeTf  C<moersaiumn 

It  has  a  strange,  qnick  jar  npon  the  ear, 

Hiis  cocking  of  a  pistol,  when  you  know 

A  moment  more  will  bring  the  sight  to  bear 

Upon  your  person,  twelye  yards  off  or  so.  JByrouy  D,J.  iv.  4L 
DIFirOBi 

How  mncb  a  dnnce  that  has  been  sent  to  roam, 

Excels  a  dnnce  that  has  been  kept  at  home. 
DITVDSK  Cofoper,  Pro.  qf  Srrcr^  415. 

Oh  1  for  a  single  boor  of  that  Dundee, 

Who  on  that  day  the  word  of  onset  gave. 

Wordsworth,  SonneU  to  Liberty,  1IB03. 
DVPUdTT-^Mf  Disstmnlatton. 

O,  what  may  man  within  him  hide, 

G^iough  angel  on  the  outward  side.  8h.  M./br  M,  ni.  8. 

You  are  liberal  in  offers ; 

You  taught  me  first  to  beg ;  and  now,  methinks. 

You  teadi  me  how  a  beggar  should  be  answered. 

8h.  Mer.  V.  nr.  1. 

Damn  with  faint  praise,  assent  witb  ciril  leer. 

And,  without  sneering,  teach  the  rest  to  sneer ; 

Willing  to  wound,  and  yet  afraid  to  strike. 

Just  hmt  a  fault,  and  hesitate  dislike.   Pope,  Arhutknot,  201. 

Where  nature's  end  of  language  is  declined. 

And  men  talk  only  to  conceal  their  mind. 

Young,  Love  qf  Fame,  ii.  207. 

DtJTT— «M  Father,  Parents. 

When  I'm  not  thank'd  at  aO,  I'm  thank'd  enouffh ; 

IVe  done  my  duty,  and  IVe  done  no  more.  JFteldinff,  T.  TAn. 

The  Toice  of  parents  is  the  voice  of  gods, 

For  to  tlieir  cnildren  they  are  heaven  s  lieutenants ; 

Made  fathers  not  for  common  uses  merely 

Of  procreation  (beasts  and  birds  would  l>e 

As  noble  tibien  as  we  are) ;  but  to  steer 

The  wanton  freight  of  youth  through  storms  and  dangers. 

Which  with  full  sails  they  bear  upon ;  and  straighten 

The  mortal  line  of  life  they  bend  so  often. 

For  these  are  we  made  fatners,  and  for  these 

May  challenge  duty  on  our  chfldren's  part. 

Obedience  is  the  sacrifice  of  angels. 

Whose  form  you  carry.  Shakespeare, 
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XAfiU. 

He  dflsps  tKe  cng  with  Looked  hands, 

Close  to  the  sun  in  lonely  lands ; 

Sing'd  with  the  azure  world,  he  stands. 

The  wrinkled  sea  beneath  him  crawls ; 

He  watches  from  his  monntain  walls, 

And  like  a  thunderbolt  he  falls.  Tennyson. 

SASLT-sisnre. 

To  business  that  we  lore,  we  rise  betime. 

And  go  to  it  with  delight.  8h,  Ant.  Cleop.  it.  4. 

He  that  would  thrive,  must  rise  by  fire  ; 

He  that  has  thriyen,  may  lie  till  seven.  Proverb. 

SABTH. 

And  fiut  by  hanging  in  a  golden  chain, 

This  pendant  world,  m  bigness  as  a  star.  MUton,  P.  L,  ii.  1051. 

Where  is  the  dust  that  has  not  been  aliye  P 

The  spade,  the  plough,  disturb  our  ancestors ; 

From  numan  mould  we  reap  our  daily  bread.  Young,  JV.  T.  9. 
lASXHftirAXSB. 

Diseased  nature  oftentimes  breaks  forth 

In  strange  eruptions ;  and  the  teeming  earth 

Is  with  a  kind  of  cholic  pinched  and  vex'd 

Bt  the  imprisoning  of  unruly  wind 

Within  her  womb ;  which,  for  enlargement  striving, 

Shakes  the  old  beldam  earth,  and  topples  down 

Steeples  and  moss-grown  towers.  8h.  Men,  ir,  1,  in.  1. 

IA8E. 

Whate'er  he  did  was  done  with  so  much  ease, 

In  him  alone  'twas  natural  to  please.  Dryden^  Abe.  Sf  Ar,  i.  27. 

Indulge,  and  to  thy  genius  fiiely  give  ; 

For  not  to  live  at  ease,  is  not  to  live.        Dry  den,  Fersiust  v . 

As  lamps  bum  silent,  with  unconscious  light, 

So  modest  ease  in  beauty  shines  most  bright ; 

TJnaiming  charms  with  edge  resistless  fall. 

And  she  who  means  no  mischief  does  it  aU.  Aaron  HilL 

Ease  leads  to  habit,  as  success  to  ea^e. 

He  lives  by  rule  who  lives  himself  to  please.  Orabbe,  Talee,  ii. 
SATDrO— M»  Dinner. 

He  hath  eaten  me  out  of  house  and  home.  8h.  Ren,  ry,  2,  ii.  1. 

Famished  people  must  be  slowly  nurst. 

And  fed  by  spoonfuls,  else  they  always  burst.     Byron,  2).  J* 

Some  men  are  bom  to  feast,  and -not  to  fight ; 

Whose  slufjgish  minds,  e'en  in  fair  honour's  field, 

Still  on  their  dinner  turn.  Joanna  BailUe* 
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SATnre-iotB. 

Yet  writers  bet,  u  in  the  sweetest  bud 
The  eating  canker  dwells,  so  eating  lore 
Inhabitsm  the  finest  wits  of  alL  8h,  TWo  G.  x.  1. 

lOHO.  ^ 

Hark  I  how  the  gentle  echo  from  her  cell 

Talks  through  the  cliffs,  and  murmnring  o'er  the  stream 

Bepeats  the  accents, '  we  shall  part  no  more.'  Akenside, 

lOOVOMT. 

A  Yorkshire  sqnire,  an  epicure  well  known, 
Bet  forth  to  spend  his  winter  months  in  town, 
But  heard  the  der'lish  price  of  beef  and  pork, 
Btopp'd  Bhort  at  Highgate,  and  retom'd  to  York. 

Martial,  iii.  14  (B.  Qravet). 
SBVOAnOV— «M  InstnutioB,  Knowledge,  Leaning. 
Learning  by  study  most  be  won ; 
'Twas  ne'er  entail'd  from  sure  to  son.  Gay,  Fable  xi.  2. 

'Tis  education  forms  the  common  mind ; 

Just  as  the  twig  is  bent^  the  tree's  inclin'd.  Pope,  M,E,  n.  148. 

A  little  learning  is  a  dangerous  thing. 

Drink  deep,  or  taste  not  the  Pierian  spring, 

For  shallow  draughts  intoxicate  the  brain, 

But  drinking  largely  sobers  us  again.  Pope,  E,  C,n.  16. 

Men  must  be  taught  as  if  you  tauffht  them  not. 

And  tilings  unknown  proposed  as  tilings  forgot.      lb.  in  16. 

Delightful  task !  to  rear  the  tender  thought. 

To  teach  the  youn^  idea  how  to  shoot, 

To  pour  the  fresh  mstruction  o'er  the  mind, 

To  oreathe  the  enliy'ning  spirit,  and  to  fix 

The  generous  purpose  in  tne  glowing  breast.  Thomson,  8p.ll4Q* 

The  clouds  may  drop  down  tities  and  estates ; 

Wealth  may  seek  us,  but  wisdom  must  be  sought.  Young,  N,  2*. 

Oh  Te,  who  teach  th'  ingenuous  youth  of  nations — 

Holland,  France,  England,  Germany,  or  Spain— 

I  pray  ye  flo^  them  upon  all  occasions ; 

It  mends  their  morals :  neyer  mind  the  pain.  jByron,  D.  J.  n.  1. 

She  taught  the  child  to  read,  and  taught  so  well. 
That  she  herself,  by  teaching,  leam'd  to  spell. 

Bvron,  Sketch  from  Private  Life. 
XFRXnrACT. 
Go  1  let  thy  less  than  woman's  hand 
Assume  the  distaff,  not  the  brand.  JJyron,  BriSs  of  A. 
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The  mlgar  boil,  the  learned  roast  &n  egg.  Pojm,  8a.  2,  ii.  85. 
XLSaAVCE. 
Polite  with  candour,  elegant  in  ease ; 

Trifles  themselyes  are  elegant  in  him.  Pc^e, 

ZLOFEMSNT. 
When  once  the  young  heart  of  a  maiden  is  stolen. 
The  maiden  herself  will  steal  after  it  soon.  Moore,  III  Omens, 
ZLOQUBVGB— iM  Bhetorie. 

Aged  ears  plaj  troant  at  his  tales. 
And  younger  hearings  are  quite  ravished ; 
So  sweet  and  voluble  is  his  discourse.   8k,  Love'e  X.  Z.  ii.  1. 

When  he  sneaks, 
The  air,  a  charter'd  libertine,  is  still. 
And  the  mute  wonder  lurketh  in  men's  ears, 
To  steal  his  sweet  and  honey 'd  sentences.      Sk,  Hen,  v.  i.  1. 
Men  are  more  eloquent  than  women  made. 
But  women  are  more  powerful  to  persuade.  Randolph,  Amyr, 
And  wheresoe*er  the  subject's  best,  the  sense 
Is  better'd  by  the  speaker's  elocjaence.  Bp.  King, 

His  tongue 
Dropt  manna»  and  could  malce  the  worse  appear 
The  better  reason,  to  perplex  and  dash 
Maturest  counsels.  MiltoHy  P.  L,  n.  113. 

Your  words  are  like  the  notes  of  dying  swans, 

Too  sweet  to  last !  Dryden,  All  for  Lave, 

When  he  snoke,  what  tender  words  he  us'd ! 

So  sofUy,  tnat,  like  flakes  of  feather'd  snow. 

They  melted  as  they  fell.  Dryden^  8pani$k  Friar. 

Thou  hast  a  tongue  to  charm  the  wildest  tempers ; 

Herds  would  forget  to  fpnze,  and  savage  beasts 

Stand  still  and  lose  their  fierceness  but  to  hear  thee ; 

As  if  they  had  reflection,  and  by  reason 

Forsook  a  less  enjoyment  for  a  greater.       Howe,  Tamerlane, 

Thy  words,  like  music,  every  breast  controul, 

Stesl  through  the  air,  and  win  upon  the  soul.  Pope, 

Words  are  like  leaves,  and  where  they  most  abound. 
Much  firuit  of  sense  beneath  is  rarely  found. 

Pope,  E,  C.  II.  309. 
Oh  !  speak  that  again  I 
Sweet  as  the  syren's  ton^e  those  accents  fall, 
And  charm  me  to  my  rum.  Southern,  Boyal  Brother. 

M 
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BLOQUZVOE — eontinmed. 
Now  with  fine  phrase,  aad  foppery  of  tongae, 
More  graceful  action,  and  a  smoother  tone. 
That  orator  of  fable,  and  fair  face. 
Will  steal  on  jour  bribed  hearts.  Towmg,  BroiM^n,  d. 

Oft  the  hours 
From  mom  to  eye  hare  stol'n  unmask'd  awaj, 
While.mute  attention  hung  upon  his  lips.  Ahensida,  PL  .£»»,  2* 
His  words  of  learned  length  and  thundering  sound 
Amaz'd  the  gazing  rustics  rang'd  around ; 
And  still  they  ^is  d,  and  still  uie  wonder  grew. 
That  one  smallhead  should  carry  all  he  knew. 

Ghldsmiik,  Deierted  Village. 
Eloquence  that  charms  and  bums. 

Startles,  soothes,  and  wins,  by  turns.        J.  S,  Clinch  (Am.). 
The  deril  hath  not  in  all  his  quiver's  choice, 
An  arrow  for  the  heart  like  a  sweet  Toice.  Bynm^  2).  Jl  XT.13. 
Thy  words  had  such  a  melting  flow. 
And  spoke  of  truth  so  sweetly  well, 
They  dropped  like  heaven's  serenest  snow. 
And  all  was  brightness  where  they  felL  21  Moore. 


He  scratch'd  his  ear,  th'  infallible  resource 
To  which  embairass'd  people  have  recourse.       Bynm^  D.  J*. 
XMBBACmrO. 
Eternal  comfort's  in  thy  arms  : 
To  lean  thus  on  thy  breast  is  softer  ease 
Hian  downy  pillows,  deck'd  with  leaves  of  roses.  Oiway,  Or. 

snosAnov— M«  szue. 

All  places,  that  the  eye  of  heaven  visits. 

Are  to  a  wise  man  ports  and  happy  havens : 

Teach  thy  necessitv  to  reason  thus ; 

There  is  no  virtue  like  necessity.  Sk.  Ei§.  U.  i.  3* 

Down  where  yon  anch'rin/^  vessel  spreads  the  sail. 
That,  idly  waiting,  flaps  with  every  gale, 
Downward  they  move,  a  melancholy  band, 
Pass  from  the  shore,  and  darken  all  the  strand. 

GolcUmith,  Dn^rted  VtUagu 
Let  us  depart !  the  universal  sun 
Confines  not  to  one  land  his  blessed  beams  s 
Kor  is  man  rooted,  like  a  tree,  whose  seed 
The  winds  on  some  ungenial  soil  have  cast. 
There,  where  he  cannot  prosper.  8<nUkcyt  Madoom 
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t  XnTj,  Vame,  Snpexiority. 
He  who  ascends  to  mountain  tops  shall  find 
The  loftiest  peaks  most  mrapp'd  in  clouds  and  snov ; 
He  who  surpasses  or  subdues  mankind, 
Must  look  down  on  the  hate  of  those  below.  Bjfr<m,  Ch,H.  iii.  45. 
XMFTOnBSS— M»  IgnoraiiM,  Shallowness. 
Eternal  smiles  his  emptiness  betray. 
As  shallow  streams  run  dimpling  afi  the  way.  Pope,Ej>,  toArh.  j| 

Whoe'er  excels  in  what  we  prize,  m 

Appears  a  hero  in  our  eyes.  Swift,  Cad.  and  Van.  # 

SHB— iM  Futoxitj. 

O  that  a  man  might  know 

Hie  end  of  this  day's  business,  ere  it  come, 

But  it  sufSceth  that  the  day  will  end. 

And  then  the  end  is  known.  8h.  Jul,  C.  r.  1*. 

Xn>raJJICS-'fM  Persersianee. 

He's  truly  valiant,  that  can  wisely  suffer 

The  worst  that  man  can  breathe ;  and  make  his  wrongs 

His  outsides ;  wear  them  like  his  raiment,  carelessly ; 

And  ne'er  jurefer  his  injuries  to  his  heart. 

To  bring  it  into  danger.  8ht  Timon,  in.  5. 

'Tis  not  now  who's  stout  and  boldP 

But  who  bears  hunger  best,  and  cold  P 

And  he's  approy'd  tike  most  deserving. 

Who  longest  can  hold  out  at  starving.  JBuiler,  End.  S.iii.  363. 
There  is  strength 

Deep  bedded  in  our  hearts,  of  which  we  reck 

But  little  till  the  shafts  of  heayen  haye  pierced 

Its  fragile  dwelling.    Must  not  earth  be  rent 

Before  her  gems  are  found.  Mrs,  JSmnam, 

BTIBflY— M0  Deds&on,  Promptitnde. 

Attempt  the  end,  and  never  stand  to  doubt ; 

liothing's  so  hard,  but  search  will  find  it  out.  Serrich^Aph,^. 

Let  us  then  be  up  and  doing. 

With  a  heart  for  any  fate ; 

Still  achieying,  still  pursuing, 

Iieam  to  labour  and  to  wait.  LongfeUoiOy  Psalm  qfLjfe, 

SVeUJTD-Mtf  Britain. 

It  is  most  meet  we  arm  us  'gainst  the  foe  : 

For  peace  itself  should  not  so  dull  a  kingdom, 

But  that  defences,  musters,  preparations, 

Should  be  maintained,  assemDled  and  collected. 

As  were  a  war  in  expectation.  8h,  Hen.  r.  ii.  4. 

m2 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


1 


164  XKGLAKD. 

nGLAHB  -^conimued. 
O  England  ! — ^model  to  thy  inward  greatness, 
Like  little  body  with  a  mighty  heart, — 
What  mightst  thou  do,  that  honour  would  thee  do, 
Were  all  thy  children  kind  and  natural !    Sh.  Men.  V,  n.  eko. 

This  England  never  did,  nor  never  shall. 

Lie  at  the  proud  foot  of  a  conqueror. 

But  when.it  first  did  help  to  wound  itself. 

Come  the  comers  of  the  world  in  arms. 

And  we  shall  shock  them :  nought  shall  make  us  rue, 

If  England  to  itself  do  rest  but  true.  8h.  K,  John,  y.  7. 

England  is  safe,  if  true  wilMn  itself. 

'Tis  better  using  France,  than  trusting  France. 

Sh.  Hen,  ri,  2,  iv.  1. 
England,  bound  in  with  the  triumphant  sea, 
Whose  rocky  shore  beats  back  the  envious  surge 
Of  wateiy  if eptune.  8h.  Bie,  n.  u.  1. 

This  precious  stone  set  in  the  siver  sea. 

Which  serves  it  in  the  office  of  a  wall, 

Or  as  a  moat  defensive  to  a  house, 

Against  the  envy  of  less  happier  lands ; 

This  blessed  plot,  this  earth,  this  realm,  this  England,  i^.ii.l. 

Hath  Britain  all  the  sun  that  shines  P    Day,  Night, 

Are  they  not  but  in  Britain  P    I'  the  world's  vomme 

Our  Britain  seems  as  of  it,  but  not  in't ; 

In  a  great  pool,  a  swan's  nest.    Prithee  think 

There's  livers  out  of  Britain.  Sh.  Cymh.  iii.  4 

Would  I  had  never  trod  this  English  earth. 

Or  felt  the  flatteries  that  grow  upon  it ! 

Ye  have  angels'  £Eu;es,  but  heaven  knows  your  hearts. 

8h,  H.  rm,  iii.  1. 
Whether  this  portion  of  the  world  were  rent, 
By  the  rade  ocean,  from  the  continent. 
Or  thus  created ;  it  was  sure  design'd 
To  be  the  sacred  refuge  of  mankind.  WcUler,  to  the  Protector, 

Island  of  bliss  I  amid  the  subject  seas, 

That  thunder  round  thy  rocky  coasts,  set  up. 

At  once  the  wonder,  terror  and  delight 

Of  distant  nations :  whose  remotest  shores 

Can  soon  be  shaken  by  the  naval  arm ; 

Not  to  be  shook  thyself,  but  all  assaults 

Baffling,  as  thy  hoar  cliffs  the  loud  sea-wave.  Thornton,  Sum. 
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England,  a  happy  land  we  know, 

Where  follies  n&tnrallj  ctow. 

Where  without  cnltnre  they  arise. 

And  tow'r  above  the  common  size.      Ckurehili,  Ohoii,  i.  111. 

The  land  of  scholars,  and  the  nnrse  of  arms.  Chldsmitk,  T.  366* 

Britain,  the  qneen  of  isles,  oar  fair  possession 

Secor'd  by  nature,  laughs  at  foreign  foes  ; 

Her  ships  her  bulwark,  and  the  sea  her  dike. 

Sees  plenty  in  her  lap,  and  brayes  the  world.  S[avard,K,C*I. 

England,  with  all  thy  faults,  I  loye  thee  still ; 

My  country !  and  while  yet  a  nook  is  left 

Wnere  English  names  and  manners  may  be  found. 

Shall  be  constrain'd  to  love  thee.    Though  tl^y  clime 

Be  fickle,  and  thjr  year,  most  part,  deform'd 

With  dripping  rains,  or  wither 'd  by  a  frost, 

I  would  not  yet  exchange  thy  sullen  skies 

And  fields  without  a  flower,  for  warmer  France 

With  all  her  yines ;  nor  for  Ausonia's  groves 

Of  golden  fruitage  and  her  myrtle  bowers.  Cotoper,  7\mA,ii.206. 

0  favoured  land  1    Eenown'd  for  arts  and  arms ; 

For  manly  talents,  and  for  female  charms !  Byron, 

It  is  well  worth 

A  year  of  wandering,  were  it  but  to  feel 

How  much  our  England  does  outweigh  the  world.    X.  J?.  L, 

England !  my  country,  great  and  free  1 

Heart  of  the  world,  I  leap  to  thee  !  Bailey,  Festus. 

EVeUSH  LAHeXTAOS. 

Dan  Chaucer,  well  of  English  undefyled.  8penier,F,  Q.  4.II.32. 
TKOYKEWL 

There  St.  John  mingles  with  my  friendly  bowl. 

The  feast  of  reason  and  the  flow  of  soul.       Fope,  Sat.  i.  127. 

Give  me  long  dreams  and  visions  of  content. 

Bather  than  pleasures  in  a  minute  spent.  Xing,  Bp.  of  Ch. 
SniTT— «M  Envy,  Hatred. 

'Tis  death  to  me  to  be  at  enmity  ; 

1  hate  it,  and  desire  all  good  men's  love.  8h,  Bic.  ni,  ii.  1. 
.  Let  not  thy  foe  still  nass  without  controlling, 

Like  fame  and  snow-balls  he'll  get  strength  by  rolling. 

Aleyn,  Battles  of  Orescy  and  Poiciien. 
'lis  ill  to  trust  a  reconciled  foe; 
Be  still  in  readiness,  you  do  not  know 
How  soon  he  may  assault  you.      Webster^  Thracian  Wonden 
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Lands,  intersected  by  a  narrow  frith. 

Abhor  each  other.    Mountains  interpos'd 

Make  enemies  of  nations,  which  had  else, 

Xike  kindred  drops,  been  mingled  into  one.  Cowper,  Tiuk,  ii. 

snnnE.  [17. 

Enntii  is  a  growth  of  English  root, 

Though  nameless  in  our  language  :  we  retort 

The  fact  for  words,  bat  let  me  French  translate 

That  awM  yawn  which  sleep  cannot  abate.  B^,  2>.J.xiii.lOI. 
ZHTXBFBISS— <M  Activity,  Boldness,  Courago,  Daring. 

But  there  are  human  natures  so  allied 

Unto  the  savage  love  of  enterprise. 

That  they  will  seek  for  peril  as  a  pleasure.  Bj/ron. 

BHTXBTAnnCXin. 

The  sauce  to  meat  is  ceremony. 

Meeting  were  bare  without  it.  Sh.  Maeb.  iii.  4. 

SHTHirSIABlI.  • 

For  virtue's  self  may  too  much  zeal  be  had : 

The  worst  of  madmen  is  a  saint  run  mad.  Fope* 

No  wild  enthusiast  ever  yet  could  rest, 

'Tis  half  mankind  were  like  himself  possessed.  Cowper,  Pr»  Er, 
Bash  enthusiasm,  in  good  socieiy, 

Were  nothing  but  a  moral  inebriety.     Byrou,  D,  J,  xiii.  36. 
BWT— M0  Xalioo. 

Oh,  what  a  world  is  this,  when  what  is  comely 

Envenoms  him  that  bears  it,  8k,  As  Y.  Z,  ii.  3. 

Follow  your  envious  courses,  men  of  malice ; 

You  have  christian  warrant  for  them,  and,  no  doubt. 

In  time  will  find  their  fit  rewards.  Sk.  Hen.  rm.  ni.  2. 

If  on  the  sudden  he  begin  to  rise, 

No  man  that  lives  can  count  his  enemies.  MiddUion, 

Beneath  his  feet  pale  envy  bites  her  chain, 

And  snaky  discora  whets  her  sting  in  vain.  Sir  J.  SeoHmoiU. 

Envy  pot  greatness ;  for  thou  mak'st  thereby 

Thyself  the  worse,  and  so  the  distance  greater. 

Be  not  thine  own  worm :  yet  such  jealousy 

As  hurts  not  others  but  makes  thee  better. 

Is  a  good  spur.  Serheri^  Ten^le. 

So  a  wild  Tartar,  when  he  spies 

A  man  that's  valiant,  handsome,  wise. 

If  he  can  kill  him,  thinks  t'  inherit 

His  wit,  his  beau^,  and  his  spirit ; 

As  if  just  so  much  he  enjoy 'd, 

As  in  another  is  destroy 'd.  Butler,  Hud,  i.  ii.  23. 
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JBM  Y  z — WKtimud, 
Fools  TOKf  our  §coni,  not  enyy,  nise, 

For  envy  is  a  kmd  of  praise.  6^y,  FahU  zur.  29. 

Enyy's  a  sharper  spur  tliaa  pay, 

And,  nnproTok'd,  'twill  court  the  firay.  Q^%  Fable  z. 

To  an  apparent  beauties  blind, 

Sach  blemish  strikes  an  envious  mind.        Oay,  Fable  n.  87. 
In  beautr  faults  conspicuous  grow ; 

The  smallest  speck  is  seen  on  snow.  Oay,  Fableni,  1. 

Canst  thou  discern  another's  mind  P 
What  is't  you  enyy  P    Envy's  blind ; 
Tell  envy,  when  she  would  annoy, 

That  thousands  want  what  you  enjoy.        Qay,  Fable  zv.  36. 
Envy  will  merit,  as  its  shade,  pursue  ; 
But,  like  a  shadow,  proves  the  substance  true. 

Pepe,  E.  C.  II.  266. 
Base  envy  withers  at  another's  joy. 

And  hates  that  excellence  it  cannot  reach.    T%onuon,  Sj^ng. 
With  that  malignant  eny^,  which  jprows  pale 
And  sickens,  even  if  a  fhend  prevail ; 
Which  merit  and  success  pursues  with  hate. 
And  damns  the  worth  it  cannot  imitate.    Churehill,  Boidad, 
Tet  much  is  talk'd  of  bliss ;  it  is  the  art 
Of  such  as  have  the  world  in  their  possession^ 
To  give  it  a  good  name,  that  fools  may  envy ; 
For  envy  to  small  minds  is  flattery.  Young^  Bevenge,  2. 

Envy  is  but  the  smoke  of  low  estate, 
Ascendii^^  still  against  the  fortunate.   Lord  Brooke,  Alaham, 

Even  her  tyranny  had  such  a  grace, 
The  women  pardon'd  aU  except  her  face.   B^ron,  D,J.  y.  113. 
Whence  slanderous  romour,  like  the  adder's  drop. 
Distils  her  venom,  withering  friendship's  faith, 
Taming  love's  favour.  J^  A.  JSillkouie  (Am.) 

XnOAlL 
Bone  and  skin,  two  millers  thin, 
Would  starve  us  all,  or  near  it ; 
But  be  it  known  to  Skin  and  Bone, 

That  Flesh  and  BkK>d  can't  bear  it.  Byrom,  On  tteo  MonopoUeU. 
Lie  on !  while  my  revenge  shall  be, 

To  speak  the  very  truth  of  thee.  Ihstoon,  11.23. 

XPIL06UX. 
Onr  stage-play  has  a  moral— and,  no  doubt, 
You  all  nave  sense  enough  to  find  it  out. 

Gay,  What  tPge  call  ii  ?  Epilogue. 
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SPITAFH8. 

From  his  cradle 
He  was  a  scholar,  and  a  ripe,  and  good  one ; 
Exceeding  wise,  fair  spoken,  and  persuading ; 
Loftj  and  soar  to  them  that  loy'd  nim  not. 
But  to  those  men  who  sought  him,  sweet  as  summer : 
And  to  add  greater  honours  to  his  age 
Than  man  could  give,  he  died  fearing  God.   Sh.  R.  riiL  ly.  2. 
Underneath  this  sable  hearse 
Lies  the  subject  of  all  yerse, 
Sidney's  sister,  Pembroke's  mother. 
Death  I  ere  thou  hast  slain  another, 
Leam'd  and  fair  and  good  as  she, 

Time  shall  throw  a  di^  at  thee.  B,  Jomon,  Ep.  on  Co,  qfPem. 
Underneath  this  stone  doth  lie 
As  much  yirtue  as  could  die. 
Which,  when  alive,  did  yigour  give 

To  as  much  beauty  as  could  live.  Ben  Jonson,  Bp.  on  Blizabeik. 
Here  she  lies,  a  pretty  bud, 
Lately  made  of  flesh  and  blood ; 
Who,  as  soon  fell  fast  asleep, 
As  her  little  ejres  did  peep. 
Give  her  strewin^s,  but  not  stir 

The  earth,  that  lightly  covers  her.  fferrick,  Setp.  98. 

Nobles  and  heralds,  by  your  leave. 
Here  lies  what  once  was  Matthew  Prior, 
The  son  of  Adam  and  of  Eve  : 

Can  Bourbon  or  Nassau  claim  higher  P  Prior,  Ep.  on  Himself. 
By  foreign  hands  thy  dying  eyes  were  closed, 
By  foreign  hands  thy  decent  umbs  composed, 
By  foreign  hands  thy  humble  grave  adorned. 
By  strangers  honoured,  and  by  strangers  mourned. 

Pope,  EUgy  to  the  Mem,  qfan  Uf^ort,  Lady,  61. 

8o  peaceful  rests,  without  a  stone,  a  name. 

What  once  had  beauiy,  titles,  wealth  and  fame. 

How  lov'd,  how  honour'd  once,  avails  thee  not. 

To  whom  related,  or  by  whom  beeot ; 

A  hean  of  dust  alone  remarns  to  thee— 

'Tis  all  thou  art,  and  all  the  proud  shall  be !  lb,  71. 

To  this  sad  shrine,  whoe'er  thou  art  I  draw  near. 

Here  lies  the  friend  most  lov'd,  the  son  most  dear ; 

Who  ne'er  knew  joy  but  friendship  might  divide. 

Or  gave  bis  father  grief  but  when  he  died.  Pope,  Ep,  on  Hare. 
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XPITAFH8— «mi/mka£. 
£acb  lonely  scene  shall  thoe  restore. 
For  thee  the  tear  be  dulj  shed ; 
BeloT*d»  till  life  could  cmurm  no  more. 

And  monm'd  till  pity's  self  be  dead.  CoIUkm, 

Here  lies  my  wife,  and  heayen  knows, 

Kot  less  for  mine,  than  her  repose.  BoHeau, 

Early  bright,  transient,  chaste  as  morning  dew. 
She  sparklect  was  exhaled,  and  went  to  heayen. 

Young,  N.  T.  i.  600. 
La !  where  this  silent  marble  weeps, 
A  friend,  a  wife,  a  mother  sleeps ; 
A  heart  within  whose  sacred  cell 
The  peaceful  yirtues  loyed  to  dwell : 
Affection  warm,  and  faith  sincere. 
And  soft  humanity  were  there. 
In  agony,  in  death  resign'd. 
She  felt  the  wound  she  left  behind : 
Her  infant  image  here  below 

Sits  smiling  on  a  father's  woe.  Gra^,  Spit  on  Mrs.  J.  Clarhe* 
Here  rests  his  head,  upon  the  lap  of  earth, 
A  ^outh  to  fortune  and  to  fame  unknown  ; 
Eur  science  frown'd  not  on  his  humble  birth. 
And  melancholy  mark'd  him  for  her  own. 
Large  was  his  Dounty,  and  his  soul  sincere  ; 
Heay'n  did  a  recompense  as  largely  send  : 
He  gaye  to  Mis'ry  (all  he  had)  a  tear, 
He  gain'd  from  Heay'n  ('twas  all  ho  wish'd)  a  friend* 
Kor  further  seek  his  yirtues  to  disclose, 
Or  draw  his  frailties  from  their  dread  abode ; 
There  they  alike  in  trembling  hope  repose, 
The  bosom  of  his  Father  and  his  GK>d.  Oray,  Epitaph. 

These  are  two  friends  whose  liyes  were  undiyided ; 
So  let  their  memory  be,  now  they  have  glided 
Under  their  graye ;  let  not  their  bones  be  parted. 
For  their  two  hearts  in  life  were  single-hearted. 

Skelley^  Fragm.  28. 
Shrine  of  the  mighty !  can  it  be, 

That  this  is  all  remams  of  thee  P  Byron,  Griaour,  106. 

What  though  the  mounds  that  mark*d  each  name. 
Beneath  the  wings  of  time, 
Haye  worn  away  P    Theirs  is  the  fame 
Immortal  and  sublime ; 
For  who  can  tread  on  freedom's  plain, 
I^or  wake  her  dead  to  life  again.  Bob,  Montgomery, 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


170  EPITAPHS— ■TBMriTT. 

Give  thanks 

That  she  is  safe  with  Him  who  hath  the  power 

O'er  pain,  and  sin,  and  death.  Mr$.  Siffommgg. 

Thoa  art  not  in  the  grave  confin'd ; 

Death  cannot  claim  th'  immortal  mind ; 

Let  earth  close  o'er  its  sacred  trust. 

But  goodness  dies  not  in  the  dost.  Spragwe,  Poems. 

Weep  not  for  us,  my  master  dear, 

We  are  not  dead,  but  sleeping  here.  JSpUapL 

nTTALITT. 

Who  can  in  reason,  then,  or  ri^t,  assoma 

Monarchy  over  such  as  live  by  right 

His  equals,  if  in  pow'r  or  splend^ir  less, 

In  freedom  equal?  Milion,  P.  L.  r.  796. 

Children  of  wealth  or  want,  to  each  is  given 

One  spot  of  green,  and  all  the  blue  of  hearen.  O.  W,  Solmsi. 
SQUIVOGAIIOV. 

But  yet, 

I  do  not  like  but  yet,  it  does  allay 

The  good  p^cedence  ;  fye  upon  out  yet : 

But  yet  is  as  a  gaoler  to  bring  forth 

Some  monstrous  malefactor.  8h.  Ani.  CUop.  n.5. 

By  giving  a  perverted  sense  to  facts, 

A  man  may  lie  in  publishing  the  truth.  Bkake^pean, 

ZBB0B8. 
Errors,  like  straws,  upon  the  surface  flow ; 
He  who  would  search  for  pearls  must  dive  below. 

Dryden,  Fro,  to  All  far  Love,  25. 
The  best  may  slip,  and  the  most  cautious  fall ; 
He's  more  than  mortal  that  ne'er  err'd  at  alL  Povtfret,  L,  T, 
When  people  once  are  in  the  wrong. 
Each  line  wey  add  is  much  too  long ; 
Who  fastest  walks,  but  walks  astray, 
Is  only  furthest  ^m  his  way.  Prior^  Alma,  3. 

If  to  her  share  some  female  errors  fall, 

Look  on  her  face,  and  youll  forget  them  alL  Pope,  Rape,  ii. 


Take  my  esteem,  if  you  on  that  can  live ; 

But,  fnmkly,  sir,  'tis  all  I  have  to  give.  Drydm^ 

Beyond  is  all  abyss. 
Eternity,  whose  end  no  eye  can  reach.  Milton,  P,  L,  xii.555. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


STSBHITT — ^ITEWIira,  171 

xtsbvut— «9M/fiNtfi 

Ponbtless  all  sooIb  hare  a  snmTing  thoQ^lit, 

Therefore  of  death  we  think  with  quiet  mind ; 

Bnt  if  we  think  of  being  turned  to  nought, 

A  trembling  horror  in  our  touls  we  find.  Iknnet. 

Tib  the  divinity  that  stirs  within  us  ; 

Tis  Heaven  itself  that  points  out  an  hereafter, 

And  intimates  eternity  toman.  Additon,  Caio,  y.  1, 

Eternity !  thou  pleasing,  dreadftd  thought  I 
Through  what  variety  of  untried  beings. 
Through  what  new  scenes  and  changes  must  we  pass ! 
The  wide  th'  unbounded  prospect  Hes  before  me, 
But  shadows,  clouds,  and  darkness  rest  upon  it.  4%.  v.  1. 

XIIQU1S1T& 
There's  nothing  in  ilie  world  like  etiquette 
In  kingly  chambers,  or  imperial  halls,  ^ 

As  also  at  the  race  and  county  baUs.        JBjffon,  I^J"'  v.  103. 
There  was  a  general  whisper,  toss,  and  wriffgle,   f' 
But  etiquette  forbade  them  all  to  giggle.     jByroal  Don  Juan^ 

Euxm  f 

There's  not  a  sea  the  passenger  e'er  pukes  in,  / 

Turns  up  more  dangerous  breakers  than  the  Ei^dne. 

Byron,  Don  Juan,  v.  5. 

JEVE1IUI0— «M  Vigkt. 

Kow  came  still  evening  on ;  and  twilight  grey 

Had  in  her  sober  livery  all  things  clad : 

Silence  accompanied ;  for  beasts  and  birds. 

They  to  their  grassy  couch,  these  to  their  nest, 

Were  sunk,  all  but  the  woeful  nightingale. 

MilUm,  P.  X.  IT.  698. 
See  the  descending  sun, 

Scatt'ring  his  beams  about  him  as  he  sinks. 

And  gilded  heaven  above,  and  seas  beneath, 

With  pain,  no  mortal  pencil  can  express.   Hopkins,  Pyrrhut. 

Kow  to  the  main  the  burning  sun  descends, 

And  sacred  night  her  gloomy  veil  extendi. 

The  western  sun  now  shoots  a  feeble  ray. 

And  faintly  scatters  the  remains  of  day.  Additon^ 

The  sun  has  lost  his  rage,  his  downward  orb 

Shoots  nothing  now  but  animating  warmth ; 

And  vital  lustre,  that,  with  various  ray, 

Lights  up  the  clouds,  those  beauteous  robes  of  heaven, 

Incessant  roll'd  into  romantic  shapes, 

The  dream  of  waking  fancy.  ThotMon,  Summer, 
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Tot  curfew  tolls  the  knell  of  partinff  day ; 

The  lowing  herd  wind  slowly  o'er  the  lea ; 

The  ploughman  homeward  plods  his  weary  way. 

And  leayes  the  world  to  darkness  and  to  me. 

Now  fades  the  glimm'ring  landscape  on  the  sight, 

And  all  the  air  a  solemn  stillness  holds, 

Save  where  the  beetle  wheels  his  drony  flight, 

And  drowsy  tinklings  lull  the  distant  folds.         Ora^,  Slegy, 

Sweet  was  the  sound,  when  oft,  at  eyening's  close, 

Up  yonder  hill  the  yiUage  murmur  rose ; 

There  as  I  pass'd,  with  careless  steps  and  slow. 

The  mingling  notes  came  soften 'd  m>m  below  ; 

The  swam  responsiye  to  the  milkmaid  sung, 

The  sober  herd  that  low*d  to  meet  their  young ; 

The  noisy  geese  that  gabbled  o'er  the  pool, 

The  playful  children  just  let  loose  from  school ; 

The  watchdog* s  yoice  that  bay'd  the  whisperinfl;  wind. 

And  the  loud  laugh  that  spoke  the  yacant  mind ; 

These  all  in  sweet  confusion  sought  the  shade. 

And  fill'd  each  pause  the  nightingale  had  made. 

Goldimiih,  Deserted  Village, 

Now  stir  the  fire,  and  close  the  shutters  fast, 

Let  fall  the  curtains,  wheel  the  sofa  round. 

And  while  the  bubbling  and  loud-hissing  urn 

Throws  up  a  steamy  column,  and  the  cups 

That  cheer  but  not  inebriate,  wait  on  each. 

So  let  us  welcome  peaceful  eyening  in.   Catoper,  Tcuh,  iv.  36. 

Come  eyening,  once  again,  season  of  peace ; 

Betum  sweet  eyening,  and  continue  long  1 

Methinks  I  see  thee  m  the  streaky  west, 

With  matron  step,  slow  moying,  while  the  night  ^ 

Treads  on  thy  sweepinf|[  train ;  one  hand  employ 'd 

In  letting  fall  the  curtam  of  repose 

On  bird  and  beast,  the  other  charged  for  man 

With  sweet  obliyion  of  the  cares  of  day.        lb.  Task.  v.  243. 

Now  from  his  crystal  urn,  with  chilling  hand, 

Tester  has  sprinkled  all  the  earth  with  dew, 

A  misty  yeil  obscured  the  neighbouring  land. 

And  shut  the  fading  landscape  from  their  yiew.    Mrs,  Tighe* 

It  was  an  eyening  bright  and  still 

As  eyer  blush'd  on  waye  or  bower. 

Smiling  from  heayen,  as  if  nought  ill 

Could  happen  in  so  sweet  an  hour.     Moore^  Loves  of  Angels, 
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E  VE  J  il  Ch-^MfwiMtf.  ^ 

How  dear  to  me  the  hour  when  daylight  dies. 

And  sonbeama  melt  alonsr  the  silent  sea. 

For  then  sweet  dreams  of  other  da^s  arise. 

And  memoiy  breathes  her  yesper  sigh  to  thee.    Thos,  Moore. 

The  snn  is  set ;  the  swallows  are  asleep ; 

The  bats  are  flitting  fast  in  the  grey  air ; 

The  slow  soft  toads  out  of  damp  comers  creep ; 

And  eyenin^'s  breath,  wandering  here  and  there 

Orer  the  qnivering  surface  of  the  stream. 

Wakes  not  one  ripple  from  its  snmmer  dream. 

Shelley,  JHfiee.  Poeme. 

It  is  the  honr  when  from  the  bonghs 

The  nightingale's  high  note  is  heard ; 

It  is  the  hoar  when  Toyers'  yows 

Seem  sweet  in  eyerj  whisper'd  word ; 

And  gentle  winds,  and  waters  near. 

Make  music  to  the  lonely  ear.  Byron,  Parieina,  r.  1. 

SVIL— «M  IHee. 

There  is  some  soal  of  goodness  in  things  eyil. 

Would  men  obserringly  distil  it  out.  8h.  Hem.  V,  n.  1. 

Oftentimes,  to  win  us  to  our  harm, 

The  instruments  of  darkness  tell  us  truths, 

Win  us  with  honest  trifles,  to  betray  us 

In  deepest  consequences.  8h*  Maeb.  i.  4. 

HI  deeds  are  doubled  with  an  eyil  word.     Sk.  Com.  E,  ill.  2. 

Kought  is  so  yile  that  on  the  earth  doth  liye. 

But  to  the  earth  some  special  sood  doth  giye  ; 

Nor  aught  so  good,  but  strain  d  from  that  fair  use, 

Beyolts  from  true  birth,  stumbling  on  abuse.  Sk»  Bom,  J.  n.3. 

Farewell  hope  I  and  with  hope,  farewell  fear  I 

Farewell  remorse  I  all  good  to  me  is  lost. 

£yil,  be  thou  my  p^ood ;  by  thee  at  least 

Diyided  empire  with  heayen's  king  I  hold.  3f»2/o»,P.£.iy.l06. 

God,  no  useless  plant  hath  planted^ 

Eyil,  wisely  useo,  is  wanted.  Sbenezer  EUioit, 

ZZAGOSRATIOV. 

Mira  de  lente,  as  'tis  i'  th'  adage, 

Id  est,  to  make  a  leek  a  cabbage.  Butler,  Sud.  i.  847. 

SZAMPUL 

Heayen  doth  with  us  as  we  with  torches  do, 

Not  light  lliem  for  themselyes :  for  if  our  T^rtues 

Did  not  go  forth  of  us,  't  were  all  alike 

As  if  we  had  them  not.  8k.  If.  /br  M.  1. 1. 
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XXAXPLS—MfifMifiMlL 

How  far  thst  litde  candle  throws  Ids  beaoni ! 

So  shines  a  good  deed  in  a  naughty  world.  8h.  M.  of  Fan.  r.l. 

Do  not»  as  some  nngraeioos  pastors  do. 

Shew  me  the  steep  and  thorny  way  to  heayen ; 

Whilst,  like  a  pon'd  and  recluess  libertine, 

Himself  the  pnmrose  path  of  dalliance  treads.   Sk.  Sam,  i.  3. 

The  eyU  that  men  do  liyes  after  them, 

The  good  is  oft  interred  with  their  bones.    8h,  Jul.  C,  nt.  2. 

Example,  that  imperious  dictator 

Of  all  that's  good  or  bad  to  human  nature, 

B^  which  the  world's  corrupted  and  reclaim'd, 

Hopes  to  be  sayed,  or  studies  to  be  damn'd  ; 

That  reconciles  all  contrarieties. 

Makes  wisdom  foolishness,  and  folly  wise.  Butler,  Sud, 

Example  is  a  liying  law,  whose  sway 

Men  more  than  aU  the  written  laws  obey.  Sedhy. 

That  odd  impulse,  which,  in  wars  or  creeds, 

Makes  men,  like  cattle,  follow  him  who  leads.     Byron,  D.  J. 

T\a  thus  the  spirit  of  a  single  mind 

Makes  that  of  multitudes  take  one  direction. 

As  roll  the  waters  to  the  breathinff  wind. 

Or  roams  the  herd  beneath  the  biul's  protection.  Byron,  D.  J. 

As  polish'd  steel  receiyes  a  stain 

From  drops  at  random  flung. 

So  does  the  child,  when  words  profane 

Drop  from  the  parent's  tongue.  Anon. 

XXCELLSVCB. 

Age  cannot  wither  ber,  nor  custom  stale 

Her  infinite  yariety.  8h.  Ant  Cleop.  n.  2. 

A  combination  and  a  form  indeed. 

Where  eyeiy  god  did  seem  to  set  his  seal. 

To  giye  the  world  assurance  of  a  man.  Sk,  Ham,  m.  4. 

XXCOBSB— «M  Buperarogation. 

To  gild  refined  gold,  to  paint  the  lily. 

To  throw  a  perrame  on  the  yiolet, 

To  smooth  tne  ice,  or  add  another  hue 

Unto  the  rainbow,  or  with  taper-light 

To  seek  the  bounteous  eye  of  heayen  to  garni  sk. 

Is  wasteful  and  ridiculous  excess.  8h,  K.  John,  ly.  2. 

These  yiolent  delights  haye  yiolent  ends, 

And  in  their  triumph  die ;  like  fire  and  powder, 

Which,  as  they  kiss,  consume.    The  sweetest  honey 

Is  loathsome  in  its  own  deliciousness. 

And  in  the  taste  confounds  the  appetite.       Sh,  Bom,  J,  n.6. 
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yudent  firee  soon  bum  out  themaelYes  s 

Small  showers  last  long,  but  sudden  storms  are  sbort ; 

He  tires  betimes,  that  sours  too  fast  betimes ; 

With  eager  feeding  food  doth  choke  the  feeder : 

Idght  Vanity,  insatiate  cormorant. 

Consuming  means,  soon  preys  upon  itself.      Sk,  Bic»  iz.  ix.  1. 

A  surfeit  of  the  sweetest  things 

The  deepest  loathing  to  the  stomach  brings.  Sh,  Mid,  N.  n.  3. 

Kings  by  grasping  more  than  they  can  hold. 

First  made  their  subjects  by  oppression  bold ; 

And  popular  sway,  by  forcing  kmgs  to  give 

More  than  was  fit  for  subjects  to  receive, 

San  to  the  same  extremes ;  and  one  excess 

Made  both,  by  striving  to  be  greater,  less.  Denham. 

XZCLAMAnom. 

Angels  and  ministers  of  grace,  defend  us  I        8h.  Mam.  x.  4. 

O,  my  prophetic  soul !  my  uncle  I  Sh,  Ham.  i.  5. 

Think  of  that.  Master  Brook. .  8h.  Mer.  W.  iii.  5. 

Awake,  arisOy  or  be  for  ever  fall'n.  Milton^  P.  L.  i.  330. 

Whence  and  what  art  thou,  execrable  shape  P         lb,  ii.  681. 
BZCULPAnOV. 

The  very  head  and  front  of  my  offending 

Hath  this  extent,  no  more.  8\,  Oth,  i.  3. 

XZCV828. 

Oftentimes,  excusing  of  a  fault 

Doth  make  the  fault  the  worse  by  the  excuse ; 

As  patches,  set  upon  a  little  breach. 

Discredit  more  in  hiding  of  the  fault. 

Than  did  the  fault  before  it  was  so  patched.  8h,  K,  John,  iv.  2. 

nsovnov. 

I  have  seen 
When  after  execution,  judgment  hath 
Sepented  o  er  his  doom.  8h,  If,  for  M.  n,  2, 

See  they  suffer  death ; 
But  in  their  deaths  remember  they  are  men ; 
Shun  not  the  laws  to  make  their  tortures  grievous.  Addison,C, 
jLajjjB~«00  Bmiffration. 

O  unexpected  stroke,  worse  than  of  death ! 

Must  I  thus  leave  thee.  Paradise  P  thus  leave 

Thee,  native  soil,  these  happy  walks  and  shades, 

'FtX  haunt  of  gods  P  where  Thad  hop'd  to  spend  ; 

Quiet  though  sad,  the  respite  of  that  day 

:niat  must  be  mortal  to  us  both.  Miltony  P.  L.  xi.  268. 
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SZHB — eontinued. 

Some  natural  tears  tliej  dropt,  but  wip'd  them  soon ; 
The  world  was  all  before  tliem,  where  to  choose 
Their  place  of  rest,  and  Proyidence  their  guide  : 
Thej  hand  in  hand,  with  wandering  steps  and  slow, 
Through  Eden  took  their  solitary  way.  ifiUon,  P.  L.  xii.  646. 

Behold  the  duteous  son,  the  sire  decay'd,^ 

The  modest  matron,  and  the  blushing  maid, 

Forc'd  from  their  homes,  a  melancholy  train. 

To  traverse  climes  beyond  the  western  main.  Goldimithtl^a, 

What  exile  from  himself  can  flee  P 

To  zones,  though  more  and  more  remote, 

Still,  still  pursues,  where'er  I  be. 

The  blight  of  life— the  demon  thought.  Byron. 

I  depart, 
Whither  I  know  not ;  but  the  hour's  ffone  by, 
When  Albion's  lessening  shores  coukL  grieve 
Or  glad  mine  eye.  Byron,  Ch.  H,  iii.  1- 

Oh  I  whan  shall  I  visit  the  land  of  my  birth, 

The  loveliest  land  on  the  face  of  the  earth  P  Jcu.  Montgomery, 

Home,  kindred,  friends,  and  country — these 

Are  ties  with  which  we  never  part ; 

From  clime  to  clime,  o'er  land  and  seas, . 

We  bear  them  with  us  in  our  heart : 

But,  oh  I  'tis  hard  to  feel  resign 'd. 

When  these  must  aQ  be  left  behind  I  Jcu,  Montgomery, 

xxPAirsiov. 

The  small  pebble  stirs  the  peaceful  lake  ; 

The  circle  mov'd,  a  circle  straight  succeeds. 

Another  still,  and  still  another  spreads.     Pope,  JE.  M.  it.  364^ 

As  on  the  smooth  expanse  of  crystal  lakes 
The  sinking  stone  at  first  a  circle  makes ; 
The  trembfing  surface  bv  the  motion  stirr'd, 
Spreads  in  a  second  circle,  then  a  third  ; 
Wide,  and  more  wide,  the  floating  rings  advance. 
Fill  all  the  watery  phun,  and  to  tne  margin  dance. 

Pope,  Ihmple  qflhme,  436. 
BXPECIATIOV. 
Oft  expectation  fails,  and  most  oft  there 
Where  most  it  promises  ;  and  oft  it  hits 
Where  hope  is  coldest  and  despair  most  fits.  Sk,AirsWjiJL 
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EXFXCIATIOV — cotUinued, 

How  slow 
This  old  moon  wanes  :  she  lingers  my  desires, 
like  to  a  step-dame,  or  a  dowager, 

Long  withermg  oat  a  yonng  man's  reyenue.   8h.  Mid.  y,  1. 1. 
Tis  expectation  makes  a  blessing  dear ; 
Hear'n  were  not  heay'n,  if  we  knew  what  it  were. 

Serriek,  Against  JPhtiium. 
When  will  occasion  smile  npon  oar  wishes 
And  giye  the  torture  of  saspense  a  period? 
Still  mast  we  linger  in  uncertain  hope. 
Still  languish  in  our  chains,  and  dream  of  freedom, 
Like  thirsty  sailors  gacing  on  the  clouds. 
Till  burning  death  shoots  Sirough  our  withered  limbs.  Joknsan. 
With  what  a  leaden  and  retarding  weight 
Does  expectation  load  the  wings  of  time.        MeuoUf  JElflrida^ 
"  Yet  doth  he  liye  I"  exclaimed  th'  impatient  heir. 
And  sighs  for  sables  which  he  must  not  wear.  Byron,  Lara,  1. 
Oh !  how  impatience  gains  upon  the  soul 
When  the  long-promis'd  hour  of  joys  draws  near ! 
How  slow  the  tardy  moments  seem  to  roll  I 
What  spectres  rise  of  inconsistent  fear  I  Mr9,  Tighe,  F$yche,  6. 


He  jests  at  scars,  that  neyer  felt  a  wound.     8h.  Bom.  J.  ii.  2. 

Experience  is  by  industi^  achieyed. 

And  perfected  by  the  swift  course  of  time.     Sh.  Two  O.  i.  8. 

To  wilful  men. 
The  injuries  that  they  themselyes  procure 
Must  oe  their  school-masters.  Sh.  Lear,  ii.  4. 

'Tis  war  that  forms  the  prince :  'Tis  hardship,  toil ; 
'Tis  sleepless  nights,  and  neyer-resting  days ; 
'Tis  pain,  'tis  dimger,  'tis  affronted  death ; 
Tib  equal  fate  for  all,  and  changing  fortune ; 
That  rear  the  mind  to  glory,  that  inspire 
The  noblest  yirtues,  and  the  gentlest  manners.  TkomsoHy  Ag. 
'Tis  greatly  wise  to  talk  with  our  past  hours. 
And  ask  them  what  report  they  bore  to  heayen ; 
And  how  they  might  haye  borne  more  welcome  news. 
Their  answers  form  what  men  experience  call ; 
If  wisdom's  friend,  her  best ;  if  not,  worst  foe.  Young^N,T2. 

Much  had  he  read. 
Much  more  had  seen :  he  studied^from  the  life, 
And  in  th'  original  perus'd  mankind.  Armstrong,Art  qfP,M,4. 
Experience,  join'd  with  common  sense, 
To  mortals  is  a  proyidence.  Gh^een,  Spleen. 
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XXPBE88I0V. 

There's  language  in  her  eye,  her  cheelt,  her  lip, 

Nay,  her  foot  speaks ;  her  wanton  suirits  look  out 

At  every  joint  and  motive  of  her  boay.  8h.  TVail,  it.  5. 

But  true  expression,  like  th'  unchanging  sun, 
Clears  and  unproyes  whate'er  it  shines  upon ; 
It  gilds  all  objects,  but  it  alters  none.  Pope. 

UTJUIUATIOV. 
Speak  of  me  as  I  am;  nothing  extenuate, 
if  or  aught  set  down  in  malice.    Then  must  you  speak 
Of  one  that  loyed  not  wisely,  but  too  wdL         Sk.  (Hh,  r.  3. 

XXTBAYAOAirOB — tee  Dress. 
Then  thou  shalt  see  him  plunged,  when  least  he  fears. 
At  once  accounting  for  his  deep  arrears.  Ihyden, 

If  for  mere  wantonness  you  buy  so  fast. 
For  yery  want,  you  must  sell  all  at  last.  Martial^  m.  96. 

In  my  young  days  they  lent  me  cash  that  way, 
Which  I  found  yery  troublesome  to  pay.  Byrcfn,  D.  J,  n.  66. 


They  are  sick,  that  surfeit  with  too  much. 

As  they  that  starve  with  nothing ;  therefore  it 

Is  no  mean  happiness  to  be  seated 

In  the  mean  ;  superfluity  comes  sooner 

By  white  hairs,  but  competency  lives  longer.  8k.Mer.qfV.i.%, 

Extremes,  though  contrary,  have  the  like  effects ; 
Extreme  heat  mortifies,  like  extreme  cold ; 
Extreme  love  breeds  satiety,  as  well 
As  extreme  hatred  ;  and  too  violent  rigour 
Tempts  chastity  as  much  as  too  much  ucense. 

Chapman,  All  Fools, 
Those  edges  soonest  turn,  that  are  most  keen, 
A  sober  moderation  stands  secure. 

No  violent  extremes  endure.  Aleyn,  Bat,  of  Cretcy, 

Thus  each  extreme  to  equal  danger  tends, 
Fleniy,  as  well  as  want,  can  separate  friends. 

Cowley,  Dav,  ni.  205. 
'Tis  in  worldly  accidents, 
As  in  the  world  itself,  where  things  most  distant 
Meet  one  another ;  Tlius  the  east  and  west, 
Upon  the  globe  a  mathematical  point 
Only  divides :  thus  happiness  and  misery, 
And  all  extremes,  are  stiU  contiguous.  Denham^  Sophy. 

Extremes  in  nature  equal  good  produce, 

Extremes  in  man  concur  to  general  use.  Pope,  3f.  Be.  ni.l61. 
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The  fate  of  all  extremes  is  such. 
Men  may  be  read,  as  books,  too  mucb.  Pope, 

Who  lore  too  much,  hate  in  the  like  extreme.  P(fpe,Od,Ty, 79, 

Men  differ,  but  at  most  as  hearen  and  earth  ; 
But  women,  best  and  worst,  as  heayen  and  helL  Cyril, 

VaB.^m$  Bsauty. 
Two  of  the  fairest  stars  in  all  the  heayen, 
Hayiiiji^  some  business,  do  entreat  her  eyes 
To  twinkle  in  their  spheres  till  they  return*     8k*  Bom,  u.  2. 

Her  eye  in  heayen 
Would  through  the  airy  region  shine  so  bright, 
That  birds  would  sing,  and  think  it  were  not  night.  Jb, 

Faster  than  his  tongue 
Did  make  offence,  his  eye  did  heal  it  up.    8h,  Am  T,  L.  hi.  5. 
Thou  tell'st  me,  there  is  murder  in  mine  eye  : 
Tis  pretty  sure,  and  yery  probable, 
That  eyes, — ^that  are  the  mil'st  and  softest  things. 
Who  shut  their  coward  gates  on  atomies,— 
Should  be  call'd  tyrants,  butchers,  murderers  !         Ih.  iii.  o. 

From  woman's  eyes  this  doctrine  I  deriye  : 

They  sparkle  still  the  true  Promethean  fire  ; 

They  are  the  arts,  the  books,  the  academies. 

That  show,  contain,  and  nourish  all  the  world.  8h,  L,  L,  ly.d. 

Her  eyes,  which  through  the  crystal  tears  gaye  light. 

Shone  like  the  moon  in  water  seen  by  night.  8h,  V,^^  A.  491. 

If  I  could  write  the  beauiy  of  your  eyes. 

And  in  fresh  numbers  number  all  your  graces ; 

The  age  to  come  would  say,  this  poet  lies. 

Such  heayenly  touches  ne  er  touch'd  earthly  faces. 

Her  eyes  she  disciplined  precisely  right  ^*-  ^^'  ^^'' 

Both  when  to  wink,  and  now  to  turn  the  white. 

Butler,  End,  in.  483. 
Those  eyes,  whose  light  seem'd  rather  giyen 
To  be  ador'd  than  to  adore — 
Such  eyes  as  may  haye  look'd  from  heayen, 
But  ne  er  were  rais'd  to  it  before !  Moore,  Lovee  of  the  AnjeU, 
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FACE. 

There's  no  art 
To  find  the  mind's  construction  in  the  face.        8h.  Mae,  i.  4 
Bead  o'er  the  yolume  of  young  Paris'  face. 
And  find  delight  writ  there  with  beauty's  pen ; 
Examine  every  seyeral  lineament, 
And  what  obscur'd  in  this  fair  yolume  lies, 
Find  written  in  the  margin  of  his  eyes.  iSll.  Bom,  i.  3. 

If  to  her  share  some  female  errors  fall, 

Look  on  her  face,  and  you'll  forget  them  all.  PopeyB.qfL.ii.l5, 

Yet  eyen  her  tyranny  had  such  a  grace, 

The  women  pardoned  all,  except  her  face.  Bjfvon,  2>.  J.  v.  113. 

His  face  was  of  that  doubtful  kind. 

That  wins  the  eye  but  not  the  mind.        Scoit,  Bohehy,  y.  16. 
7A0TI0V. 

Seldom  is  faction's  ire  in  haughty  minds 
Extinguish'd  but  by  death  :  it  oft,  like  fire 
Suppress'd,  breaks  forth  again,  and  blazes  higher. 

3fay,  Henry  li.  iv.  3. 
That  talking  knaye 
Consumes  his  time  in  speeches  to  the  rabble, 
And  sows  sedition  up  and  down  the  city ; 
Picking  up  discontented  fools,  belying 
The  senators  and  government ;  destroying 
Faith  among  honest  men,  and  praising  knaves. 

Otioay,  Caiui  Marine* 
Avoid  the  politic,  the  factious  fool. 
The  busy,  Duzzing,  talking,  harden'd  knave ; 
The  quamt  smooui  ro^e,  that  sins  against  his  reason, 
Calls  saucy  loud  sedition  public  zeal, 

And  mutiny  the  dictates  of  his  spirit.  Oiiod^. 

When  shall  the  deadly  hate  of  faction  cease. 
When  shall  our  long  divided  land  have  rest. 
If  every  peevish,  moody  malcontent. 
Shall  set  the  senseless  rabble  in  an  uproar  P 
Fright  them  with  dangers,  and  perplex  their  brains, 
Eacn  day  with  some  fantastic  giddy  change  P  Botoe,Jane  Shore, 

When  you  see  this  land  by  faction  tossed, 
Her  nobles  slain,  her  laws,  her  treedom  lost, 
Let  this  reflection  from  the  action  flow. 
We  ne'er  from  foreign  foes  can  ruin  know ; 
Oh  I  let  us  then  intestine  discord  shun ; 
We  ne'er  can  be  but  by  ourselves  undone.  8aea^» 
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FAIBISfl, 

This  is  the  fairy  land ;  oh,  spite  of  spifces, 

We  talk  with  goblins,  owls,  and  elyish  sprites.  8k.  Oom,  JB,  n.2. 
Oft  fairy  elyes. 

Whose  midnight  reyels  by  a  forest  side. 

Or  fountain,  some  belated  peasant  sees. 

Or  dreams  he  sees,  while  oyerhead  the  moon 

Sits  arbitress,  and  nearer  to  the  earth 

Wheels  her  ^ale  course,  they  on  their  mirth  and  dance 

Intent,  with  jocund  music  charm  his  ear ; 

At  once  with  joy  and  fear  his  heart  rebounds. 

miton,  P.  L.  I.  781. 

In  days  of  old,  when  Arthur  fill'd  the  throne, 

Whose  acts  and  fame  to  forei^  lands  were  blown. 

The  king  of  elyes  and  little  fairy  queen 

ChunbolTd  on  heaths,  and  danced  on  eyery  ^een ; 

And  where  the  jolly  troop  had  led  the  round. 

The  grass  unbidden  rose,  and  mark'd  the  groxmd.      Dryden, 

About  this  spring,  if  ancient  fame  say  true. 

The  damper  elyes  their  moonlip;ht  sports  renew ; 

Their  pigmy  king  and  little  fairy  queen 

In  circling  dances  gamboll'd  on  the  green, 

While  tuneful  sprites  a  merry  concert  made. 

And  aiiy  music  warbled  through  the  shade. 
FAIS8. 

His  com  and  cattle  were  his  only  care. 

And  his  supreme  delight  a  country  fair. 
FAITH. 

Some  faiths  are  like  those  mills  that  cannot  grind 

Their  com,  unless  they  work  against  the  wind.  QuarUi. 

Trae  fait^  and  reason  are  the  soul's  two  eyes ; 
Faith  eyermore  looks  upwards  and  descries 
Objects  remote ;  but  reason  can  discoyer  - 
Thmgs  only  near — sees  nothing  that's  aboye  her*: 
They  are  not  matches — often  disagree. 
And  sometimes  both  are  clos'd,  and  neither  see. 


Pope. 


Dryden. 


Quarlee. 


His  faith,  perhaps,  in  some  nice  tenets  mi||fht 
life,  I'm  sure,  was  in  the  right. 


Be  wrong ;  his  m< , 

Cotoley,  on  Crashaw, 
All  faiths  are  to  their  own  belieyers  iust ; 
For  none  belieye  because  they  will,  but  must  : 
Faith  is  a  force  from  which  tnere's  no  defence, 
Because  the  reason  it  does  first  c(myince  ; 
And  reason  conscience  into  fetters  brinss, 
And  conscience  is  without  the  power  of  kings.  Jhyden. 
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FAITH-»«0fi<miiftL 
For  modes  of  faitk  let  graceless  sealots  fight ; 
His  can't  be  wrong  whose  life  u  in  the  right.  PopeyE.Mju.90^. 

Eaiih  hnilds  a  bridge  across  the  golf  of  death, 

To  break  the  shock  blind  nature  cannot  shun.    Ytmng,  N,  T. 

Faith,  fanatic  faith,  once  wedded  fast 

To  some  dear  falsehood, hngs  it  to  the  last.  Jfoore,  LallaRookh, 

Faith  is  the  subtle  chain 
That  binds  ns  to  the  Infinite :  the  voice 
Of  a  deep  life  within.  Mn.  Oaku  SmUk.  (Am.) 

Grreat  faith  it  needs,  according  to  my  riew. 

To  trust  in  that  which  nerer  could  be  ixue.ParkBei^amin,Am, 

Faith  is  the  star  that  gleams  above, 
Hope  is  the  flower  that  buds  below ; 
Twm  tokens  of  celestial  love 
That  out  from  nature's  bosom  grow. 
And  still  alike  in  sky,  on  sod, 

That  star  and  blossom  ever  point  to  Grod.  James  Kent 

FULL. 
Some  falls  are  means  the  happier  to  rise.        8k.  Cpnb.  ly.  2. 

When  once  a  shakmff  monarohj^  declines, 

Each  thing  grows  bold,  and  to  its  fall  combines. 
FAL8B  igATTT  Crown,  Chat,  vm* 

The  golden  hair  that  (Mia  wears 

Is  hers :  who  would  hare  thought  it  P 

She  swears  't  is  hers,  and  true  she  swears, 

For  I  know  where  she  bought  it.lfar^faZ,Ti.l3  (HarringUm), 
FALSEHOOD,  FALBSHS88— tM  Deodt,  Hypocrisy,  lies. 

Asfidse 

4b  air,  as  water,  wind,  or  sandy  earth ; 

As  fox  to  lamb ;  as  wolf  to  heifer's  calf ; 

Pard  to  the  hind,  or  stepdame  to  her  son.       8h,  TroU.  in.  2. 

Had  she  been  true, 
If  hearen  would  make  me  such  another  world 
Of  one  entire  and  perfect  chrysolite, 
rid  not  have  sold  her  for  it.  8k.  Oik.  T.  2. 

Money  and  man  a  mutual  falsehood  show. 

Men  make  false  money,  money  makes  men  so.  Aleyn,  S,  vn. 

Falsehood  and  fraud  grow  up  in  every  soU, 

Tho  product  of  all  clmies.  Addittm,  Caio. 
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71L8EH00D»  VAJMKnSB—coniifnied. 

Diflhonoor  waits  on  perfidy.    GHbe  yiUain 

Should  blush  to  thmk  a  falsehood :  'lis  the  erime 

Of  cowards.  Cka.  Jokmon,  SManess, 

Let  falsehood  be  a  stranger  to  thy  lips ; 

Shame  on  the  fo^ey  that  first  he^m 

To  tamper  with  the  heart  to  hide  its  thoughts ! 

And  doubly  shame  on  that  infflorious  tongue 

That  sold  its  honesty  and  told  a  lie.  Saoard^  Regulus, 

What  is  man's  lore  I  his  tows  are  broke, 

Eren  while  his  parting  kiss  is  warm.  Hallech, 

FAMB— iM  BeputatloB. 

Famous  throughout  the  world  for  warlike  praise. 

And  glorious  spoils  purchas'd  in  perilous  fight ; 

Full  many  doughty  knights  he,  in  his  days, 

Had  done  to  death,  subdued  in  equal  frays.  Spenser ^  F.Queen, 

Let  fiune,  that  all  hunt  after  in  their  lives. 

Lire  register'd  upon  our  brazen  tombs.  8h.  Lov^s  L.  X.  1. 1. 
Then  shall  our  names 

Familiar  in  his  mouth  as  household  words, 

Be  in  their  flowing  cups  freshly  remembered.  5%.  XT.  r.  it.  3, 

Death  makes  no  conquest  of  this  conqueror ; 

For  now  he  liyes  in£une,  though  not  in  life.  8h.  Bic.  in,  ui.  1. 

Men's  evil  manners  lire  in  brass ;  their  virtues 

We  write  in  water.  8h.  Sen,  viiL  iv.  2. 

The  evil  that  men  do  lives  after  them ; 

The  good  is  oft  interred  with  their  bones.     8h  Jul  C.  iii.  2. 

Better  leave  undone,  than  by  our  deed  acquire 

Too  high  a  fame,  when  him  we  serve 's  away.  8h.Ant,  CZ.iii.l. 

He  lives  in  fame  that  died  in  virtue's  cause.     8h,  Tit  A,  i.  2. 

The  fame  that  a  man  wins  himself,  is  best ; 

That  he  may  call  his  own.    Honours  put  on  him 

Make  him  no  more  a  man  than  his  clothes  do. 

Which  are  as  soon  ta'en  of£,MiddUtonJi£afforqfQ,ueenhorough. 

What  shall  I  do  to  be  for  ever  known, 

And  make  the  age  to  come  my  own  P  Cowley,  Motto. 

Fame,  if  not  double-faced,  is  double-mouthed. 

And  with  contrary  blast  proclaims  most  deeds : 

On  both  his  wings,  one  black  the  other  white. 

Bears  greatest  names  in  his  wild  airy  flight.  Milton,8.Ag,97l* 

Fame  has  two  wings,  one  black  the  other  white, 

And  waves  them  wyih  in  her  unequal  flight.  Milion. 
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FAMS— «o»<«ittMf. 

Fame  is  the  spur  that  the  clear  sp'rit  dotii  raise 

(That  Iflfit  infirmity  of  noble  minds) 

To  scorn  delights  and  live  laborious  dajs ; 

Bnt  the  fair  guerdon  when  we  hope  to  find, 

And  think  to  burst  out  into  sudden  blaze. 

Comes  the  blind  fury  with  the  abhorred  shears, 

And  slits  the  thin-spun  life.  JkRUon,  L^eidas,  70. 

There  is  a  tall  long-sided  dame, — 

But  wondrous  light-^jcleped  fame, 

That  like  a  thin  chameleon  boards 

Herself  on  air,  and  eats  her  words  ; 

Upon  her  shoulders  wings  she  wears 

Lake  hanging  sleeves,  lin  d  thro'  with  ears. 

And  eyes,  and  tongues,  as  poets  list, 

Made  good  by  deep  mythologist. 

With  uiese  sne  thro'  the  we&n  flies, 

And  sometimes  carries  truth,  oft  lies.    Butler,  Hud.  ii.  1, 46. 

I  hate  those  potent  madmen  who  keep  all 

Mankind  awake  while  they,  by  their  great  deeds, 

Are  drumming  hard  upon  this  hollow  world. 

Only  to  make  a  sound  to  last  for  ages.  Etkerege, 

If  parts  allure  thee,  think  how  Bacon  shined, 

Tlie  wisest,  brightest,  meanest  of  mankind ; 

Or,  ravished  with  the  whistling  of  a  name, 

See  Cromwell,  damned  to  everl^ting  fame  I  Pope,E.M,i\.2&l. 

What's  fame  P  a  fancied  Hfe  in  others'  breath, 

A  thing  beyond  us,  e'en  before  our  death.  Pope,  E,  M.  iv  237. 

As  yet  a  child,  nor  yet  a  fool  to  fame, 

I  lisp'd  in  numbers,  for  the  numbers  came.  Pope,  Sat  PjvL  1 27. 

Nor  fame  I  slight,  nor  for  ber  favours  call : 

She  comes  unlooked  for,  if  she  comes  at  alL     lb.  Fame,  513. 

Men  the  most  infamous  are  fond  of  fanio ; 

And  those  who  fear  not  guilt,  yet  start  at  shame. 

Churchill,  The  Author,  233. 
Knows  he,  that  mankind  praise  against  their  will« 
And  mix  as  much  detraction  as  they  can  P 
Knows  he,  that  faithless  fame  her  whisper  has 
As  well  as  trumpet  P  Young,  Night  ThottghU. 

Fame  is  a  public  mistress,  none  enjoys. 
But,  more  or  less,  his  rival's  peace  destroys.  Young, Ep.  toPope, 
With  fame,  in  just  proportion,  envy  grows ; 
The  man  that  makes  a  character,  makes  foes.  lb.  Ep.  toPope, 
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FAXB — contmued. 

Some,  when  they  die,  die  all :  their  monld'ring  clay 

Is  bnt  an  emblem  of  their  memories : 

The  space  quite  closes  Up  through  which  they  pass'd. 

That  I  have  lived,  I  leaye  a  mark  behind 

Shall  pluck  the  shining  age  from  vulgar  time, 

And  give  it  whole  to  late  posterity.  Young,  Biuirit,  6. 

I  courted  fame  but  as  a  spur  to  brave 

And  honest  deeds  ;  and  who  despises  fame 

Will  soon  renounce  the  virtues  that  deserve  it.  Mallet,  Must 

He  left  a  name,  at  which  the  world  erew  pale, 

To  point  a  moral,  or  adorn  a  tale.  JoAnsan,  Van,  Hum,  Wishes, 

The  best  concerted  schemes  men  lay  for  fame  C^^* 

Die  fast  away :  only  themselves  die  faster. 

The  far-fam'd  sculptor,  and  the  laureU'd  bard. 

Those  bold  insurers  of  eternal  fame, 

Supply  thdr  little  feeble  aids  in  vain.         Blair,  Grave,  186. 

Sepulchral  colunms  wrestle  but  in  vain, 

With  all  subduing  time ;  his  cankering  hand 

With  calm,  deliberate  malice  wasteth  them : 

Worn  on  the  edge  of  davs,  the  brass  consumes, 

The  busto  moulaers,  and  the  deep-cut  marble, 

Unsteady  to  the  steel,  gives  up  its  charge.  Blair,  Grave,  201. 

Ah !  who  can  teU  how  hard  it  is  to  climb 

The  steep  where  Fame's  proud  temple  shines  afar  P 

Beattie,  Minstrel,  1. 1. 
Eune  is  the  thirst  of  youth,— but  I  am  not 
So  young  as  to  regard  men's  frown  or  smile. 
As  loss  or  guerdon  of  a  glorious  lot ; 
I  stood  ana  stand  alone,  remember'd  or  forgot.  C%.^.  iii.ll2. 

I  awoke  one  morning  and  foxmd  myself  &mou8.     Jh,  Introd. 

The  drying  up  a  single  tear  has  more 

Of  honest  &me  than  shedding  seas  of  gore.  Byron,  D^.  vtu.8.^ 

What  is  the  end  of  fameP  'tis  but  to  fill 

A  certain  portion  of  uncertain  paper ; 

Some  liken  it  to  climbing  up  a  hill, 

Whose  summit,  like  all  hills,  is  lost  in  vapour ; 

For  this  men  write,  speak,  preach,  and  heroes  kill, 

And  bards  bum  what  they  call  their  '  midnight  taper,' 

To  have,  when  the  ori^nal  is  dust, 

A  name,  a  wretched  picture,  and  worse  bust.  Ih  D,  J*i.  218. 
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PAKE— Mff^MNMcf. 

'Tib  as  a  snowball,  wliich  derires  assistance 

From  eyerj  flake,  and  yet  rolls  on  the  same. 

Even  till  an  iceberg  it  may  chance  to  grow ; 

Bat  after  all  'tis  nothing  bat  cold  snow.  JB^r^  2).  J,  it.  ICjO. 

What  of  them  Ib  left,  to  tell 

"Where  they  lie,  and  how  they  fell  P 

Not  a  stone  on  their  tarf,  nor  a  bone  in  their  grayes ; 

Bat  they  lire  in  the  Terse  that  immortally  saTes. 

ii.  Sitffsqf  Cor.  XTf, 

Who  grasp'd  at  earthly  fame, 
Ghrasp'd  wind,  nay  worse,  a  serpent  grasp'd,  that  throngh 
His  hand  slid  smoothly,  and  was  gone  ;  bat  left 
A  sting  behind  which  wrooght  him  endless  pain*        PoUok. 

Can  that  man  be  dead 
Whose  s]f iritaal  inflaence  is  npon  his  Idnd  P 
He  liyes  m  glory ;  and  snch  speaking  dast 
Has  more  of  life  than  half  its  oreathmg  moulds.        Z.  E.  L. 
So  fares  the  follower  of  the  Muses'  train ; 
He  toils  to  staire,  and  only  liTes  in  death ; 
We  slight  him  tUl  oar  patronage  is  Tain, 
Then  round  his  skeleton  a  garlimd  wreathe.iS^'tfcM  Addreuet. 
LiTes  of  great  men  all  remind  us 
We  can  make  our  Utcs  sublime, 
And  departing,  leaTe  behind  us 
Footprints  on  the  sands  of  time. 
Footprints,  that  perhaps  another, 
Sailing  o'er  life's  solemn  main, 
A  forlorn  and  shipwreck'd  brother. 
Seeing,  shall  take  heart  again.    ■  Longfellow. 

VAXniASITT. 

The  man  who  haUs  you  Tom  or  Jack, 

And  proves  by  thumping  on  your  back 

His  sense  of  your  great  merit ; 

Is  such  a  friend  that  one  had  need 

Be  Tery  much  his  Mend  indeed 

To  pardon  or  to  bear  it.  Cowper,  FriendsUp,  26. 

FAXILT. 

A  lady  with  her  daughters  or  her  nieces. 

Shine  like  a  guinea  and  seTen  shilling  pieces.  Byron  J).^  in.  60. 
FAIOVB. 

Famine  hath  a  sharp  and  meagre  face ; 

'Tis  death  in  an  undress  or  skin  and  oone. 

Where  age  and  youth,  their  landmark  ta'en  away, 

Look  an  one  common  sorrow.  Dtydet^  Cleomenes, 
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FASAIICDni--7AVAnai-^iM  Ouit,  Xathodifti,  Puitanf,  BtaaU. 
Zeal  agamst  policy  mamtiiiTiK  debate ; 
Heay'n  gets  the  lietter  now,  and  now  the  state  : 
The  learned  do  by  tnma  the  leam'd  confute. 
Yet  all  denart  nnalter'd  by  dispnte. 
The  priestly  office  cannot  oe  denj'd. 
It  wears  heaVn's  liy'rj,  and  is  made  onr  guide  : 
Bat  why  shonld  we  be  pnnish'd  if  we  stray ; 
When  all  out  guides  dispute  which  is  the  way  P 

^arl  qf  Orrery,  Muiiapha. 

Fanaticism,  soberiy  defined, 
Is  the  fidse  fire  of  an  o'erheatea  mind ; 
It  yiews  the  truth  with  a  distorted  eye, 
And  either  warns,  or  lays  it  useless  by ; 
T  is  narrow,  selfish,  arrogant,  and  dnws 
Its  sordid  nourishment  frcm  man's  applause  ; 
And  while,  at  heart,  sin  unrelinquish  d  lies, 
Presumes  itself  ehief  ftr'rite  ot  the  skies.  Ccwper, 

Demons,  who  impair 
The  strenffth  of  better  thoughts,  and  seek  their  prey 
In  melancnoly  bosoms,  such  as  were 
Of  moody  texture  from  their  earliest  day, 
And  loyed  to  dwell  in  darkness  and  dismay. 
Deeming  themselyes  predestined  to  a  doom 
Which  18  not  of  the  nangs  that  pass  away ; 
Making  the  sun  like  olood,  the  earth  a  tomb. 
The  tomb  a  heU,  and  hell  itself  a  murkier  gloom.         Byron, 
The  saints  I — the  aping  fanatics  that  talk 
All  cant  and  rant  and  rhapsodies  highflown— 

That  bid  you  baulk 

A  Sunday  walk. 
And  shun  Ood's  work,  as  you  should  shun  your  own. 
The  saints  !~the  formalists,  the  extra  pious, 
Who  think  the  mortal  husk  can  saye  the  soul. 
By  trundling,  with  a  mere  mechanic  bias, 
To  church,  just  like  a  lignum-yitn  bowl.  Hood^  Ode  to  WiUon. 
FAVC7. 
TeU  me,  where  is  fancy  bred ; 
Or  in  the  heart,  or  in.  the  head  P 
How  begot,  how  nourished  P 
It  is  engendered  in  the  eyes, 
With  gazing  fed :  and  fancy  dies 

In  the  cradle  where  it  lies.  8L  M.  of  V.  iii.  2. 

The  earth  hath  bubbles,  as  the  water  has, 
And  these  are  of  them.  Sh,  Maeh,  x.  3. 
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ItAMOY^eontinued, 

Fancy,  like  tKe  fineer  of  a  dock, 
Buns  the  great  circoiti  and  is  sti]ls.tliome.Cowp6r,Tash,iY.llB. 

"Woe  to  the  youth  whom  fancy  gains. 

Winning  from  reason's  hand  the  reins. 

Pity  and  woe !  for  such  a  mind 

Is  soft,  contemplative,  and  kind.  ScoU,  Bohehy,  i.  31. 

I  Hye  not  like  the  many  of  my  kind ; 
Mine  is  a  world  of  feeGngs  fuid  of  fancies  ; 
Fancies,  whose  rainbow-empire  is  the  mind— 
Feelings,  that  realize  their  own  romances.         X.  S,  Landon, 
FABEWELL— M0  Adiea,  Parting. 
Farewell,  a  long  farewell,  to  all  my  greatness  ! 
This  is  the  state  of  man ;  To-day  he  puts  forth 
The  tender  leaves  of  hope,  to-morrow  blossoms, 
And  bears  hifi  blushing  honours  thick  upon  him : 
The  tiurd  day  comes  a  frost,  a  killing  m>st ; 
And — when  he  thinks,  |2[ood  easy  man,  frill  surely 
His  greatness  is  a-ripening — ^nips  his  root. 
And  then  he  falls  as  I  do.  8k,  Hen,  vm.  in.  2. 

Farewell, 
The  elements  be  kind  to  thee,  and  make 
Thy  spirits  all  of  comfort.  8h.  Ant.  Cleop,  ni.  2. 

Farewell !  if  ever  fondest  prayer 

For  other's  weal  avail'd  on  nij^h. 

Mine  will  not  all  be  lost  in  air, 

But  waft  thy  name  beyond  the  sky.  Byron,  Occanonal  Piece9, 

Let's  not  unman  each  other — ^part  at  once ; 

All  farewells  should  be  sudden,  when  for  ever, 

Else  they  make  an  eternity  of  moments. 

And  clog  the  last  sad  sands  of  life  with  tears.  Byron,  Sardan, 

Farewell ! 
For  in  that  word, — ^that  fatal  word, — ^howe'er 
We  promise— hope — ^believe, — ^there  breathes  despair. 

Byron,  Cortair,  1. 15. 
Then  fare  thee  well,  deceitfrd  maid, 
'Twere  vain  and  foolish  to  regret  thee ; 
Nor  hope  nor  memory  yield  their  aid, 

But  time  may  teach  me  to  forget  thee.  Byran^ 

One  struggle  more,  and  I  am  free 
From  pangs  that  rend  my  heart  in  twain ; 
One  iMt  long  sigh  to  love  and  thee. 
Then  back  to  busy  life  again.  Byro$i, 
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ZABSWXLL— Mff^MSMciL 

Farewell !  a  word  that  mxut  be,  and  liath  been : 

A  sound  which  makes  us  linger ; — yet — ^farewell ! 

Byron,  Ch.  ffar.  iv.  186. 

Fiure  thee  well !  and  if  for  ever. 

Still  for  ever,  fare  thee  well : 

iB'en  thongh  nnforgiying,  never 

'Gkdnst  thee  shall  my  heart  rebel.         Byron,  Fare  thee  well. 

I  wander— it  matters  not  where ; 

Ko  clime  can  restore  me  my  peace. 

Or  snatch  from  the  frown  of  despair 

A  cheering — a  fleeting  release !  JByron,  Farewell  to  England. 

Twere  vain  to  speak,  to  weep,  to  sigh  ; 

Ob !  more  than  tears  of  blood  can  tell. 

When  wrong  from  guilt's  expiring  eye, 

Are  in  that  word,  farewell — farewell !  Byron. 

Here's  a  sigh  for  those  who  love  me. 

And  a  smile  for  those  wbo  hate ; 

And,  whatever  sky's  above  me. 

Here's  a  heart  for  ev'ry  fate,  Byron  to  Tom  Moore. 

Farewell !  there's  but  one  pang  in  death. 

One  only, — leaving  thee  !  Mre,  Semans. 

Fare  thee  well !  yet  think  awhile 

On  one  whose  bosom  bleeds  to  doubt  thee ; 

Who  now  would  rather  trust  that  smile. 

And  die  with  thee,  than  live  without  thee !  Moore, 

Farewell  to  the  few  I  have  left  with  regret ; 

May  they  sometimes  recall  what  I  cannot  forget, 

That  iommimion  of  heart  and  that  parley  of  soul, 

Which  has  lengthen'd  our  nights,  and  illumined  our  bowl ! 
7A8HI0H.  Moore. 

The  fiishion 
'     Doth  wear  out  more  apparel  than  the  man.  8h,  M.  Ado,  ni.  3. 

The  glass  of  fashion,  and  the  moxdd  of  form, 

The  observed  of  all  observers  !  8L  Ham.  iii.  1. 

Fashions  that  are  now  caU'd  new 

Have  been  worn  by  more  than  you ; 

Elder  times  have  worn  the  same, 

Though  the  new  ones  get  the  name.  Middleton, 

Nothing  is  thought  rare 

Which  is  not  new  and  follow'd :  yet  we  know 

That  what  was  worn  some  twenty  years  ago 

Comes  into  grace  again.        Beau.  8fFl.  rro.  to  Noble  ChnU 
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And  as  the  Frenoh  we  ooacroer'd  onee, 

Now  giye  us  laws  for  pantaloons, 

The  length  of  breeches,  and  the  gathers. 

Port-canons,  periwigs,  and  feathers.     BuHer,  Hud.  iii.  923. 

Be  not  the  first  by  whom  the  new  is  tried, 

Kor  yet  the  last  to  lay  the  old  aside.  Pope,  E,  C.  335. 

Fashion,  a  word  which  knaves  and  fools  may  use. 

Their  knavery  and  folly  to  excuse.  Churchill,  JBotciad. 

VAsmra. 

Who  can  beliere  with  common  sense, 

A  bacon  slice  jpyes  God  offence  ; 

Or,  how  a  herring  hath  a  charm 

Almighty  vengeance  to  disarm  P 

Wrapt  up  in  majesty  divine. 

Does  he  regard  on  what  we  dine  P  StPift,  Epigram. 

VAIE^tM  Tortnne,  Fatnrity,  Providsnee. 

What  fate  imposes,  men  must  needs  abide  ; 

It  boots  not  to  resist  both  wind  and  tide.    Sh,  Hen.  r/.  iv.  3. 

There's  a  divinity  that  shapes  our  ends. 

Bough-hew  them  how  we  will.  Sh.  Ham.  v.  2. 

He  must  needs  go,  that  the  devil  drives.      Sh.  AlVs  W.  i.  3. 

All  things  subject  are  to  Fate  ; 

Whom  this  mom  sees  most  fortunate 

The  ev'ning  sees  in  poor  estate.  Herrich,  Hesp.  459. 

Success,  the  mark  no  mortal  wit. 

Or  surest  hand,  can  always  hit ; 

For  whatsoe'er  we  perpetrate. 

We  do  but  row— we're  steer'd  by  fate. 

Which  in  success  oft  disinherits, 

For  spurious  causes,  noblest  merits.      Butler,  Hud.  i.  i.  879. 

Let  thy  great  deeds  force  fate  to  change  her  mind  ; 

He  that  courts  fortune  boldly,  makes  her  kind.  Drydeji,Ind.  Q. 

All  human  things  are  subject  to  decay. 

And  when  fate  summons,  monarchs  must  ohej.Ib.Fleeknoe,!. 

Whatever  is,  is  in  its  causes  just. 

Since  all  things  are  by  fate ;  out  purblind  man 

Sees  but  a  part  o'  th'  ehsin, — ^the  nearest  link. 

His  eyes  not  carrying  to  that  equal  beam 

That  poises  all  above.  Dr^den. 
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PATE    0ouiimied, 
How  easy  'tis,  wKen  destiliy  prores  land. 
With  fuD-Bpread  sails  to  ran  before  the  wind ; 
Bat  thej-wno  'gainst  stiff  gales  layeermg  go. 
Mast  be  at  once  zesolTed  and  skilfol  too.  Dryden. 

Hearen  from  all  creatores  hides  the  Book  of  Fate» 

All  but  the  page  prescrib'd,  their  present  state : 

From  brutes  what  men,  from  men  what  spirits  know  \ 

Or  who  could  suffer 'being  here  below  P 

The  lamb  thy  riot  dooms  to  bleed  to-day. 

Had  he  thy  reason,  would  he  skip  and  play  P 

Pleased  to  the  last  he  crops  the  now'ry  food. 

And  licks  the  hand  just  raised  to  shed  his  blood. 

Oh !  blindness  to  the  future !  kindly  giyen, 

That  each  may  fill  the  circle  mark'd  in  Heay'n, 

Who  sees,  with  equal  eye,  as  Gh>d  of  tXL, 

A  hero  perish,  or  a  sparrow  fiJL  Pope,  B,  3f.  i.  77. 

Seek  not  thou  to  find  ^ 
The  sacred  counsels  of  almighty  mind ; 
Inroly'd  in  darkness  lies  the  great  decree, 
lior  can  the  depths  of  &te  be  pierc*d  by  thee.P<>p0,//tai,  1.704. 
Fate  steals  alon^  with  silent  tread, 
Found  oftenest  m  what  least  we  dread ; 
Frowns  in  the  storm  with  angry  brow. 
But  in  the  sunshine  strikes  the  blow.         Coteper,  Raven,  36. 

Man  tho'  limited 
By  fate,  may  ysinly  think  his  actions  free. 
While  all  he  does,  was  at  his  hour  of  birth. 
Or  by  his  gods,  or  potent  stars  ordain'd.  Rowe,  Roy.  Come,  1. 1. 
While  warmer  souls  command,  nay,  make  their  fate, 
Thy  fate  made  thee,  and  foro'd  thee  to  be  great.  Moore. 

Fkte  is  aboye  us  all ; 
We  straggle,  but  what  matters  our  endeayour  P 
Our  doom  is  gone  beyond  our  own  recall ; 
May  we  deny  or  mitigate  it  P— Neyer  1  L.  E.  London. 

FATHER— ^Mtf  Child,  Parents. 
It  is  a  wise  father  that  knows  his  own  child.  8h,  M.  ofV.  it.  3. 
To  you  your  father  should  be  as  a  god  ; 
One  that  compos'd  your  beauties ;  yea,  and  one. 
To  whom  you  are  but  as  a  form  in  wax. 
By  him  imprinted,  and  within  Itis  power 
To  leaye  the  figure,  or  disfigure  it.  8k,  Mid,  N.  1. 1. 
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FATHXB — continued, 

Methinks  a  father 
Is,  at  tlie  nnptials  of  his  son,  a  guest 

That  best  becomes  the  table.  Sk.  Wint.  71  it.  3. 

Fathers,  that  wear  rass,  do  make  their  children  blind  : 
But  fiftthers  that  bear  bags,  shall  see  their  children  kind. 

8h,  Lear,  ii.  4. 
If  there  be  a  hnman  tear 
From  passion's  dross  refin'd  and  clear, 
'Tis  that  which  pions  fathers  shed 

Upon  a  duteous  daughter's  head.        8coU,  Lad/jf  qfL,  n.  22. 
On  thee,  blest  youth,  a  father's  hand  confers 
The  maid  thy  earliest  fondest  wishes  knew ; 
Each  soft  enchantment  of  the  soul  is  hers ; 
Thine  be  the  joys  to  firm  attachment  due.       Rogers,  Poems, 

The  child  is  father  of  the  man.  Wordsworth,  Poem  on  Childhood. 

TATNS88. 

Let  me  haye  men  about  me  that  are  fat ; 

Sleek-headed  men,  and  such  as  sleep  o'  nights : 

Yond'  Cassius  has  a  lean  and  hungrr  look, 

He  thinks  too  much  :  such  men  are  dangerous.  8h,  Jul,  C  i.  2. 
FATILTLSSSHESS. 

Whoever  thinks  a  faultless  piece  to  see. 

Thinks  what  ne'er  was,  nor  is,  nor  e'er  will  be.  Pope,  JF.C263. 
FAULTS. 

Oftentimes  excusing  of  a  fault 

Doth  make  the  fault  the  worse  by  the  excuse ; 

As  patches,  set  upon  a  httle  breach, 

Discredit  more,  in  hiding  of  the  fault, 

Than  did  the  fault  before  it  was  so  patch'd.  Sh,  K,  John,  it.  2. 

Hoses  have  thorns,  and  silver  fountains  mud ; 

Clouds  and  eclipses  stain  both  moon  and  sun ; 

And  loathsome  canker  lives  in  sweetest  bud ; 

All  men  make  faults.  Sh,  Sonnet  35. 

In  other  men  we  faults  can  spy, 

And  blame  the  mote  that  dims  their  eye ; 

Each  little  speck  and  blemish  find : 

To  our  own  stronger  errors  blind.  Oay,  MU>le  38. 

FAyOUB~M0  Patronage. 

Who  builds  his  hopes  in  air  of  your  good  looks. 

Lives  like  a  drunken  sailor  on  a  mast ; 

Beady  with  every  nod,  to  tumble  down 

Into  the  fatal  bowels  of  the  deep.  Sh.  Bich,  ill.  in.  4. 
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FAyuph    0omimuki* 

Tib  the  cnrse  of  seryioe ; 
Preferment  foes  by  letter,  and  affection. 
And  not  bj  old  gradation,  where  each  second 
Stood  heir  to  the  first.  8h.  Oik.  i.  1. 

Tis  ever  thus  when  ftroors  are  denied ; 

AH  had  been  granted  but  the  thing  we  beg ; 

And  still  some  great  nnlikely  snbstitnte, 

Your  life,  your  soul,  your  all  of  earthly  good, 

Is  proffer'd  in  the  room  of  one  small  boon.  BaUlie,  Batil^  n.2. 

FAWHDTO— JM  Flattery,  Hypoerlsy. 
And  erook  the  pregnant  hinges  of  the  knee, 
Where  tiirift  may  follow  fawning.  8k>  Ham.  in.  2. 

You  ^lay  the  spaniel. 
And  think  with  waggmg  of  your  tongue  to  win  me. 

8k,  Hen.  via.  t.  d. 
FEAB—J00  Alarm,  Danger. 
If  erils  come  not,  then  our  feon  ai«  vain ; 
And  if  they  do,  fear  but  augments  the  pain.         Sir  T.  More. 

In  time  we  hate  that  which  we  often  fear.  8h.  AmL  CUop.  i.  3. 

What  read  you  there 
That  hath  so  cowarded  and  chased  your  blood 
Chit  of  appearance  P  8h.  Hen.  v.  n.  2. 

Whose  horrid  image  doth  unfix  my  hair. 

And  make  my  seated  heart  knock  at  my  ribs, 

Against  the  use  of  nature.  8h.  Math.  i.  8. 

Why,  what  should  be  the  fear  P 
I  do  not  set  my  life  at  a  pin's  fee ; 
And,  for  mj  soul,  what  can  it  do  to  that. 
Being  a  thmg  immortal  P  8h.  Ham.  i.  4. 

When  our  actions  do  not. 
Our  fears  do,  make  us  traitors.  8k.  Maeb.  XY.  2. 

Those  linen  cheeks  of  thine 
Are  oounseUors  to  fear.  8k.  Mach*  v.  3. 

There  is  not  such  a  word 
Spoke  of  in  Scotland,  as  this  term  fearr     8k.  JT.  /P.  I.  iv.  1. 
Of  all  base  passions  fear  is  most  accursed.  8k.  H.  vi.  1.  v.  2. 
Andy  though  he  posted  e'er  so  fast. 
His  fear  was  greater  than  his  haste  ; 
Por  fear,  though  fleeter  than  the  wind, 
Belieres  'tis  always  left  behind.  Butler,  Hud. 
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There  needs  no  other  charm,  nor  oonjorer. 

To  raise  infernal  spirits  up,  but  fear. 

That  makes  men  pull  their  horns  in  like  a  snail. 

That's  both  a  prisoner  to  itself,  and  jail ; 

Draws  more  fantastic  shapes  than  in  tiie  grains 

Of  knotted  wood,  in  some  men's  crazj  brains, 

When  all  the  cocks  thej  think  they  see,  and  bolls, 

Are  only  in  the  insides  of  their  skmls.  Sutler. 

Men  as  resolute  appear 
With  too  much,  as  too  little  fear ; 
And,  when  they're  out  of  hopes  of  flying, 
Will  run  away  from  death  by  dying.  Buller,  Hud. 

When  the  sun  sets,  shadows  that  shower'd  at  noon 
But  small,  appear  most  long  and  terrible : 
So  when  we  tnink  fate  hovers  o'er  our  heads. 
Our  apprehensions  shoot  beyond  all  bounds.       Lee,  OSJiput. 
I  feel  my  sinews  slacken'd  with  the  fright, 
And  a  cold  sweat  thrills  down  all  o'er  my  limbs. 
As  if  I  were  dissolving  into  water.  D/yden,  Tempest, 

The  clouds  dispell'd,  the  skr  resum'd  her  light, 
And  Nature  stood  recover'd  of  her  fright. 
But  fear,  the  last  of  ills,  remain 'd  behmd. 
And  horror  heavy  sat  on  every  mind.  Dryden,  Theo.  and  Hon, 
The  wretch  that  fears  to  drown,  wiQ  break  thro'  flames. 
Or,  in  his  dread  of  flames,  will  plunge  in  waves ; 
When  eagles  are  in  view  the  screaming  doves 
Will  cower  beneath  the  feet  of  man  for  safety.  Cihber,€ktear. 
Desponding  fear,  of  feeble  fancies  full. 
Weak  and  unmanly,  loosens  ev'ry  power.     Thomeon,  Spring, 
Must  I  consume  my  life — this  little  life. 
In  guarding  against  all  tdaj  make  it  less  P 
It  is  not  worth  so  much  \ — ^it  were  to  die 
Before  my  hour,  to  live  in  dread  of  death.  Byron,  Sardanap, 
'Tis  well,  my  soul  shakes  off  its  load  of  care ; 
'Tis  only  the  obscure  is  terrible, 
Ima^^ation  firames  events  unknown, 
In  wild  fantastic  shapes  of  hideous  rain, 
And  what  it  fears  creates.  Hannah  More,  Behhaztar,  2. 

What  are  fears  but  voices  airy  P 

Whisperin||^  harm  where  harm  is  not ; 

And  aeluding  the  unwary 

Till  the  fatal  bolt  is  shot.  Wordnoortk. 
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RABTIVGh— FXA8T8 — tee  Dinner. 

The  latter  end  of  a  iriiY,  and  the  beginning  of  a  feast, 

Fits  a  dull  fighter,  and  a  keen  guest.        Sh.  Reti,  ir.  i.  iv.  2. 

There's  no  want  of  meat,  sir ; 
Portly  and  corioiu  viands  are  prepar'd, 
To  please  all  kinds  of  appetites.  Mcutinger. 

The  banquet  waits  our  presence,  festal  joj 

Laoghs  in  the  mantling  goblet,  and  the  night, 

Ulanun'd  by  the  taper  s  dagszling  beam, 

Sirals  deputed  day.  Browne,  Barharossa, 

Their  Tarions  cares  in  one  great  jpoint  combine 

The  business  of  their  lives,  that  is — to  dine.  Toung,  L.  ofF. 

Blest  be  those  feasts  with  simple  plenty  crown'd, 

Where  aU  the  raddy  family  aroond 

Ltto^h  at  the  jests  or  prants  that  never  £eu1. 

Or  sigh  with  pity  at  some  moTunM  tale.  Ooldsmith,  Trav,  17. 

FXELDia. 

Bat  spite  of  all  the  criticising  elves, 

Those  who  would  make  us  feel,  must  feel  themselves. 

Churchilly  Boteiad,  961. 
Their  cause  I  plead*— plead  it  in  heart  and  mind, 
A  fellow  feelinx  makes  one  wondrous  kind. 

Oarriek,  ProUgns  ah  Quitiing  the  Stage,  June,  1770. 

The  deepest  ice  which  ever  frose 

Can  only  o'er  the  sur&ce  close ; 

The  living  stream  lies  quick  below, 

And  flows,  and  cannot  cease  to  flow.       Byron,  ParUina,  20. 

The  soul  of  music  slumbers  in  the  sheU, 

Till  wak'd  and  kindled  by  the  master's  spell. 

And  feelinff  hearts — ^toucn  them  but  lightly — ^pour 

A  thousand  melodies  unheard  before.      Sogers,  Human  Life. 

FEXr~jM  Bandng 

Her  pretty  feet  like  snails  did  creep 

A  little  out,  and  then, 

As  if  they  played  at  bo-peep. 

Did  soon  draw  in  again.  HerricJci  Hetp*  Ode  207. 

A  foot  more  light,  a  step  more  true, 
Ke'er  from  the  heath-flow'r  dash'd  the  dew ; 
Ev'en  the  slight  harebeU  raised  its  head, 
Elastic  from  her  airy  tread.  Sir  W.  Scott,  L,  of  the  Lake,  1. 18. 

o  2 
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FEMALB  TEACHERS— M0  EdoeatUm. 

'Tig  pleasing:  to  be  school'd  in  a  strange  tongue 

By  female  lips  and  eyes — that  is,  I  mean, 

When  both  the  teacher  and  the  taught  are  young. 

As  was  the  case,  at  least,  where  I  have  been ; 

They  smile  so  when  one's  right ;  and  when  one's  wrong 

They  smile  the  more.  Byron,  Don  Juan,  ii.  161. 

FEVER. 

The  heaving  sighs  through  straighter  passes  blow, 

And  scorch  the  painful  palate  as  they  ^o  ; 

The  parch'd  rough  tonpie  night's  humid  vapour  draws, 

And  restless  rolls  withm  the  clammy  jaws.  Sowe. 

TXCKLEEESS—^M  Deceit,  Flirtation. 

What  now  we  like,  anon  we  disapprove ; 

The  new  successor  drives  away  old  love.   Merrick,  Aph,  205. 

A  man  so  various,  that  he  seem'd  to  be 

l^ot  one,  but  all  mankind's  epitome  : 

Stiff  in  opinions,  always  in  the  wrong ; 

Was  every  thing  by  starts,  and  nothing  long ; 

But,  in  the  course  of  one  revolving  moon. 

Was  chemist,  fiddler,  statesman,  and  buffoon : 

Then  all  for  women,  painting,  rhyming,  drinking. 

Besides  ten  thousana  freaks  that  died  in  thinking. 

Dry  den,  Absalom  and  AchUhopkel,  545. 

Papillia,  wedded  to  her  amorous  spark, 

Sighs  for  the  shades — "  How  charming  is  a  park  P" 

A  park  is  purchased,  but  the  fair  he  sees 

All  bath'd  in  tears---0  odious,  odious  trees  !  Fope,  3f.^.ii.37. 

How  long  must  women  wish  in  vain 

A  constant  love  to  find  P 

No  art  can  fickle  man  retain. 

Or  fix  a  roving  mind.  SkadtoelL 

She  will  and  she  will  not — she  grants,  denies. 

Consents,  retracts,  advances,  and  then  flies.  Lamdowne, 

FionoE. 

When  fiction  rises  pleasing  to  the  eye. 
Men  will  believe,  because  they  love  the  lie ; 
E'en  truth  herself,  if  clouded  with  a  frown. 
Must  have  some  solemn  proof  to  pass  her  down.CA«rcAt7/,  Ep, 
FIDELITY— #«  Constanoy,  Faith.  l^  Hogarth,  291. 

His  words  are  bonds,  his  oaths  are  oracles  : 
His  love  sincere,  his  thoughts  immaculate  ; 
His  tears  pure  messengers  sent  from  his  heart ; 
His  heart  as  far  from  fraud,  as  heaven  from  earth.  Two  Q,  ii.7. 
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HDELITT— owifMWffrf. 

Master,  go  on,  and  I  will  follow  thee 

To  the  last  gasp,  with  tnith  and  loyalty.     8k.  At  T,  L.  ii.  3. 
They,  for  their  troth,  might  better  wear  their  heads. 
Than  somey  that  have  accos'd  them,  wear  their  hats. 

Sh.  Bic.  m.  III.  2. 
Unkindness  may  do  much ; 
And  his  unkindness  may  defeat  my  life. 
Bat  never  taint  my  love.  8h,  0th,  it.  2. 

Well  hast  thou  fought 
The  better  fight,  who  sinsly  hast  maintain'd 
Affainst  revolted  mnltitaaes  the  cause 
Of  troth,  in  word  mightier  than  they  in  arms ; 
And»  for  the  testimony  of  trutih,  hast  borne 
IJniyersal  reproach,  far  worse  to  bear 
Than  yiolence.  MiUon,  P.  L,  yi.  29. 

Faithful  found 
Among  the  faithless,  faithful  only  he ; 
Amon^  innumerable  false,  unmoy'd, 
TJndu&en,  unseduo'd,  unterrify'd 
His  loyalty  he  kept,  his  love,  ms  zeal ; 
Nor  number,  nor  example,  with  him  wrought 
To  swerve  from  troth,or  change  his  constant  mmd.  Id.y.  896. 

Flesh  of  my  flesh. 
Bone  of  my  bone,  thou  art,  and  from  thy  state 
Mine  nerer  shall  be  parted,  bliss  or  woe.  Jfi/^on,P.X.ix.914. 
Through  penis  both  of  wind  and  limb, 
Througb  thick  and  thin  she  foUow'd  him.  ButlsrJBud.  l.u.369. 

Trust  repos'd  in  noble  natures. 
Obliges  them  the  more.  Dtydm,  AuignaUon, 

Oh !  the  tender  ties. 
Close  twisted  with  the  fibres  of  tibe  heart ! 
Which  broken,  break  them,  and  drain  off  the  soul 
Of  human  joy,  and  make  it  pain  to  live.  Toung. 

Is  there,  kind  heayen !  no  constan(nr  in  man  P 
No  steadfast  troth,  no  generous  fix  d  affection, 
That  can  bear  up  again^  a  selfish  world  P 
No,  there  is  none.  Thomson,  Tanered  and  8ig, 

Where  is  honour. 
Innate  and  precept-strengthen'd,  'tis  the  rock 
Of  faith  connubial :  where  it  is  not— where 
Light  thoughts  are  lurking,  or  the  yanities 
Of  worldly  pleasure  rankle  in  the  heart. 
Or  sensual  throbs  convulse  it         Bjfron,  Doge  qf  Ten.  ii.  1. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


\ 


198  PIDJfiLITX — IILIAL  DUTY. 

TWJSUn —continued. 

Truer,  nobler,  tmstier  heart, 

More  loving,  or  more  loyal,  never  beat 

Within  a  human  breast.  SyroB. 

Years  have  not  seen,  time  shall  not  see, 

The  hour  that  tears  my  soul  from  thee.  Byron,  B.  qfAb.  1. 11. 

Believe  me,  if  all  those  endearing  young  charms, 

Which  I  ffaze  on  so  fondly  to-day. 

Were  to  duinge  by  to-morrow,  and  fleet  in  my  arms. 

Like  fairy-eifts,  fading  away  1 

Thou  would'st  still  be  ador  d,  as  this  moment  thou  art, 

Let  thy  loveliness  fade  as  it  will. 

And,  around  the  dear  ruin,  each  wish  of  my  heart 

Would  entwine  itself  verdantly  still  I     Moore,  the  Sunflower. 
She  is  as  constant  as  the  stars 

That  never  vary,  and  more  chaste  than  they. 
FI£LD-PBE^CHEB8.  froctor,  Mirandola,  n.  1 

Be  sure  to  keep  up  congregations. 

In  spite  of  laws  and  proclamations, 

For  charlatans  can  do  no  good, 

Until  they're  mounted  in  a  crowd.      Butler,  Hud.  3,  u.  960. 
TieiKnSO—tee  Battle,  DueUing. 

I'll  fight,  till  from  my  bones  my  flesh  behack'd.  Sh.  Mach.Y.d. 

Shell  after  show  him,  in  the  niok 

Of  all  his  glories,  a  dog-trick.  Butler,  Hud. 

With  many  a  stiff  thwack,  many  a  bang, 

Hard  crabtree  and  old  iron  rang ; 

While  none  who  saw  them  coula  divine 

To  which  side  conquest  would  incline.  Butler,  Hud.  1,  ii.831. 

Those  who  in  quarrels  interpo§e. 

Must  often  wipe  a  bloody  nose,  Gify,  Fable  34. 

He  who  fights  and  runs  away. 

May  live  to  fight  another  day  ; 

But  he  who  is  in  battle  slain 

Can  never  rise  to  fight  again.*         €hld»miik.  Art  qf  Poetry. 

The  combat  deepens.    On,  ye  brave. 

Who  rush  to  glory,  or  the  grave !    OamphelU  HohenUnden,  6. 
FILIAL  DUT7. 

To  you  your  father  should  be  as  a  god ; 

One  that  composed  your  beauties  ;  yea,  and  one 

To  whom  you  are  but  as  a  form  in  wax, 

By  him  imprinted,  and  within  his  power 

To  leave  the  figure,  or  disfigure  it.  Sh,  Mid.  N.  1. 1. 

*  For  Butler*8  Xinee,  similar  to  those,  see  '  BatUe.' 
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FIHIB. 
My  pen  is  at  the  bottom  of  a  page, 
Wtuch  bein^  fimsh'd,  here  the  stoiy  ends ; 
'Tifl  to  be  wuh'd  it  had  been  sooner  done, 
But  stories  somehow  lengthen  when  began.  Byron. 


Fire,  that's  closest  kept,  bums  most  of  aU.     8h.  Tioo  &.  i.  2. 
A  spark  neglected  makes  a  mighty  fire. 

Eerrick,  Meiperides,  Apiorism  152. 
FDUIAIESHT. 
The  spacious  firmament  on  high. 
With  all  the  blue  ethereal  9kj, 
And  spangled  hearens,  a  shiiung  {nme» 
Their  great  Original  proclaim. 
Th'nnweajied  sun,  from  da;^  to  day, 
Does  his  Creator's  power  (usplay, 
And  publishes  to  eyeir  land. 

The  work  of  an  Almighty  hand.  Adduon,  Ode, 

What  involution  1  what  extent  1  what  swarms 
Of  worlds,  that  lauffh  at  earth !  immensely  groat  t 
Immensely  distant  m>m  each  other's  spheres ; 
What  then,  the  wond'rous  space  thro*  which  they  roU  P 
At  once  it  quite  ingulphs  alihuman  thought ; 
"TiB  comprehension's  absolute  defeat.  Young. 

Oh,  thou  beautiful 
And  unimagmable  ether !  and 
Ye  multiplying  masses  of  increased 
And  still-increasing  lights !  what  are  ye  P  what 
Is  this  blue  wilderness  of  interminable 
Air,  where  ye  roll  along,  as  I  have  seen 
The  leaves  along  the  limpid  streams  of  Eden  P 
Is  your  course  measured  for  ye  P    Or  do  ye 
Sweep  on  in  your  unbounded  revelry 
Through  an  aerial  universe  of  endless 
Expansion,  at  which  mj  soul  aches  to  think. 
Intoxicated  with  eternity  P  Bjfron,  Cain,  ii.  1. 


Come  one,  come  aU-  this  rook  shall  fly 
From  its  firm  base  as  soon  as  I.  Scott,  Ladff  qfthe  Lake,  v.  10. 
FI8H. 
Our  plenteous  streams  a  various  race  supply, 
The  bright-eyed  perch,  with  fins  of  T^nan  dye  ; 
The  silver  eel,  in  shining  volumes  roll  d ; 
Theyellow  carp,  in  scales  bedropt  with  gold ; 
Swift  trouts,  diversified  with  crunsom  stains,  ^  t^     , 

And  pikes,  the  tyrants  of  the  watery  plams.  Fope,  W.  Fare$t, 
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7LkQ. 
Who  forthwith  from  the  flittering  ttaff  unfurVd 
Til  imperial  ensign,  which  Aill  high  advanc'd 
8hone  like  a  meteor  streaming  to  the  wind.  Milton,  P.  Z.  1.535. 
Tlie  meteor  flag  of  England 
Shall  yet  terrific  bom, 
Tin  danger's  troubled  night  depart. 

And  the  star  of  peace  retom.  Campbell,  Mariners  of  England, 
FL&TTEBSB— nAnEBY — jm  Courtship. 
Br  Heav'n  I  cannot  flatter :  I  do  defy 
The  tongues  of  soothers ;  but  a  braver  place 
In  my  heart's  love,  hath  no  man  than  yourself; 
Nay,  task  me  to  my  word ;  approve  me,  lord.  Sk,  H,  /f.1,it.1. 

Do  not  think  I  flatter, 
For  what  advancement  may  I  hope  from  thee, 
Hiat  no  revenue  hast,  but  thy  good  spirits, 
To  feed  and  clothe  thee  P  Shoula  the  poor  be  flatter'd  ? 

8h,  Sam.  iii.  2. 
Lay  not  that  flattering  unction  to  your  soul.  SL  Ham.  iii.  4. 

Oh,  that  men's  ears  should  be 
To  counsel  deaf,  but  not  to  flattery  !        8h,  Tim.  qfAtk,  i.  2. 
He  would  not  flatter  Neptune  for  his  trident ; 
Or  Jove  for  his  power  to  thunder.  Sh.  Coriol.  iii.  1. 

No  vizor  does  become  black  villany 
So  well  as  soft  and  tender  flattery.  Sh,  Peric.  iv.  4. 

When  I  tell  him  he  hates  flatterers, 
He  says  he  does,  being  then  most  flatter'd.    Sk.  Jul.  C  u.  1. 

Self-love  never  yet  could  look  on  truth. 
But  with  blear'd  beams  ;  slick  flattery  and  she 
Are  twin-bom  sisters,  and  so  mix  their  eyes, 
That  if  you  sever  one,  the  other  dies.  Ben  Jonton. 

Of  all  wild  beasts  preserve  me  from  a  tyrant ; 

Of  all  tame — a  flatterer.  Ben  Jbnson,  Sejanus, 

'Tis  the  fate  of  princes,  that  no  knowledge 

Comes  pure  to  them ;  but,  passing  through  the  eyes 

And  ears  of  other  men,  it  takes  a  tincture 

From  every  channel,  and  still  bears  a  relish 

Of  flattery,  or  private  ends.  Denham,  Sophy, 

No  flattery,  boy !  an  honest  man  can't  live  by't; 

It  is  a  little  sneaking  art,  which  knaves 

Vi^ei  to  cajole  and  soften  fools  withal. 

If  thou  hast  flattery  in  thy  nature,  out  witli't. 

Or  send  it  to  a  court,  for  there  'twill  thrive  !  Oltcay, 
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F^AITBBEE— nAnnSBY— «on  tinued. 

His  fiery  temper  brooks  not  opposition, 
And  must  be  met  with  soft  and  supple  aits, 
TVith  crouching  courtesy,  and  honey*d  words. 
Such  as  assuage  the  fierce,  and  bend  the  strong. 

Raw0,  Lady  Jane  Oiyy,  i.  1. 
Minds 
]By  nature  great,  are  conscious  of  their  greatness, 
Ajkd  hold  it  mean  to  borrow  aught  firom  fli^ry.i5  J2oy.  Con.  1. 1. 

Oflatt'ry! 
'How  soon  thy  smooth  insinuatmg  oil 

Supples  the  toughest  fooL  Feuton,  Mariamne, 

3ut  flattery  never  seems  absurd ; 
The  flatter  d  always  takes  your  word. 
Impossibilities  seem  just, 
They  take  the  strongest  praise  on  trust ; 
Hyperboles,  the'  ne'er  so  great, 

Will  still  come  short  of  self-conceit.  0(^,  Fable  18. 

The  firmest  irarpose  of  a  woman's  heart 
To  well-tim'd  artful  flatt'ry  may  yield.  Zillo,  Elwerick, 

AU-potent  flattery,  unirersal  lord  ! 
Senled,  yet  courted  ;  censured,  yet  adored ! 
How  thy  strong  spell  each  human  bosom  draws, 
The  yery  echo  to  our  self-applause  !  Fope, 

Tis  an  old  maxim  in  the  schools, 
That  flattery's  the  food  of  fools, 
fet,  now  and  then,  your  men  of  wit 

Will  condescend  to  tdce  a  bit.     5io|/f,  Cktdentu  and  Vanessa. 
Of  foDy,  vice,  disease,  men  proud  we  see ; 
And,  stranf^er  still,  of  blockheads'  flattery ; 
Whose  praise  defames  ;  as  if  a  fool  should  mean. 
By  spittmg  on  your  face,  to  make  it  clean.   Youvg^  L.  qfF.  1. 
Of  nndse  a  mere  glutton,  he  swallow'd  what  came, 
And  the  pufl*  of  a  dunce  he  mistook  it  for  fame ; 
Till  his  relish  grown  callous,  almost  to  disease. 
Who  pepper'd  the  highest  was  surest  to  please. 

Qotdemith,  Betalialion. 
lie  who  can  listen  pleased  to  such  applause, 
Buys  at  a  dearer  rate  than  I  dare  purchase.  Mallet. 

Who  flatters  is  of  all  mankind  the  lowest. 
Save  he  who  courts  the  flattery.    Hannah  More,  Daniel,  iii. 
I  would  give  worlds,  could  I  believe 
One  half  that  is  profess 'd  me  ; 
A  flection !  could  I  think  it  thee, 
When  flattery  has  caress'd  me.  Z.  F-  London. 
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njeHT~«M  Battto,  Fighting. 

And  when  the  fight  becomes  a  chase. 

Those  win  the  day  that  win  the  race ; 

And  that  which  would  not  pass  in  fights, 

Has  done  the  feats  with  easy  flights.  Buthr,  Sud.  ui.  iii.  291 . 
niBIATIOK— M»  FieUeness. 

The  trifling  of  his  faronrs. 

Hold  it  a  fashion,  and  a  toy  in  blood  ; 

A  violet  in  the  youth  of  pnmy  nature, 

Forward,  not  permanent,  sweet,  not  lasting. 

The  perftime  and  supplianoe  of  a  minute ; 

No  more.  SL  Ham.  iii.  3. 

How  happy  could  I  be  with  either. 

Were  t'other  dear  charmer  away ! 

But,  while  ye  thus  tease  me  together. 

To  neither  a  word  will  I  say.        Gay,  Beggat'*  Opera^  ii.  2. 

Never  wedding,  ever  wooing. 

Still  a  love-lorn  heart  pursumg. 

Bead  you  not  the  wrons  you're  doing. 

In  my  cheek's  pale  hueP 

All  my  life  with  sorrow  strewing. 

Wed,  or  cease  to  woo.  Campbell,  MaitPs  Bemonstrance. 

FLooonro. 

0  ye  that  teach  the  ingenuous  youth  of  nations — 
Holland,  France,  England,  Germany,  or  Spain — 

1  pray  ve  flo^  them  upon  all  occasions, 

It  menus  their  morals— never  mind  the  pain.  Byron,D,J.  ii.l. 
FLOODS. 

Towns,  forests,  herds,  and  men,  promiscuous  drowned. 

With  one  great  death  deform  the  dreary  gpround.  Prior. 

FLOWXBfl. 

Yet  mark'd  I  where  the  bolt  of  Cupid  fell : 

It  fell  upon  a  Uttle  western  flower, — 

Before,  milk-white ;  now  purple  with  lovers  wound, — 

And  maidens  call  it  love-m-ioleness. 

Fetch  me  that  flower ;  the  herb  I  shew'd  thee  once ; 

The  juice  of  it  on  sleeping  eye-lids  laid. 

Will  make  or  man  or  woman  madly  dote 

Upon  the  next  live  creature  that  it  sees.       8h.  Mid.  N.ii.  1. 

I  know  a  bank  whereon  the  wild  thyme  blows. 

Where  ox-lips  and  the  noddiug  violet  grown ; 

Quite  over-canopied  with  luscious  wooabine, 

WiUi  sweet  muak-roses,  and  with  eglantine.  8h.  Mid.  N.  n.  2. 
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nU>WJ£K8 — eontimi&d. 

G^ems  of  the  changing  aatanm,  how  besatifal  je  are ! 
Shiniiig  fiom  your  glossy  stems  like  many  a  golden  star  ; 
Pe€»pizig  through  the  long  srass,  smiling  on  the  down, 
Lisntiiur  np  the  dusky  hank,  just  where  the  sun  goes  down ; 
Teilow  flowers  of  autumn,  how  heautiful  ye  are  I 
Shining  from  your  glossy  stems  like  many  a  golden  star. 

Campbell, 
Thanks  to  the  human  heart,  by  which  we  lire. 
Thanks  to  its  tenderness,  its  joys  and  fears. 
To  me  the  meanest  flower  that  blows  can  give 
Thoughts  that  do  often  lie  too  deen  for  tears. 

Wordsworth,  Imii,  qf  ImmortcUity,  II. 
Oh  I  what  tender  thoughts  beneath 
Those  silent  flowers  are  lyins. 
Hid  within  the  mystic  wreath 

My  lore  hath  kiss'd  in  tying.  Moore, 

In  Eastern  lands  they  talk  in  flowers. 
And  they  tell  in  a  garland  their  loves  and  cares  ; 
Each  blossom  that  hlooms  in  their  garden  bowers, 
On  its  leaves  a  mystic  language  beurs.  J.  G*  Percival. 

In  eyerr  flower  that  blooms  around. 
Some  pleasing  emblem  we  may  trace  ; 
Young  lore  is  in  the  myrtle  found. 
And  memory  in  the  pansy's  grace. 
Peace  in  the  oliye-branch  we  see, 
Hope  in  the  half-shut  iris  glows. 
In  the  bright  laurel  victory  I 

And  lovely  woman  in  the  rose.  From  Ckazet,  MS. 

VOS-M  Xnemy,  Tiiends. 
Alike  reserv'd  to  blame,  or  to  commend, 
A  timorous  foe  and  a  suspicious  friend.  Pope,  to  Arbuih.  206. 
Curst  bo  the  verse,  how  well  soe'er  it  flow, 
That  tends  to  make  one  worthy  man  my  foe.  Ib,ProLScU,2SS, 
He  makes  no  Mend  who  never  made  a  foe.  Tennyson,  Elaine, 
VOIXY—700L8. 
This  fellow's  wise  enough  to  play  the  fool, 
And  to  do  that  well  craves  a  kind  of  wit       Sh,  T.  Ni.  in.  1. 
Either  thou  art  most  ignorant  by  age. 
Or  thou  wert  bom  a  fool.  Sh.  Wint,  T.  ii.  1, 

In  his  brain— 
Which  is  as  dry  as  the  remainder-biscuit 
After  a  voyage— he  hath  strange  places  cramm'd 
"With  observation,  the  which  he  vents 
In  mangled  forms.  Sh.  As  Y.  L,  ii.  7. 
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TOLLY,  TOOTJB^continmd, 
That  such  a  crafty  devil  as  his  mother 
Should  yield  the  world  this  ass  !  a  woman,  that 
Bears  all  down  with  her  brain ;  and  this  her  son 
Cannot  take  two  from  twenty  for  his  heart, 
And  leaye  eighteen.  8k,  Cymb.  n.  1. 

She  was  a  wiffht, — if  ever  such  wisht  were,— 

To  suckle  fools  and  chronicle  small  beer.  8k.  Oik.  ii.  1. 

Every  inch  that  is  not  fool  h  rogue.  Dryden,  Ab,  u.  413. 

The  fool  of  nature  stood  with  stupid  eyes 

And  gaping  mouth,  that  testified  surprise.  lb.  Cy.  Sf  Ipk.  107. 

Folly,  as  it  grows  in  years, 

The  more  extravagant  appears.  Butler. 

Whether  the  charmer  sinner  it,  or  saint  it. 

If  folly  grow  romantic,  I  must  paint  it.      Pope,  3f.  JE.u.  15. 

No  creature  smarts  so  little  as  a  fool.   Pope.  JSp.  to  Arbu.  84. 

Nothing  exceeds  in  ridicule,  no  doubt, 

A  fool  m  fashion,  save  a  fool  that's  out ; 

His  passion  for  absurdity  's  so  strong. 

He  cannot  bear  a  rival  in  the  wrong.  Young,  X.  qfJF.  iv.  106. 

Men  may  live  fools,  but  fools  they  cannot  ^e.Ib,N.T,  iy.848. 

'Tis  hard  if  all  is  false  that  I  advance, 

A  fool  must  now  and  then  be  right  by  chasice.Cowper,Cont.95. 

A  shallow  brain  behind  a  serious  mask, 

An  oracle  within  an  empiy  cask  ; 

He  says  but  little,  and  that  little  said 

Owes  all  its  weight,  like  loaded  dice,  to  lead. 

His  wit  invites  you  by  his  looks  to  come. 

But  when  you  knock  it  never  is  at  home.      Cowper,  Conven. 
FOOLHABDDTESS. 

When  valour  p^reys  on  reason, 

It  eats  the  sword  it  fights  with.  Sh.  Ant.  Cleop.  lii.  2. 

TOV^tee  Cozeomb,  Dandy. 

I^ature  made  every  fop  to  plague  his  brother, 

Just  as  one  beauty  mortifies  another.  Pope. 

Eternal  smiles  his  emptiness  betray. 

As  shallow  streams  run  dimpling  all  the  way.  lb.  toArhu.  314. 

No  place  so  sacred  from  such  fops  is  barr'd, 

Nor  is  Paul's  church  more  safe  than  Paul's  church-yard : 

Nay,  fly  to  altars  ;  there  they'll  talk  you  dead ; 

For  fools  rush  in  where  angels  fear  to  tread.   Pope,  JS.  C.  623. 
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ypTOtKAHATfCK 

Be  to  her  yiitaes  yerr  kind ; 

Be  to  her  faults  a  little  blind. 

Let  an  her  ways  be  nnoonfin'd» 
•  And  dap  yonr  padlock  on  her  mind.  Prior,  EngUah  Padloch, 

The  kindest  and  the  happiest  pttir 

Will  find  occasion  to  forbear ; 

And  something,  ererj  dnj  th^  lire, 

To  pitj,  and  perhaps  forgire.     Cotoper,  Mutual  Forbearance. 
fOBCB. 

E'en  Hercnles  himself  must  jield  to  odds ; 

And  many  strokes,  thonsh  with  a  little  axe. 

Hew  down,  and  fell  the  hardest  timber'd  oak.  ShM,  r7.3,n.l. 

Who  orereomes 
^  force,  hath  orercome  bat  half  his  foe.  Jifi/^off,P.X.  i.  648. 
MBSnGHT— JM  FutDiitj. 
rris  the  sonset  of  Hfe  gires  me  mrstical  lore. 
And  ooming  erents  east  their  shaaows  before. 

Campbell,  LochieVi  Warning. 

Like  a  dull  actor  now, 
I  have  forgot  m^  part,  and  I  am  out, 

Eren  to  a  iuU  disgrace.  8h.  Cor,  T.  3. 

?0BOIVEHS88— CM  Xerey. 
'Tis  the  chimreeon's  praise,  and  height  of  art, 
Kot  to  cut  off  out  cure  the  yicious  part,    fferriek,  Jph.  149. 

Let  us  no  more  contend,  nor  blame 
Each  other,  blam'd  enough  elsewhere,  but  strive 
In  offices  of  lore,  how  we  may  lighten 
Each  other's  burden,  in  our  share  of  woe.  MiU<m,P.L,  x.  958. 
Great  souls  forgive  not  injuries  tOl  time 
Has  put  their  enemies  into  their  power, 
That  they  may  show  forgiyeness  is  their  own»Dryden,D,  Quite, 
Forgiveness  to  the  injured  does  belong  ; 
But  they  ne'er  pardon  who  have  done  the  wrong. 

Dryden,  Oonq,  of  Chen,  ii.  X.  2. 
Thy  narrow  soul 
Knows  not  the  god-like  glory  of  forgiving : 
Nor  can  thy  cold,  thy  ruthless  heart  conceive 
How  lar^^e  the  pow'r,  how  fix*d  the  empire  is. 
Which  benefits  confer  on  generous  minds.  Bowe,  Lady  J.  Qrey, 
Young  men  soon  give,  and  soon  forget  afironts  : 
Old  age  is  slow  in  botii.  Addxeon^  Cato. 
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F0BOIVSnB88>— «Mi<iMMMi.  ; 

Grood  nature  and  f^ood  sense  most  ever  join ; 

To  err  is  human,  to  forgiye  dirine.  Fojte^  E,  C.  n.  526. 

'Tis  easier  for  the  generous  to  forgire. 

Than  for  offence  to  ask  it.  Tkonuttn^  Edm*  if  Elois. 

They  who  forgire  most  shall  be  most  forgiven.  Bailey,  Fetttu. 

If  I  do  wrong,  forgiTe  me  or  I  die ; 

And  thou  wilt  then  be  wreteheder  than  I  ;— 

The  unforgiring  than  the  unforgiven.  Bailey^  Fettut, 

FOBMALITT— «M  Qnakm. 

There  are  a  sort  of  men,  whose  Tisages 

Do  cream  and  mantle,  like  a  standing  pond ; 

And  do  a  wilfiil  stillness  entertain. 

With  purpose  to  be  drest  in  an  opinion 

Of  wisdom,  ffraritj,  profound  conceit ; 

As  who  should  saj,  1  am  Sir  Oracle, 

And,  when  I  ope  my  lips,  let  no  dog  bark !  8k.  M,ofV.\,l. 

Oh,  I  see  thee  old  and  formal,  fitted  to  thy  petty  part. 

With  a  little  hoard  of  maTims  preaching  down  a  daughter's 
heart  I  Tennysan^  Locksley  Hall. 

FOBflAKB. 

Do  not  forsake  yourself,  for  they  that  do, 

Offend  and  teach  the  world  to  leave  them  too.  Pope. 

FOBxixUiiE— «M  Courage,  Daring.  | 

'Tis  true  fortitude  to  stand  firm  against 

All  shocks  of  fate,  when  cowards  faint  and  die 

In  fear  to  suffer  more  calamity.  Massinger, 

Who  fights 

With  passions  and  o'ercomes,  that  man  is  arm'd 

With  the  best  yirtue,— passive  fortitude.      lb.  Very  Woman. 

Fortitude  is  not  the  appetite 

Of  formidable  things,  nor  inconsult 

Eashness ;  but  virtue  fighting  for  a  truth ; 

Deriv'd  firom  knowledge  of  distinguishing 

Good  or  bad  causes.  Nabbes,  Covent  Garden. 

Brave  spirits  are  a  balsam  to  themselves  : 

There  is  a  nobleness  of  mind,  that  heals 

Wounds  beyond  salves.  Cartwright,  Lady  Ei'ranf. 

With  such  unshaken  temper  of  the  soul, 

To  bear  the  swelling  tide  of  prosp'rous  fortune, 

Is  to  deserve  that  fortune :  in  adversity 

The  mind  grows  rough  by  buffeting  tempests ; 

But,  in  success  dissoh^ing,  sinks  to  case. 

And  loses  all  her  firmness.  Howe. 
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MRXITITDB— «M<imMdl 
True  fortitade  is  seen  in  great  exploits 
Thftt  justice  warrants,  ana  that  wisdom  guides  ; 
All  ebe  is  tow'nng  frenzy  and  distraction.         Addison^  Cato. 
The  hitman  race  are  sons  of  sorrow  bom ; 
And  each  must  have  his  portion.    Ynlgar  minds 
Befuse,  or  croneh  beneath  their  load ;  the  brare 
Bear  theirs  without  repining.  MalUt, 

8ink  not  beneath  imaginary  sorrows. 
Call  to  your  aid  your  courage  and  your  wisdom ; 
Think  on  the  sudden  change-  of  human  scenes ; 
Think  on  the  rarious  accioents  of  war ; 
Think  on  the  mighty  power  of  awful  virtue ; 
Think  on  the  Proyiaence  that  guards  the  good.  Dr.  Jokm&n. 

Existence  may  be  borne,  and  the  deep  root 

Of  life  and  sufferance  make  its  firm  abode 

In  bare  and  desolated  bosoms  :  mute 

The  camel  labours  with  the  heaviest  load, 

And  the  wolf  dies  in  silence :  not  bestow'd 

In  yain  should  such  example  be ;  if  they, 

Things  of  ignoble  or  of  savage  mood, 

Endure  ana  shrink  not,  we  of  nobler  clay 

May  temper  it  to  beai^-it  is  but  for  a  day.  jyrofi,  CJEC,  ly.  21. 

A  minute  past,  and  she  had  been  all  tears. 

And  tenderness,  and  infancy ;  but  now 

She  stood  as  one  who  championed  human  fears : — 

Pale,  statue-like,  and  stem,  she  woo'd  the  blow. 

Bvron,  D.  J.  ly.  43. 

Tis  easiest  dealing  with  the  firmest  mind 
More  just  when  it  resists,  and,  when  it  yields,  more  kind. 

Crabhe, 
Gird  jrour  hearts  with  silent  fortitude, 
Sufiering  yet  hoping  all  things.  Mr».  Hemanx, 

There  is  strength 
Peep  bedded  in  our  hearts,  of  which  we  reck 
But  little  till  the  shafts  of  heaven  have  piero'd 
Its  fra^e  dwelling.    Must  not  earth  be  rent 
Before  ner  gems  are  found  ?  Mrs,  Semam, 

TOBTUSE — §0$  Dedsion,  IQiJbrtime,  PromptitadSi  Vnftrtanate. 

This  accident  and  flood  of  fortune 
8o  far  exceed  all  instance,  all  discourse. 
That  I  am  ready  to  distrust  mine  eyes. 
And  wrangle  with  my  reason,  that  persuades  me 
To  any  other  trust.  Sk.  T.  Ni.  nr.  3. 
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When  fortune  means  to  men  most  f^ood, 
SHe  looks  upon  them  with  a  threat'ning  eje.8JLK,Jokn,  in.  4« 

Will  fortune  neyer  come  with  both  hands  full* 

But  write  her  &ir  words  still  in  foulest  letters  P 

She  either  gives  a  stomach,  and  no  food»— 

Such  are  the  poor  in  health ;  or  else  a  feast, 

And  tskes  away  the  stomach, — such  the  rich, 

That  hare  abundance,  and  enjoy  it  not.   8k.  Hen,  ir.  2,  it.  4. 

Since  you  will  budde  fortune  on  my  back. 
To  bear  her  burden,  whether  I  will,  or  no, 
I  must  have  patience  to  endure  the  load     8k.  Bie,  in.  in.  7. 

Fortune  is  meny. 
And  in  this  mood  will  give  us  any  thing.      8k.  JuL  O.  in.  2. 

Bless'd  are  those 
Whose  blood  and  jud^ent  are  so  well  commingled. 
That  they  are  not  a  pipe  for  fortune's  finger. 
To  sound  what  stop  she  please.  8k.  Ham.  ni.  2. 

Fortune  stiU  must  be  with  ill  maintain'd, 
Which  at  the  first  with  any  ill  is  gain'd.  Lord  Brooke,  Alakam* 

The  old  Scythians 
Fainted  blind  fortune's  powerful  hands  with  wings. 
To  show  her  gifts  come  swift  and  suddenly. 
Which,  if  her  fayourite  be  not  swift  to  take 
He  loses  them  for  eyer.  Ckapman,  Bu9sy  jyAmhois, 

Fortune  the  great  commandress  of  the  world. 

Hath  diyers  ways  t'  enrich  her  followers : 

To  some  she  honour  giye  without  deserving ; 

To  other  some,  deserving  without  honour ; 

Some,  wit — some,  wealth— and  some,  wit  without  wealth ; 

Some,  wealth  without  wit — some,  nor  wit  nor  wealth. 

Chapman,  All  FooU, 
Who  would  trust  shpp'ry  chance  P— They  that  would  make 
Themselves  her  spoil,  and  foolishly  forget 
When  she  doth  flatter,  that  she  comes  to  prey. 
Fortune,  thou  hadst  no  deity,  if  men 
Had  wisdom ;  we  have  placed  thee  high, 
By  fond  belief  in  thy  felicity.  Ben  Joneon,  Sejanu*» 

Let  not  one  look  of  fortune  cast  you  down ; 

She  were  not  fortune,  if  she  did  not  frown  : 

Such  as  do  braveHiest  bear  her  scorns  awhile. 

Are  those  on  whom  at  last  she  most  will  smile.  Orrerj^^Hen.  r. 
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I  am  not  in  fortune's  power, 

He  that's  down  can  sink  no  lower.  Butler,  Hud.  in. 

His  only  solace  was,  that  now 

His  dog-bolt  fortune  was  so  low. 

That  either  it  must  quickly  end 

Or  turn  about  again,  and  mend.  Bailer,  Hud.  ii.  .i  39. 

Were  she  a  common  mistress,  kind  to  all, 

Her  work  would  cease,  and  half  the  world  grow  idle. 

Olway,  Orph. 
Fate's  dark  recesses  we  can  neyer  find. 
But  fortune  at  some  hours  to  all  is  kind ; 
The  lucky  have  whole  days  which  still  they  choose, 
Th'  unlucky  have  but  hours,  and  those  they  lose.        Dry  den. 

Pleasure  has  been  tlie  business  of  my  life, 

And  every  change  of  fortune  easy  to  me, 

Because  I  still  was  easy  to  myseu'.     Dryden,  Don  Sebastian. 

Let  fortune  empty  her  whole  quiver  on  me, 

I  have  a  soul  that,  like  an  ample  shield, 

Cao  take  in  all,  and  verge  enough  for  more.  Drydeii,Dtn  Sebas, 

Hcav'n  has  to  all  allotted,  soon  or  late, 

Some  lucky  revolution  of  their  fate ; 

Whose  motions,  if  we  watch  and  guide  with  skill 

(For  human  good  depends  on  human  will). 

Our  fortune  rolls  as  irom.  a  smooth  descent, 

And  from  the  first  impression  takes  its  bent ; 

But  if  unseized,  she  glides  awaf  like  wind. 

And  leases  repenting  folly  far  behind.  Dryden. 

Fortune  came  smiling  to  my  youth,  and  woo'd  it. 

And  purpled  greatness  met  my  ripened  je^T%.DrydentA,for  L. 

Good  unexpected,  evil  unforeseen, 

Appear  by  turns,  as  fortune  shifts  the  scene ; 

8ome,  rais'd  aloft,  come  tumbling  down  amain. 

And  fall  so  hard,  they  bound  and  rise  again.  Lord  Lanedowne. 

Fortune,  men  say,  doth  give  too  much  to  many, 

And  yet  she  never  gave  enough  to  any. 

Martial,  xii.  10  {Sir  John  Harrington). 
Fortune  in  men  has  some  small  difi*erence  made. 
One  flaunts  in  rags,  one  flutters  in  brocade. 

Pope,  E.M.'iY.  196. 
"WTio  thinks  that  fortune  cannot  change  her  mind. 
Prepares  a  dreadful  jest  for  all  mankind. 

Fope,  To  Bvmh  ti.  2. 123. 
P 
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FOBxu  A  A—eonHnued. 

On  high,  where  no  hoarse  winds  nor  clouds  resort/ 

The  hood-wink'd  goddess  keeps  her  partial  court, 

Upon  a  wheel  of  amethyst  she  sits, 

Gives  and  resumes,  and  smiles  and  frowns  bj  fits  : 

In  this  still  labyrinth  around  her  lie 

Spells,  philters,  globes,  and  schemes  of  palmistry  ; 

A  Bisfii.  in  this  hand  the  gipsy  bears. 

In  t  other  a  prophetic  sieve,  and  shears.     Garth,  Dispensary, 

Oft,  what  seems 
A  trifle,  a  mere  nothing,  by  itself. 
In  some  nice  situations,  turns  the  scale 
Of  fate,  and  rules  the  most  importa&t  actions. 

Thomson,  Taacred, 
Look  unto  those  they  call  unfortunate. 
And  closer  view'd,  you'll  find  they  are  unwise  : 
Some  flaw  in  their  own  conduct  lies  beneath. 
And  'tis  the  trick  of  fools  to  save  their  credit. 
Which  brought  another  language  into  use.     Younff,  Revenge, 
Alas  I  the  joys  that  fortune  brings 
Are  trifling,  and  decay, 
And  those  who  prize  the  paltry  things, 
More  trifling  stul  than  they.  Ooldsmith,  Hermit,  18. 

Be  ready  for  all  changes  in  thy  fortune  ; 
Be  constant  when  they  happen  ;  but  above  all, 
Mostly  distrust  good  fortune's  soothing  smile ; 
There  lurks  ihe  danger,  though  we  least  suspect  it  I  Sdvard, 

.   To  catch  dame  fortune's  golden  smile,  assiduous  wait  upon  her ; 
And  gather  pear  bj  every  wile  that's  justified  by  honour ; 
Not  &r  t6  hide  it  m  a  hc^dge,  nor  for  a  train  attendant. 
But  for  the  glorious  privilege  of  being  independent.     Bums. 

All  our  advantages  are  those  of  fortune ; 
Birth,  health,  wealth,  beauty,  are  her  accidents ; 
And  fortune  can  take  nought  save  what  she  gives. 

Byron,  Tieo  FoMcari. 
Fortune  is  female :  from  my  youth  her  favours 
Were  not  withheld,  the  fault  was  mine  to  hope 
Her  former  smiles  again  at  this  late  hour.    Bi/ron,  Doge  of  V* 

All  human  projects  are  so  faintly  fram'd, 

So  feebly  ptann'd,  so  liable  to  change, 

So  mix'd  with  error  in  their  very  form, 

That  mutable  and  mortal  are  the  same.  Han,  More,  Daniel,  v. 
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O I  je,  who  bask  in  fortune's  son. 
And  hope's  bright  garlands  wear, — 
Yoor  blessings  from  the  god  of  lore 

Let  his  poor  children  share  I    v  Jfrt.  SaU  (Am.), 

FOS.TUVX-IILLSB^-«M  CUpsTS. 

A  hungry,  lean«fac'd  yillain, 
A  mere  anatomj,  a  moontebank, 
A  threadbare  juggler,  and  a  fortune-teller ; 
A  needy,  hoUow-eyed,  shmp-looldng  wretch. 
A  living  dead  man.  8k.  Com.  £r.  y.  1. 

She  of  the  gipsy  train 
Had  wander'd  long,  and  the  sun's  scorching  rayi 
Embrown'd  her  visage  grim,  artful  to  view 
The  spreading  palm,  and  with  Tile  cant  deceive 
The  love-sick  maid,  who  barters  all  her  store 
For  airy  visions  and  fUlacious  hope.  Somervilie, 

Curse  on  your  shallow  arts,  your  lying  science  I 
Tis  thus  you  practise  on  the  credulous  world. 
Who  thizik  you  wise  because  themselves  are  weak  1 

Sannak  More,  BeUkaggar,  li. 
nAIXm—sm  fledvetion,  Woman. 

Why,  she  would  hang  on  him 
As  if  increase  of  appetite  had  ^wn 
By  what  it  fed  on :  And  yet,  within  a  month,— 
Let  me  not  think  on't  l---f^niilty,  thy  name  is  woman  I 

8k.  Sam.  I.  2. 
The  summer's  flower  is  to  the  summer  sweet, 
Thouj^h  to  itself  it  only  live  and  die ; 
But  if  that  flower  with  bue  infection  meet, 
The  basest  weed  outbraves  his  di^ty  : 
For  sweetest  things  turn  sourest  By  uieir  deeds ; 
Lilies  that  fester  smell  far  worse  than  weedi.  8k.  8anneixciT. 
When  lovely  woman  stoops  to  folly. 
And  finds  too  late  that  men  betray. 
What  charm  can  soothe  her  melancholy  P 
What  art  can  wash  her  guilt  away  P — 
The  only  art  her  guilt  to  cofar. 
To  hide  her  shame  from  every  eye. 
To  ffive  repentance  to  her  lover, 

And  wring  his  bosom— is  to  die.  Ooldsmiik,  V.  qf  WahefieU,^ 
Weep  no  more,  lad]r,  weep  no  more, 
TLy  sorrow  is  in  vain ; 
For  violets  plucked,  the  sweetest  showers 
Will  ne'«(^  make  grow  again.      Ferey,  Friar  of  Ch*der»  Grey. 

p  2 
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FEAirCB. 

'Tis  better  using  France,  than  trasting  France  : 

Let  U8  be  back'd  with  God,  and  with  the  seas, 

Wliich  he  hath  given  for  fence  impregnable. 

And  with  their  helps  only  defend  ourselves  ; 

In  them,  and  in  ourselves,  our  safety  lies.  8h,  Ren.  ri,  3,iT.l. 
nEEBOM. 

In  the  long  vista  of  the  years  to  roll, 

Let  me  not  see  my  country's  honour  fade ; 

Oh !  let  me  see  our  land  retain  its  soul ! 

Her  pride  in  freedom,  and  not  freedom's  shade.  KeaU* 

Hereditarv  bondsmen  !  know  ye  not. 

Who  would  be  free,  themselves  must  strike  the  blow  P 

Barony  Ck.  Har.  ii.  76. 

Freedom's  battle,  once  begun, 

Bequeath'd  from  bleeding  sire  to  son, 

Tho'  baffled  oft,  is  ever  won.  Byron,  Oiaour,  125. 

Snatch  from  the  ashes  of  your  sires 

The  embers  of  their  former  fires. 

And  he,  who  in  the  strife  expires, 

Will  add  to  theirs  a  name  of  fear. 

That  tyranny  shall  quake  to  hear !  Byron^  Oiaour* 

They  never  fail  who  die 

In  a  great  cause  :  the  block  may  soak  their  gore. 

Their  heads  may  sodden  in  the  sun ;  their  limbs 

Be  strung  to  cit^  gates  or  castle  walls ; — 

But  still  their  spirit  walks  abroad.    Though  years 

Elapse,  and  others  share  as  dark  a  doom. 

They  but  augment  the  deep  and  sweeping  thoughts 

Which  overpower  all  others,  and  conduct 

The  world  at  last  to  freedom.      Bjjfron,  Marino  Faliero,  n.  % 

Is  't  death  to  fall  for  freedom's  right  P 

He's  dead  alone  who  lacks  her  lignt  I  Campbell 

We  must  be  free  or  die,  who  speak  the  tongue 

That  Shakspere  spake ;  the  faith  and  morals  hold 

Which  Milton  held.  Wordsworth,  Sonnet  to  Lilerty, 

Better  to  dwell  in  freedom's  hall, 

With  a  cold  damp  floor  and  mould'ring  wall. 

Than  bow  the  head  and  bend  the  knee 

In  the  proudest  palace  of  slaverie.  Thoe.  Moore* 

FREE  THDnaHO. 

So  man,  the  moth,  is  not  afraid,  it  seems 

To  span  Omnipotence,  and  measure  might 

That  knows  no  measure,  by  the  scanty  rule 

The  standard  of  his  own,  that  is  to  day. 

And  is  not  ere  to-morrow's  sun  go  down.  Cowp^r^Taiht  YI.2IL 
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FREEWILL. 
Ood  made  thee  perfect,  not  immntable  ; 
And  good  he  made  thee,  but  to  perseyere 
He  left  it  in  thy  pow'r ;  ordained  thy  will 
By  natnre  free,  not  over-rul'd  by  fate 
Inextricable,  or  strict  necessity. 
Our  Tolimtaiy  service  He  requires. 

Not  oar  necessitated.  Milton,  P.  X.  t.  524. 

Hear'n  made  ns  agents  free  to  good  or  ill, 
And  forced  it  not,  thongh  he  foresaw  the  will ; 
Freedom  was  first  bestowed  on  hnman  race, 
And  prescience  only  held  the  second  place.  Dry  den. 

mucHMEir. 

The  Frenchman,  easy,  debonair,  and  brisk, 

Oire  him  his  lass,  his  fiddle,  and  his  frisk. 

Is  always  happy,  reign  whoever  may. 

And  knghs  the  sense  of  mis'ry  far  away.  Cowper,  7.  T.  233. 
niEn>LE88~M»  Deserted. 

Ah,  when  the  means  are  gone  that  buy  this  praise. 

The  breath  is  gone  whereof  this  praise  is  made : 

Feast-won,  fast-lost ;  one  cloud  of  winter  showers. 

These  flies  are  couched.  8h.  Tim,  qfAth.  ii.  2. 

Men  shut  their  doors  against  a  setting  sun.  Ibid.  i.  2. 

PBIEKD8— nOBHDfiHIP— «M  Familiarity. 

Friendship  is  constant  in  all  other  things, 

Sare  in  the  office  and  affairs  of  lore : 

Therefore,  all  hearts  in  love  use  their  own  tongues ; 

Let  ereiy  eye  negociate  for  itself. 

And  trust  no  agent :  for  beauty  is  a  witch, 

Against  whose  charms  faith  meltethinto  blood.  8h.  M,A.  n.l. 
In  companions 

That  do  converse  and  waste  the  time  together. 

Whose  souls  do  bear  an  equal  yoke  of  lore, 

There  needs  must  be  a  like  proportion 

Of  lineaments,  of  manners,  and  of  spirit.   8h.  M.  of  Ten.  in.4. 

I  count  myself  in  nothing  else  so  hajjpy, 

As  in  a  soul  rememb'ring  my  good  mends.   8h,  Rich,  //.  n.  3. 

We  still  have  slept  together, 
Bose  at  an  instant,  leam'd,  play'd,  eat  together ; 
And  wheresoe'er  we  went,  lute  Juno's  swans, 
Still  we  went  coupled,  and  inseparable.       8h,  As  Y,  X.  i.  3. 
Call  you  that  backinff  of  your  friends  P 
A  plague  upon  such  backing  I  Sh.  Hen.  rv,  1.  ii.  4. 
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The  amity  that  wisdom  knits  not,  foUj  may  easily  untie. 

8k.  TroU,  II.  3. 
We  make  oorselyes  fools,  to  disport  ourselves  ; 
And  spend  onr  flatteries,  to  drink  those  men. 
Upon  whose  age  we  roid  it  np  again. 
With  poisonons  spite,  and  envy.  8k.  Tlmon,  i.  2. 

I  haye  not  from  yonr  eyes  that  gentleness. 

And  skow  of  lore,  as  I  was  wont  to  hare  : 

Yon  bear  too  stubborn  and  too  strange  a  hand. 

Over  your  friend  that  loves  you.  8k.  Jul*  C  i.  2. 

Grive  him  all  kindness :  I  had  rather  have 

Suck  men  my  friends,  than  enemies.  8k.  Jul.  C.  v.  4. 

Those  friends  thou  hast,  and  their  adoption  tried, 

Grapple  them  to  thy  soul  with  hooks  of  steel ; 

But  ao  not  dull  thy  palm  with  entertainment 

Of  each  new  hatch  d  unfledged  comrade.  8k.  Ham.  i.  3. 

So,  gentlemen. 
With  all  my  love  I  do  commend  me  to  you  : 
And  what  so  poor  a  man  as  Hamlet  is 
May  do,  to  express  his  love  and  friending  to  you, 
God  willing,  shall  not  lack.  8k.  Ham.  i.  5. 

The  great  man  down,  you  mark  his  favourite  flies, 
The  poor  advanced,  makes  friends  of  enemies. 
And  nitherto  doth  love  on  fortune  tend ; 
For  who  not  needs  shall  never  lack  a  friend ; 
And  who  in  want  a  bollow  friend  doth  try, 
Directly  seasons  kim  an  enemy.  Sh.  Ham.  iii.  2. 

True  happiness 
Consists  not  in  the  multitude  of  friends. 
But  in  their  worth  and  choice.  Ben  J<m9on,  Cyn/kia. 

O  Btmmier  friendship, 
Wkose  flattering  leaves,  that  shadow'd  us  in 
Our  prosperity,  with  the  least  gust  drop  off 
In  th  autumn  of  adversity !        MasHnger,  Maid  of  Honour, 
That  friendship's  rais'd  on  sand. 
Which  every  sudden  gust  of  discontent, 
Or  flowing  of  our  passions,  can  change 
As  if  it  ne  er  had  been.  Mattinger. 

^    But  a  few  friendships  wear,  and  let  them  be 

By  nature  and  by  fortune  fit  for  thee.  M9rtial,T.  47  (CifwU^). 
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RI£|iJM-~niJUiJi8HIP— -OMftMNMlL 
This  honest  firiend,  th«t  jou  so  muoH  admire. 
No  better  is  than  a  mere  trencher  squire. 
He  lores  not  joa,  but  salmon,  turkey,  ohine  : 
Your  friend  a  better  dinner  will  make  mine.  lb.  z.  li.  (Sag^.) 
Friendship's  an  abstract  of  lore's  noble  flame, 
'Tis  lore  refin'd,  and  pureed  from  aU  its  droM, 
'Tis  next  to  angel's  lore,  if  not  the  same. 
As  strong  in  passion  is,  thoughnot  so  gross.  Caik.PkiUipt,^*d* 
Thick  waters  show  no  ima^s  of  things  ; 
FriendB  are  eadi  other's  mirrors,  and  should  be 
dearer  than  crystal,  or  the  mountain-springs. 
And  firee  from  clouds,  desian,  or  flattenr. 
For  rulgar  souls  no  part  of  Mendship  snare ; 
Poets  and  friends  are  bom  to  what  tney  are.         lb.  Friend. 
Such  is  the  use  and  noble  end  of  friendship. 
To  bear  a  part  in  erery  storm  of  fiUe, 
And,  by  diriding,  make  the  lighter  weiglbt.HiggimitOen,C9nq, 

Friendship's  the  pririlege 
Of  prirate  men ;  for  wretched  greatness  knows 
Nol>lessing  so  substantial.  N,  Tale^  Lag,  OenermL 

He  ought  not  to  pretend  to  friendship's  name, 

Who  reckons  not  himself  and  friend  the  same.  2\ike,  Advent. 

Friendship  abore  all  ties  does  bind  the  heart. 

And  &ith  m  friendship  is  the  noblest  part.  Ld*  Orrery 9  Sm.  r. 

The  friendships  of  the  world  are  oft 
C(mfed'racies  in  rice,  or  leagues  in  pleasure,    jiddiean,  Caio, 
Great  souls  by  instinct  to  each  other  turn. 
Demand  aDianoe,  and  in  friendship  bum.  /&•  Campaign, 

Who  can  compare  lore's  mean  and  gross  desire 
To  the  chaste  seal  of  friendship's  me  9 
Lore  is  a  sudden  blaze,  which  soon  decays ; 
Friendship  is  like  the  sun's  eternal  rays : 
Not  daily  benefits  exhaust  the  flame ; 

It  stOl  is  giring,  and  still  bums  the  same.  Oag, 

Who  friendship  with  a  knare  hath  made 
Is  judg'd  a  partner  in  the  trade.  Guy,  Fable  23. 

Friendship,  like  lore,  is  but  a  name, 

Fnless  to  one  you  stint  the  flame. 

The  child,  whom  many  Others  share. 

Hath  seldom  known  a  father's  care. 

'Tis  thus  in  friendships  ;  who  depend 

On  many,  rarely  find  a  friend.  Oay,  Fable  60. 
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^  'Tis  thus  that  on  the  choice  of  friends, 

Our  good  or  evil  name  depends.  Gay,  Fable  23. 

You'll  find  the  friendship  of  the  world  a  show  I 

Mere  outward  show  I     'Tis  like  the  harlot's  tears, 

The  statesman's  promise,  or  false  patriot's  zeal, 

Full  of  fair  seeming,  but  delusion  aOl.  Savage^  Sir  T.  Ooerhury. 

A  generous  friendship  no  cold  medium  knows, 

Bums  with  one  lore,  with  one  resentment  glows  ; 

One  should  our  interests  and  our  passions  be, 

My  friend  must  hate  the  iluui  that  injures  me.P(>^e,7/.iz.725. 

Friendship,  mysterious  cement  of  the  soul. 

Sweetener  of  life,  and  solder  of  society, 

I  owe  thee  much :  thou  hast  desenr'd  of  me 

Far,  far  beyond  what  I  can  ever  pay.  Blair,  Grave,  88. 

Friendship  is  still  accompany'd  with  yirtue, 

And  always  lodg'd  in  great  and  gen'rous  minds.  Trapp,Ahram, 

Friends  I  have  made,  whom  envy  must  commend, 
But  not  one  foe  whom  I  would  wish  a  friend. 

Churchill,  Conference,  297. 
First  on  thy  friend  deliberate  with  thyself; 
Pause,  ponder,  sift ;  not  eager  in  the  choice, 
Nor  jealous  of  the  chosen :  fixing,  fix  ;  — 
Judge  before  friendship,  then  confide  till  death.  Young, 

Hope  not  to  find 
A  friend,  but  he  who's  found  a  friend  in  thee  ; 
All  like  the  purchase,  few  the  price  will  pay ; 
And  this  males  friends  such  miracles  below.       Young.  N.  T. 
Beproach,  or  mute  disgust,  is  the  reward 
Of  candid  friendship,  mat  disdains  to  hide 
Unpalatable  truth.  Sinollett. 

And  what  is  friendship  but  a  name, 
A  charm  that  lulls  to  sleep, 
A  shade  that  follows  wealdi  or  fame. 

And  leaves  the  wretch  to  weep.  Goldsmith,  Sermit,  19. 

He  cast  off  his  friends,  as  a  huntsman  his  pack. 
For  he  knew,  when  he  pleased,  he  could  wnistle  them  back. 

GoldemUh,  Retaliation, 
I  have  too  deeply  read  mankind 
To  be  amus'd  with  friendship  ;  'tis  a  name 
Invented  merely  to  betray  credulity  : 
'Tis  intercourse  of  interest— not  of  souls.     Havard^Regulus. 
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I  ^11  take  your  frieadship  up  at  nse. 
And  fear  not  that  your  profit  shall  be  small ; 
Your  interest  shall  exceed  your  principal.  Ihurneury  Atheist, 
Give  me  th'  avow'd,  th'  erect,  the  manly  foe, 
Bold  I  can  meet — ^perhaps  may  turn  his  blow ; 
But  of  all  plagues,  good  Heayen,  thy  wrath  can  send, 
Saye,  saye,  oh !  saye  me  from  the  candid  Mend. 

Canning,  New  Morality^  in  Antijacohin. 
Let  no  man  gromble  when  his  friends  fall  off, 
Ajb  they  will  do  like  leayes  at  the  first  breeze  : 
When  your  affairs  come  round,  one  way  or  t'other, 
€ro  to  the  coffee-house,  and  take  another.  Btfron,  D.  J,  XTy.48. 

What  spectre  can  the  chamel  send. 

So  dreadful  as  an  injured  friend  1  Scott,  Rohthy,  ii.  22. 

When  true  friends  meet  in  adyerse  hour, 

*Tis  like  a  sunbeam  through  a  shower } 

A  watery  ray  an  instant  seen, 

The  darkly  closing  clouds  between.  Sir  W.  Scott. 

Friendship  is  no  plant  of  hasty  growth. 
Tho'  planted  in  esteem's  deep  fixed  soil. 
The  gradual  culture  of  kind  mtercourse 
Must  bring  it  to  perfection.    Jo,  Baillie,  Be  Montfort,  iii.  1. 
I  take  of  worthy  men  whatever  they  give  : 
Their  heart  I  gladly  take,  if  not,  their  hand  ; 
If  that  too  is  withheld,  a  courteous  word. 
Or  the  civility  of  placid  looks.  lb.  Be  Monffort,  iii.  1. 

We  that  were  friends,  yet  are  not  now, 
We  that  must  daily  meet 
With  ready  words  and  courteous  bow. 
Acquaintance  of  the  street ; 
We  must  not  scorn  the  holy  past. 
We  must  remember  still 
To  honour  feelings  that  outlast 
The  reason  of  the  will.  Lord  Honghton, 

Love,  a  plant  of  fragile  form, 

Fir'd  by  ardent  suns  to  birth. 

Shrinks  before  the  whelming  storm, 

Withering,  dies  and  sinks  to  earth. 

Friendship,  like  a  noble  river, 

BoUs  its  stately  waters  by  ; 

Tempest  toss'd  and  troubled  never, 

Gliding  to  eternity.  MS. 
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Unknit  that  tlireat'ning  nnkind  brow, 

It  blots  thy  beauty,  as  frosts  bite  the  meads.  8h.  Tarn,  S,  r,  8. 
7BU0ALITT. 
Lire  with  a  thrifty,  not  a  needy  fate ; 
Small  shots,  paid  often,  waste  a  yast  estate,  Herrick,  Aph,  256. 

Bat  see  I  the  well-plam'd  hearse  comes  nodding  on. 

Stately  and  slow  ;  and  pronerly  attended 

By  the  whole  sable  tribe,  that  painful  watch 

The  sick  man's  door,  and  lire  upon  the  dead, 

By  letting  out  their  persons  by  the  hour 

To  mimic  sorrow  when  the  heart's  no^  sad.  Blair,  Qrave,  166. 

Of  all 

The  fools  who  flock'd  to  swell  or  see  the  show. 

Who  car'd  about  the  corpse  P    The  funeral 

Made  the  attraction,  and  the  black  the  woe ; 

There  throbb'd  not  there  a  thought  which  pierc'd  the  pall. 

Bjfron,  VinoH  qfJudgw^nt^  z. 
FUSTIAH. 

And  he,  whose  fustian's  so  sublimely  bad, 

It  is  not  poetry,  but  prose  run  mad.       Popt,  Sat.  FroL  187. 
FUTUBITT— «M  Fate. 

If  you  can  look  into  the  seeds  of  time. 

And  say  which  grain  will  ^ow,  and  which  will  not ; 

Speak  then  to  me,  who  neither  beg  nor  fear 

lu>ur  farours  nor  your  hate.  Sh.  Mae.  i.  3. 

O  heayen  I  that  one  might  read  the  book  of  fate. 

And  see  the  reyolution  of  the  times 

Make  mountains  leyel,  and  the  continent. 

Weary  of  solid  firmness,  melt  itself 

Into  the  sea.  8h,  Hen,  if.  ii.  ni.  1. 

O,  if  this  were  seen. 
The  happiest  youth, — yiewing  his  progress  through. 
What  perils  past,  what  crosses  to  ensue, — 
Would  shut  tne  book,  and  sit  him  down  and  die.  lb.  ii.  iii.  1. 

O,  that  a  man  might  know 
The  end  of  tlus  day's  business,  ere  it  come ! 
But  it  Bufficeth  that  the  day  will  end. 

And  then  the  end  is  known.  8h^  Jul.  C.  y.  1. 

The  dread  of  something  after  death, 
That  undiscoyer'd  country,  from  whose  bourn 
1^0  trayeller  returns,  puzzles  the  will. 
And  makes  us  rather  bear  those  ills  we  haye, 
Than  fly  to  others,  that  we  know  not  of.         Sh,  Ram.  iii.  1. 
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We  know  what  we  tue,  but  know  not  what  we  may  be. 

8h.  Mam.  it.  5. 
Aflk  not  bodies  doomed  to  die. 
To  what  abode  thej  go. 
Since  knowledge  is  bat  sorrow's  spj, 
It  is  not  safe  to  know.        Davenant,  Philosopher  and  Lowr, 

Sure  there  is  none  but  fears  a  fatore  state ; 
And  when  the  most  obd'rate  swear  they  do  not, 
Their  trembling  hearts  belie  their  boasting  tongues. 

Dryien^  Spanish  Friar, 
Divines  bat  peep  on  undisooyer'd  worlds. 
And  draw  the  distant  landscape  as  they  please ; 
Bat  who  has  e'er  retam'd  firom  those  bright  regions. 
To  tell  their  manners,  and  relate  their  laws  P  i6.  Don  Sebast, 
Too  oorioos  man !  why  dost  thou  seek  to  know 
Erents,  which,  good  or  ill,  foreknown  are  woe  P 
Th'  all-seeing  power,  that  made  thed  mortal,  gave 
Thee  erery  &mg  a  mortal  state  should  hare.  Drjfden, 

What  ayails  it  that  indolffent  heayen 
From  mortal  eyes  has  wrapt  the  woes  to  come. 
If  we,  ingenious  to  torment  ourselyes, 
Grow  pale  at  hideous  fictions  of  our  own  P 

Armstrong,  Art  <if  Pros.  Health,  i. 
Darkly  we  move,  we  press  npon  the  brink 
Haply  of  yiewless  worlds,  and  know  it  not: 
Yes,  it  may  be,  that  nearer  than  we  think 
Are  those  whom  death  has  parted  from  our  lot !  Mrs,  Hemane, 

Let  me,  then  let  me  dream 
That  lore  goes  with  us  to  the  shore  unknown ; 
So  o'er  the  burning  tear  a  hear'nly  gleam 
Lr  mercy  shall  be  thrown.  Mrs,  Hemans, 

Oh,  there  is  need  of  permanent  belief 

In  that  aU  eoual  world  of  joy  to  come  ! 

Need  for  suon  solace  to  the  restless  grief 

And  heavy  troubles  of  our  earthly  home ! 

Else  might  our  wand'ring  reason  blindly  roam. 

And  ask,  with  all  a  heathen's  discontent, 

Why  joy's  bright  cup  for  some  should  sparkling  foam, 

MThile  others,  not  less  worthy,  still  lament, 

And  find  the  cup  of  tears  the  only  portion  sent. 

Mon.  Caroline  Norton^  Child  qfthe  Islands,  21. 
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OAIK. 
That,  sir,  whicli  seires  and  seeks  for  gain, 
And  foUows  but  for  form, 
Will  pack  when  it  begins  to  rain, 
And  leare  thee  in  the  storm.  aS%.  I,ear,  n.  4. 

What  is  gotten  with  but  little  pain, 
As  little  grief  it  takes  to  lose  again.  W,  Browne* 

Bartering  his  venal  wit  for  snms  of  gold. 

He  cast  himself  into  the  saint-Hke  mould  ; 

Groan'd,  sigh'd,  and  pray'd,  while  godliness  was  gain. 

The  loudest  bagpipe  of  the  squeaking  train.  Dryden, 

OALL. 

Let  there  be  gall  enough  in  thj  ink. 
Though  thou  write  wim  a  goose-pen,  no  matter. 

8k.  T,  Night,  III.  2. 
OAMBinrO— GAlCarO—OAXESTEBB. 
Play  not  for  ^ain,  but  sport ;  who  nlays  for  more 
Thim  he  can  lose  with  pleasure,  stakes  his  heart ; 
Perhaps  his  wife's  too,  and  whom  she  hath  home, Herbert,  T, 

Some  plaj  for  gain  ;  to  pass  time,  others  play 

For  nothing ;  both  do  play  the  fool,  I  say  ;— 

Nor  time  nor  coin  I'll  lose,  nor  idly  spend ; 

Who  gets  by  play,  proves  loser  in  the  end.  Heaths  Clarastella. 

Could  fools  to  keep  their  own  contrive, 

On  what,  on  whom  could  gamesters  thrive  P    Qay,  Fable  xit. 

Look  round,  the  wrecks  of  play  behold. 

Estates  dismember'd,  mortgag'd,  sold  I 

Their  owners  now  to  jails  connn'd. 

Show  equal  poverty  of  mind.  Oay,  Fable  xii. 

Dice  will  run  the  contrary  way. 
As  well  is  known  to  all  who  play, 
And  cards  will  conspire  as  in  treason ; 
And  what  with  keeping  a  hunting-box. 

Following;  fox Friends  in  flocks. 

Burgundies,  hocks, From  London  Docks ; 

Stultz's  frocks, Manton  and  Nock's 

Barrels  and  locks, Shooting  blue  rocks, 

Trainers  and  jocks, ^Buskins  and  socks, 

Pugilistical  knocks, And  fighting  cocks. 

If  he  found  himself  short  in  funds  and  stocks, 

Gliese  rhymes  will  furnish  the  reason.  Hood,  Miss  Kilmansegg. 
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GOLDEir. 

Who  that  has  reason  and  his  smell, 

Would  not  amon^  roses  and  jasmines  dwell, 

Bather  than  all  his  spirits  choke 

With  exhalations  of  dirt  and  smoke. 

And  all  th'  nncleanness  which  does  drown 

In  pestilential  clouds  a  populous  town !    Cowley,  the  Garden, 

God  the  first  garden  made,  and  the  first  city,  Cain.  lb.  Garden. 

His  gardens  next  jour  admiration  call. 

On  ererj  side  you  look,  hehold  the  wall  I 

No  pleasing  intricacies  intervene, 

ISo  artful  wildness  to  perplex  the  scene ; 

Grove  nods  at  grove,  each  alley  has  a  brother. 

And  half  the  platform  just  reflects  the  other ; 

The  sufiering  eye  inverted  nature  sees, 

Trees  cut  to  statues,  statues  thick  as  trees  ; 

With  here  a  fountain,  never  to  be  play'd. 

And  there  a  summer-house  that  knows  no  shade. 

Pope,  M,  JE.  IV.  8. 
Who  loves  a  garden  loves  a  greenhouse  too.  Cowper,  T.  iii.556. 

If  manly  sense  :  if  nature  link'd  with  art  I 

If  thorough  knowledge  of  the  human  heart ; 

If  powers  of  acting  vast  and  unconfin'd ; 

If  fewest  faults  with  greatest  beauties  join'd  ; 

If  strong  expression,  and  strange  powers  which  lie 

Within  the  ma^c  circle  of  the  eye  ; 

If  feelings  which  few  hearts,  like  his,  can  know. 

And  which  no  face  so  well  as  his  can  show, 

Deserve  the  preference ;  Garrick !  take  the  chair, 

Nor  quit  it  till  thou  place  an  equal  there.  Churchill,  Roe.  1081. 

Here  lies  David  Garrick — describe  him  who  can, 

An  abridgment  of  all  that  was  pleasant  in  man. 

As  an  actor,  confessed  without  rival  to  shine  ; 

As  a  wit,  if  not  first,  in  the  very  first  line ; 

Yet,  with  talents  like  these,  and  an  excellent  heart, 

The  man  had  his  failings — a  dupe  to  his  art. 

Like  an  ill-judging  beauty,  his  colours  he  spread. 

And  beplaster  a  with  rouge  his  own  natural  red. 

On  the  stage  he  was  natural,  simple,  afiecting ; 

Twas  only  that  when  he  was  ofi*,  he  was  acting. 

Goldemith,  Betaliation,  93. 

Oar  Gkrrick's  a  salad ;  for  in  him  we  see 

Oil,  vinegar,  sugar,  and  saltness  agree.        Ghldemith,  lb.  11. 
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Those  that  save  themselves  and  flj, 

Go  halves,  at  least,  i'  th*  victory ; 

And  sometime,  when  the  loss  is  small. 

And  danger  great,  thej  challenge  all ; 

Print  new  additions  to  their  feats. 

And  emendations  in  gazettes ; 

And  when,  for  fnrious  haste  to  ran, 

Thej  durst  not  stav  to  fire  a  gon. 

Have  done  't  with  Donfires,  and  at  home 

Made  squibs  and  crackers  overcome.  Butler^  Hud.  3,  iii.  S70. 

Armies  of  fearful  hearts  wiQ  scorn  to  yield. 

If  lions  be  their  captains  in  the  field.  AU^t  Oretey. 

OXRZBOnTT^jM  Benevolenoe,  Bounty,  Charity. 
Thou  can'st  not  reach  the  light  that  I  shall  find ; 
A  gen'roos  soul  is  sunshine  to  the  mind.  Mowardf  Vutal  Virg. 

They  that  do 
An  act  that  does  deserve  requital. 
Pay  first  themselves  the  stock  of  such  content, 
Kature  has  given  to  every  worthy  mind*        lb.  Blind  Lady, 
The  secret  pleasure  of  a  generous  act 
Is  the  great  mind's  great  bribe.  Drgden. 

OjsaiuS. 
Time,  place,  and  action,  may  with  pams  be  wrought, 
But.  genius  must  be  bom,  and  never  can  be  taught. 

l>rydeny  to  Qmgreve,  on  the  Double  Dealer, 
One  science  only  will  one  genius  fit, 
So  vast  is  art,  so  narrow  human  wit : 
Like  kings,  we  lose  the  conouests  gain'd  before. 
By  vain  ambition  stiU  to  make  them  more.  JPope^  E,  C  i.  6(X 

Genius  !  thou  gift  of  Heaven  I  thou  light  divine  ! 

Amid  what  dangers  art  thou  doom'd  to  shine. 

Oft  will  the  bock's  weakness  check  thy  force. 

Oft  damp  thy  vigour,  and  impede  thy  course  ; 

And  trembling  nerves  compel  thee  to  restrain 

Thy  nobler  enorts  to  contend  with  pain  ; 

Or  want,  sad  guest!  within  thy  presence  come, 

And  breathe  around  her  melancholy  gloom.  Crabhe, 

His  was  the  gifted  eye,  which  grace  ^tiU  touch'd 

As  if  with  second  nature  ;  and  nis  dreams. 

His  childish  dreams,  were  lit  by  hues  of  heaven — 

Those  which  make  Genius.  X.  E.  LandA*. 


} 
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OTILBMAV— «»  Cbaneter,  Vaa. 

His  yean  ax«  young,  bnt  his  experience  old ; 
His  nead  nnmeUow'd,  but  his  judgment  ripe ; 
And,  ixK  ft  woid  (for  far  behind  his  worih 
Come  all  the  praises  that  I  now  bestow). 
He  is  eomplete  in  feature,  and  in  mind, 
Wiih  all  good  grace  to  grace  a  gentleman.    Sh.  2}oo  O.  ii.  'k 
I  do  not  think  a  brayer  gentleman. 
More  actire-Taliant,  or  more  yaliant-yonng, 
More  daring,  or  more  bold,  is  now  ahye, 
'To  grace  this  latter  age  with  nobler  deeds.  Sh,  Hen,  tv.  1,  y.1. 
A  sweeter  and  a  lorelier  gentleman, 
Fram'd  in  the  prodigaUtr  of  nature, 
Yoong,  Taliant,  wise,  and,  no  doubt  right  royal ; 
The  spacious  world  cannot  again  afford.        8h.  Bic.  iii.  i.  2. 
He  bears  him  like  aportlj  gentleman ; 
And,  to  saj  truth,  Terona  brags  of  him. 
To  be  a  yirtuous  and  well-gorem'd  youth.  8h.  Bom,  Jul,  i.  5. 

We  are  gentlemen. 
That  neither  in  our  hearts,  nor  outward  eyes, 
Envy  the  great,  nor  do  the  low  despise.       8h,  Pericles,  ii.  3. 
Not  stand  so  much  on  your  gentilitY, 
Which  is  an  aiir,  and  mere  borrow  d  thing. 
From  dead  men  s  dust  and  bones  ;  and  none  of  yours. 
Except  yon  mike,  or  hold  it.  B,  Jtyneon,  Ev,  Man  tn  his  Sum, 
When  Adam  dely'd  and  Ere  span, ' 

Who  was  then  a  gentleman  P  JPegge,  Curialia  Mite,  173. 

Tho'  modest,  on  his  nnembarrass'd  brow 
Mature  had  written— Gentleman.  Byron^  2>.  J,  ix.  83. 

He  had  then  the  grace,  too  rare  in  every  dime. 
Of  being,  without  alloy  of  fop  or  beau, 
A  finish  d  gentleman  from  top  to  toe.      Byron,  D,  J,  xn.  84. 
Whom  do  we  dub  as  gentlemen  P    The  knaye,  the  fool,  the 

brute— 
If  they  but  own  ftill  tithe  of  gold,  and  wear  a  courtly  suit  I 

Eliza  Cook,  Poems, 


What  would  you  haye  P  your  gentleness  shall  force 
More  than  your  force  more  us  to  gentleness.  8h.  As  Y.  L,  n.7. 
OXOOEAFHT. 

So  geographers,  in  Afric  ma^s, 

WiUi  sayage  pictures  fill  their  gaps. 

And  o'er  tuihabitablo  downs 

Place  elephants  for  want  of  towns.  Swift,  Poetry,  a  Bkaptody, 
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eEOLOOT. 

And  in  that  rock  are  shapes  of  shells,  and  forms 
Of  creatures  in  old  worlds,  of  nameless  worms. 
Whose  generations  lived  and  died  ere  man, 
A  worm  of  other  dass,  to  crawl  began.  Crahhe, 

GE0ST8-^f«  ApparitLon,  8]drits. 
Avaunt !  and  quit  my  sight  I  let  the  earth  hide  diee ! 
Thy  bones  are  marrowless,  thy  blood  is  cold  ; 
Thou  hast  no  speculation  in  tnose  eyes, 
Which  thou  dost  glare  with !  Sk,  Mach.  m.  4. 

Thou  canst  not  say,  I  did  it :  neyer  shake 

Thy  gory  locks  at  me.  8h.  Mach.  iii.  4 

What  man  dare,  I  dare  : 
Approach  thou  like  the  rugged  Aussiau  bear, 
The  arm*d  rhinoceros,  or  the  Hyrcan  tiger. 
Take  any  shape  but  that,  and  my  firm  nerves 
Shall  never  tremble.  8h,  Mach,  iii.  4. 

Angels  and  ministers  of  grace,  defend  us  !^ 

Be  thou  a  spint  of  health,  or  goblin  damn*d. 

Bring  with  thee  airs  from  heaven,  or  blasts  from  hell, 

Be  thy  intents  wicked  or  charitable. 

Thou  comest  in  such  questionable  shape 

That  I  will  speak  to  thee.  Sk.  Ham,  i.  4. 

Spirits  when  they  please 
Can  either  sex  assume,  or  both ;  so  soft 
And  uncompounded  is  their  essence  pure.  Milton,  P.  Z.  1.423. 

Some  have  mistaken  blocks  and  posts, 

For  spectres,  apparitions,  ghosts. 

With  saucer-eyes  and  horns ;  and  some 

Have  heard  the  devil  beat  a  drum.       Butler^  Hud,  2,  i.  129. 

He  shudder'd,  as  no  doubt  the  bravest  cowers 
When  he  can't  tell  what  'tis  that  doth  appal. 
How  odd  a  single  hobgoblin's  nonentity 
Should  cause  more  fear  than  a  whole  host's  identity. 

Byron,  D.  J.  zvi.  126. 
GIFTS. 
Wear  this  for  me  ;  one  out  of  suits  with  fortxme, 
That  would  give  more,  but  that  her  hand  lacks  means. 

Sh.  Am  F.  Z.  I.  2. 
She  prizes  not  such  trifles  as  these  are  : 
The  gifts  she  looks  horn  mc,  are  pack'd  and  lock'd 
Up  in  my  heart ;  which  I  have  given  already, 
But  not  deliver'd.  Sh,  Wint.  T.  iv.  4. 
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Win  her  with  nftg,  if  she  respect  not  words : 

Dumb  jewels  onen,  in  their  suent  kind, 

More  tnan  quick  words,  do  move  a  woman's  mind. 

Sk.  Tioo  G.  in.  1. 

To  the  noble  mind, 
Bich  gifts  wax  poor,  when  givers  prove  unkind.  Sk,Sam,in.l. 

Gifts  stink  from  some. 
They  are  so  lonff  a  coming,  and  so  hard, 
Where  any  deed  is  foro'd  Ihe  grace  is  marr'd. 

Ben  Jo/uon,  Underwoodi. 
He  ne'er  consider'd  it  as  loth. 
To  look  a  gift  horse  in  the  mouthy 
And  yeiy  wisely  would  lay  forth 

No  more  upon  it  than  'twas  worth.      Butler,  Hud.  1,  i.  489. 
Saints  themselves  will  sometimes  be. 

Of  gifts  that  cost  them  nothing,  free.  Butler,  Hud,  1,  i.  495. 
A  man  may  be  a  legal  donor. 

Of  anything  whereof  he's  owner.  BtUler,  Hud.  2, 1.  679. 

Accept  of  this  ;  and  could  I  add  beside 
What  wealth  the  rich  Peruvian  mountains  hide  ; 
If  all  the  sems  in  Eastern  rocks  were  mine, 
On  thee  alone  their  glittering  pride  should  shine.    Lyttelton, 

eipsiss. 

Gipsies,  who  every  ill  can  cure, 

Except  the  ill  of  being  poor ; 

Who  charms  'gainst  love  and  acmes  sell* 

Who  can  in  hen-roost  set  a  spell. 

Prepared  by  arts,  to' them  best  known. 

To  catch  ail  feet  except  their  own  ; 

Who,  as  to  fortune,  can  unlock  it. 

As  easily  as  pick  a  pocket,  Churekill. 

A  narrow  compass  I  and  yet  there 
Pwelt  all  that  s  good,  and  all  that's  fair  I 
Give  me  but  what  this  ribbon  bound. 

Take  all  the  rest  the  sun  goes  round.      Waller^  On  a  Girdle, 
CELOOX. 

Wh^re  glowing  embers  through  the  room 

Teach  light  to  counterfeit  a  gloom.  Milton,  H  Pens,  79. 

We  talk  of  love  and  pleasure— but  'tis  all 

A  tale  of  falsehood.    Life's  made  up  of  gloom  ; 

The  fairest  scenes  are  clad  in  ruin's  pall, 

The  loveliest  pathway  leads  but  to  the  tomb.  J,  G.  Percival. 
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eiOBT. 

When  the  moon  shone  we  did  not  nee  the  candle, 

80  doth  the  greater  glory  dim  the  less.     8k,  M.  <f  Vim,  T.  !• 

Glory  ifl  like  a  circle  in  the  water, 

Which  nerer  ceaseth  to  enlarge  itself. 

Till,  by  broad  spreading,  it  disperse  to  nought.  8k.  JST.  r/.  x.  8. 

19'eyer  any  state 
Conld  rise,  or  stand,  without  the  thirst  of  glory 
Of  noble  works,  as  well  the  mould  as  stoir. 
For  else  what  goremor  woold  spend  his  oayi 
In  enyious  travel  for  the  pnbUc  good  P 
Who  would,  in  books,  search  after  dead  men's  waysP 
Or,  in  the  war,  what  soldier  lose  his  blood  P 

K  Oreville,  Lard  Broohe,  JPbme  and  Eanour. 

GloiT,  like  glow-worms,  afar  off  shine  bright, 
But  look'd  too  near,  hare  neither  heat  nor  light. 

Webster,  DuoAeee  pfMaffy. 

I  make  no  haste  to  have  my  numbers  read ; 

Seldom  comes  glory  till  a  man  be  dead.       Herriok^  Af.  115. 

Th'  extremes  of  glorr  and  of  shame, 

lake  east  and  west,  Decome  the  same, 

1^0  Indian  Prince  has  to  his  palace 

More  followers  than  a  thief  to  the  gallows.  ^<^,J9Wi.2,i.871. 

Great  conquerors  greater  glonr  gain 

"Sij  foes  in  triumph  led  than  slain ; 

Tne  laurels  that  adorn  their  brows. 

Are  pulled  from  liring,  not  dead,  boughs.         lb,  1,  n.  1065. 

If  gloiT  was  a  bait  that  angeb  swallow'd, 

How  tnen  could  souls  alloy  d  to  sense  resist  it.I>ry(20f»,  Awrmi, 

Who  pants  for  glory  finds  but  short  repose, 

A  breath  reviTes  hun,  or  a  breath  o'ertiirows. 

Poptf,  Imit.  qfSoraee,  2,  i.  300. 
Of  some  for  glorr  such  the  boundless  rage. 
That  they're  the  blackest  scandal  of  their  age.  Yowngy8<U,VfM. 
To  glory  some  advance  a  Iving  claim. 
Thieves  of  renown,  and  pilferers  of  fiune ; 
Their  front  supplies  what  their  ambition  lacks  : 
They  know  a  tnousand  lords,  behind  their  backs,    lb,  ni.  87. 

The  boast  of  heraldry,  the  pomp  of  power. 

And  all  that  beauty,  all  that  wealth  e'er  gave. 

Await  alike  th'  inevitable  hour. 

The  path  of  gloiy  leads  but  to  the  grave  !      Chasfi  Slegy  iz. 
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eLQET— MMftmiAf. 
Qlory,  the  cagnal  nil  of  thooglitleM  crowdB  ! 
Gloiy,  the  bribe  of  avaricioiu  Tiitoe  1  Dr,  Joknton, 

Fame  points  the  oonne,  and  glory  leads  the  war. 

Pye,  ^£fM»  ni.  202. 
For  the  life  of  a  Fox,  of  a  Chatham  the  death* 
What  censure,  what  danger,  what  woe  would  I  brare  I 
Their  lires  did  not  end  when  thej  yielded  their  breath, 
Their  glory  iUomines  the  i^oom  of  the  grare.  Byram. 

Sounds  sound  the  darion,  fill  the  fife, 
To  sU  the  sensual  world  proclaim, 
One  crowded  hour  of  glorious  life 
Is  worth  an  age  without  a  name.    SeoU,  Old  M&riaUiy^  xxi. 

Glory  darts  her  soul-peirading  ray 
On  thrones  and  cottages,  re§[ardless  still 
Of  all  the  artificial,  mce  distmctions 

Tain  human  customs  make.  Haimak  Mare. 

Our  glories  float  between  the  earth  and  hearen 
Like  clouds  that  seem  parilions  of  the  sun. 
And  are  the  playthings  of  the  casual  wind.  Bulwer^  EiekeUeu, 
ffLOW-WOBM-^iM  Mendag . 
The  glow-worm  shows  the  matin  to  be  near, 
And  gins  to  pale  his  uneffeetual  fire.  8k.  Sam.  i.  5. 

Amons;  the  crooked  lanes,  on  every  hedge, 
The  gu>w-worm  lights  his  gem ;  and  thro'  the  dark, 
A  moring  radiance  twinkles.  Tkomsont  Summer,  1650. 

aUltOJl— M»  IHnaer,  Diaisg ,  flreefllmss. 
He  is  a  yeiy  Tsliant  trencher-man.  8k.  M,  Ado,  1. 1. 

Fat  paunches  hare  lean  pates,  and  daintr  bits 
Make  rich  the  ribs,  but  Dankrupt  quite  uie  wits. 

8k.  L.  L.  Lost,  1. 1. 
Swinish  gluttony 
Ke'er  looks  to  Heay*n  amidst  his  gorgeous  feast, 
But  with  besotted,  base  ingratituoe 

Crams,  and  Uasphemes  his  feeder.  Milton^  Cemue,  776. 

Their  rarions  cares  in  one  great  point  combine, 
ThebnsinesBoftheirliTes— thatis,  todine.  Towng,8aLui.1^. 

Beyond  the  sense 
Of  fight  refeetioii,  at  the  genial  board 
Indulffe  not  often ;  nor  protract  the  feast 
To  dull  satiety ;  till  soft  and  slow 
A  drowsy  death  creeps  on,  th'  expansire  soul 
Oppress^  and  imoiher*d  the  celestial  fire.        Armstrong,  2 

Q  2 
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OiLJmO'SY^~&mtinued. 

Some  men  are  bom  to  feast,  and  not  to  fight ; 
Whose  sloffgish  minds,  e'en  in  fair  honour's  field. 
Still  on  their  dinner  turn — 
Let  such  pot-boiling  varlets  stay  at  home. 
And  wield  s  fiesh-hoolc  rather  than  a  sword. 

Joanna  BailUe,  Ba»L 
GOI>~M#  Deltj,  Omnipotenoe,  Providenoe. 

He  that  doth  the  ravens  feed, 
Yea,  proyidentlj  caters  for  the  sparrow.     Sk»  As  T,  L,  ii.  3. 
Our  God  and  soldier  we  alike  adore, 
When  at  the  brink  of  ruin,  not  before ; 
After  deliy 'ranee  both  alike  requited. 
Our  Grod  forgotten,  and  our  soldiers  slighted.  QjMrlei* 

God  and  the  doctor  we  alike  adore, 
But  only  when  in  danger,  not  before  ; 
The  danger  o'er,  both  are  alike  requited, 
God  is  forgotten,  and  the  doctor  slighted.  Oweih  Epigr, 

God,  who  oft  descends  to  yisit  men 
Unseen,  and  through  their  habitation  walks 
To  mark  their  doings.  Milton^  P.  £.  xn.  59. 

God  never  made  his  work  for  man  to  mend.2)/yfl20fhJ5]p.xin.95. 
All  are  but  parts  of  one  stupendous  whole. 
Whose  body  Nature  is,  andOod  the  soul.  Pope,  Eu.  Jf.  1.267. 
Who  sees  with  equal  eye,  as  God  of  all, 
A  hero  perish,  or  a  sparrow  fall. 
Atoms  gj^^sYstems  into  ruin  hurled. 
And  now  a  bubble  burst,  and  now  a  world.  Pope^  E,  M.  t.  87. 

Thou  art,  O  God,  the  life  and  light 

Of  all  this  wondrous  world  we  see ; 

Its  glow  by  day,  its  smile  by  night. 

Are  out  reflections  caught  m>m  Thee  : 

Where'er  "we  turn.  Thy  glories  shine. 

And  all  things  fair  and  bright  are  thine.  Sanndk  More, 

When  God  reveals  his  march  through  nature's  night, 

His  steps  are  beauty,  and  his  presence  light.  «/*.  Montffomery. 

But  know,  whatever  good  or  ill  betides. 

The  rolling  wheel  of  Fate,  'tis  God  who  guides. 

From  the  Pertian  qfBMtuti. 
That  there's  no  God,  John  graveljr  swears, 
And  quotes,  in  proof,  his  own  afiiBirs  ; 
For  how  shouldTsuch  an  atheist  thrive, 
If  there  was  any  God  alive.     Martial^  WegL  Bev,  Ajk  186a 
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Immortal  gods  I  I  crave  no  pelf ; 
I  pray  for  no  man,  bnt  mjgelf. 
Qnskt  I  may  never  prove  so  fond 
To  trnst  a  man  on  his  oath  or  bond ; 
Or  a  harlot,  for  her  weeping ; 
Or  a  dog,  that  seems  a-sleeping ; 
Or  a  keeper  with  my  freedom ; 

Or  my  friends,  if  I  should  need  'em.  8h»  Ttman,  x«  8. 

flOIJ)— AM  Apptrd,  Avaxlea,  Honey,  Biohes,  Treasure. 
All  that  glistens  is  not  ffold. 
Often  have  you  heard  that  told; 
Many  a  man  his  life  hath  sold ; 

But  my  outside  to  behold.  8h,  Mer.  of  Ten.  xi.  7. 

How  qnicklv  nature  falls  into  revolt, 
When  gold  becomes  her  object  I 
For  this  the  foolish  over-careM  fathers 
Have  broke  their  sleep  with  thoughts,  their  brains  with  care, 
Their  bones  with  industry. 
For  this  they  have  engrossed  and  pil'd  up 
The  canker'd  heaps  of  strange-achieved  gold ; 
For  this  they  have  been  thou^htfrd  to  invest 
Their  sons  with  artsand  martial  exercises : 
When,  like  the  bee,  culling  item  every  fiowex 
The  virtuous  sweets  ; 

Our  thighs  all  pack'd  with  wax,  our  mouths  with  honey, 
We  bring  it  to  the  hive ;  and,  like  the  bees. 
Are  nrarmer'd  for  our  pains..  Sh,  Sen,  ir.  2,  iv.  4. 

0  thon  sweet  king-kiUer,  and  dear  divorce 

Twixt  natural  son  and  sire  I  the  bright  defiler 

Of  Hymen's  purest  bed !  thou  valiant  Mars  I 

Thou  ever  young,  fresh,  loved,  and  delicate  wooer, 

Whose  blush  doth  thaw  the  consecrated  snow 

That  lies  on  Dian's  lap  I  thou  visible  god, 

That  solderest  close  impossibilities. 

And  mak'st  them  kiss  1  that  speak'st  with  every  tongue 

To  everv  purpose  I    O  thou  touch  of  hearts  I 

Think  tny  slave,  man,  rebels  ;  and,  by  thy  virtue. 

Bet  them  into  confounding  odds,  that  beasts 

May  have  the  world  in  empire  1  Sh.  TiinoHt  iv.  3. 

Gk>ld ;  worse  poison  to  men's  souls, 
Doing  more  murders  in 'this  loathsome  worid, 
Than  these  x>oor  compounds  that  thou  maystnot  sell. 

8h,  Bam.  v.  1. 
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280  aOLB— GOLDBMIVH. 

OOLD— «0MfiMMei. 

'Tis  gold 
Wliioli  bnys  admittance ;  oft  it  doth ;  yea,  and  makes 
Diana's  rangers  false  themselyes,  yield  up 
Their  deer  to  the  stand  o'  the  stealer ;  and  'tis  gold 
Which  makes  the  trae  man  kiU'd,  and  saves  the  thief; 
Kay,  sometimes  hangs  both  thief  and  true  man :  What 
Can  it  not  do,  and  undo  P  8k,  Cfymh.  ii.  3. 

Gold  is  the  strength,  the  sinews  of  the  world ; 
The  health,  the  soul,  the  beauty  most  divine ; 
A  mask  of  gold  hides  all  deformities ; 

Gold  is  heaven's  physio,  life's  restorative.  Dekber, 

Provide  what  money,  and  what  anns  rou  can. 
Who  has  the  gold,  shall  never  want  the  man.  Bcufon,  Mima. 
Jndges  and  senates  have  been  bought  for  gold ; 
Esteem  and  love  were  never  to  be  sold.  Fope^  E.  M,  it.  187. 
O  cursed  lust  gf  gold  I  when  for  thy  sake 
The  fool  throws  up  his  interest  in  both  worlds  ; 
First  starved  in  this,  then  damn'd  iii  that  to  come  ! 
Becanse  its  blessings  are  abas*d,  JWr,  Grane^UH, 

Must  gold  be  censnr'd,  onrs'd,  accns'd  P 
Even  virtue's  self  by  knaves  is  made 

A  oloak  to  carry  on  the  trade.  G^ogr,  FahU  vi. 

Can  gold  calm  passion,  or  make  reason  shine  P 
Can  we  dig  peace,  or  wisdom,  from  the  mine  P 
Wisdom  to  gold  prefer ;  for  'tis  much  less 
To  make  our  fortune,  than  our  happiness.  Toung,  L,  F*  Satn, 
Thou  more  than  stone  of  the  philosopher ! 
Thou  touchstone  of  philosophy  herself ! 
Thou  bright  eve  of  tne  mine  !    Thou  load-star  of 
The  soul !    Thou  true  macnetio  pole,  to  which 
All  hearts  point  duly  north,  like  trembling  needles  !     Byron, 
Gold !  gold  I  in  all  ages  the  curse  of  mankind^ 
Thy  fetters  are  foiled  for  the  soul  and  the  mind  : 
The  limbs  may  be  free  as  the  wings  of  a  bird. 
And  the  mind  be  the  slave  of  a  look  and  a  word. 
To  gain  thee,  men  barter  eternity's  crown, 
Yield  honour,  affeotion»  and  lastmg  renown.  Farh  Benjamin, 

MUMDEHH. 
Are  these  the  choice  dishes  the  doctor  has  sent  us  P 
Is  this  the  great  poet  whose  works  so  content  us  P 
This  Goldsmith's  fine  feast,  who  has  written  fine  books  ? 
Heaven  sends  us  good  meat—but  the  Devil  sends  cooks. 

Garrickf  On  GoldtmitkU  Betaliaiion. 
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GOOD,  GOODHSBS^GOOD  HIGHT.         281 

GOOl^OOODSZBS— ^  B«neiT61eiiee,  Bonnty. 

May  he  live 
Longer  tbsn  I  hare  time  to  tell  his  yean. 
Eyer  belored,  and  lorinff,  may  his  rale  be  ! 
And,  when  old  time  shall  lead  him  to  hia  end, 
Goodness  and  he  fill  up  one  monnment  I  8k.  Stn.  vin.  n.  1. 
It  is  a  kind  of  good  deed  to  say  well. 
And  jet  words  are  not  deeds.  8k.  Hen  VBi,  ni.  2. 

Good  the  more 
Commnnieated,  more  abundant  grows.     MUion^  JP.  L.  r,  71. 

The  food  man  may  be  weak,  be  indolent^ 

Nor  IS  his  claim  to  riches,  but  content. 

And  grant  the  bad  what  happiness  he  would ; 

One  he  must  want,  which  is, — ^to  pass  for  good.  Pope.  E,  M. 

Who  does  the  best  his  circumstance  allows. 

Does  well,  acts  nobly ;  angels  could  no  more.  Young, N'.T.nM* 

The  ffood  are  better  made  by  iU, 

As  odours  crushed  are  better  stilL     Bopert,  JaequelUiie,  ei.  8. 

Hard  was  their  lodging,  homely  was  their  food, 

Tor  all  the  luxury  of  doing  good.        Garth,  Claremoni,  148. 
Oh«  sir !  the  good  die  first. 

And  they  whose  hearts  are  arj  as  summer's  dust, 

Bum  to  the  socket.  W6rdnoor$kf  The  Excwnion,  i.  21. 

GOOD  DEEDS. 

Only  the  actions  of  the  just 

Smell  sweet  and  blossom  in  the  dust. 

J,  8hirley,  Death' t  Sinai  Conquest,  iii. 
Blessings  erer  wait  on  virtuous  deeds, 

And,  thou^  a  late,  a  sure  reward  succeeds. 

Congreve^  Mourning  Bride,  y.  12. 
GOOD  EATUXE— iM  FergitettSM. 

Tm  good-nature  only  wins  the  heart : 

It  moulds  tiie  body  to  au  easy  grace, 

And  brightens  eyery  feature  ofthe  face : 

It  smooths  th'  imp<Mi8h'd  tongue  with  eloquence, 

And  adds  persuasion  to  the  &e8t  sense.  SHlUng/leet, 

Heroic,  stoic  Cato,  the  sententious. 

Who  lent  his  lady  to  his  friend  Hortensius.  Byron,  D.  J.  n,  7. 
GOOD  EIGHT. 

At  once,  good  nisht ; 

Stand  not  upon  the  order  or  your  going, 

But  go  at  once.  8h,  Maeh,  in.  i. 
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GOOD  HIGHT— GftACX. 

6001)  HIOHT — eoHtmued, 

Good  night !  good  niglit  I  parting  is  sach  sweet  sorrow^ 

That  I  shall  say  good  night  till  it  be  morrow.   8A,  Mom»  n.  8. 

Loolc,  the  world's  comforter,  with  weary  gait. 

His  day's  hot  task  hath  ended  in  the  west : 

The  owl,  night's  herald,  shrieks  ;  'tis  rery  late ; 

The  sheep  are  gone  to  fold,  birds  to  their  nest ; 

And  coal-black  clouds,  that  shadow  heaven's  light, 

Do  summon  us  to  part,  and  bid  good  night.  8k,  Vh^  j*  Ji.  89. 

To  all,  to  each,  a  fair  good  night, 

And  pleasing  dreams,  and  slumbers  light.  Sooitf  Mdrmion,  ti. 
OOYEBraSST— M#  Kings. 

Each  petty  hand 

Can  steer  a  ship  becalm'd ;  but  he  that  will 

Govern  and  carry  her  to  her  ends,  must  know 

His  tides,  his  currents,  how  to  shift  his  sails  ; 

What  she  will  bear  in  foul,  what  in  fair  weathers ; 

Where  her  springs  are,  her  leaks,  and  how  to  stop  them ; 

What  strands,  what  ahelves,  what  rocks  do  threaten  her. 

Ben  Jdmson,  Catiline* 

He  that  would  govern  others,  first  should  be 

The  master  of  lumself,  richly  endued 

With  depth  of  understanding,  height  of  knowledge.lfamii^^. 

All  countries  are  a  wise  man's  home, 

And  BO  are  goyemments  to  some. 

Who  change  them  for  the  same  intrigues 

That  statesmen  use  in  breaking  leagues  ; 

While  others  in  old  faiths  and  troths. 

Look  odd,  as  out-of-fashion'd  clothes.  JBiUleTf  Hui,Ta,  iLl293. 

For  forms  of  goyemment  let  fools  oolLtest ; 

Whate'er  is  best  administered  is  best.    Pope,  S,  M.  iii.  903. 

May  you,  my  Cam  and  /m,  preach  it  long  I 

The  right  divine  of  kings  to  govern  wrong.  lb.  Dun.  iv.  188. 
The  man,  whom  heaven  appoints 

To  ffovem  others,  should  himself  nrst  leam 

To  Bend  his  passions  to  the  sway  of  reason.  Thomeon, 

For  just  experience  tells  in  every  soil, 

That  those  who  think  must  govern  those  who  toil. 

Goldsmith,  Traveller, 
0RAjQE—«m  Beauty. 

To  some  kind  of  men 

Their  graces  serve  them  but  as  enemies. 

O  what  a  world  is  this,  when  what  is  comely 

Envenoms  him  that  bears  it.  Sh,  As  T,  Z.  ii.  3. 
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"When,  once  our  grace  we  hare  forgot, 

ITothing  goes  right.  8k.  M.for  M,  it.  4. 

The  lustre  in  ^oor  eje,  hearen  in  jonr  cheek, 

Beads  joor  fair  usage.  Sk,  TraiL  ly.  4. 

There's  a  language  in  her  eye,  her  cheek,  her  lip, 

Nay,  her  foot  speaks.  8h,  IVoiL  iy.  6. 

See  where  she  comes,  apparel'd  like  the  spring ; 

Graces  her  subjects.  8h.  Peric,  i.  1. 

Gbmoe  was  in  all  her  steps,  heaven  in  her  eye, 

In  erery  gesture  dignity  and  love.     Milton,  P.  Z.  Yin.  488. 

Cause,  grace,  and  Tirtue  are  within 

Prohibited  degrees  of  kin ; 

And  therefore  no  true  saint  allows 

They  should  be  suffer'd  to  espouse.   Butler,  Hud,  iii.  i.  1293. 

Mature  she  was^ 
Grace  shaped  her  limbs,  and  beauty  deck'd  her  face.    Prior. 

Grace  is  a  plant,  Where'er  it  grows. 
Of  pure  and  heavenly  root : 
But  fairest  in  the  youngest  shows. 

And  yields  the  sweetest  firuit.  Coioper. 

A  lovelier  nymph  the  pencil  never  drew  ; 
For  the  fond  graces  form'd  her  easy  mien. 
And  heaven's  soft  azure  in  her  eye  was  seen.  Kayley. 

A  foot  more  light,  a  step  more  true, 

19'e'er  from  the  heath-flower  dash'd  the  dew.  8coit,  Z.  qf  Z.18. 
l^e's  wing  but  seem'd,  in  stealing  o'er, 
To  leave  her  lovelier  than  before.  Moore. 

Her  grace  of  motion  and  of  look,  the  smooth 
And  swimming  majesty  of  step  and  tread. 
The  symmetry  ci  K>rm  and  feature,  set 
The  soul  afloat,  even  like  delicious  airs 
Of  flute  and  harp.  Dean  Milman, 

9BABK  BETOBS  MEAT— m^  Digsstioii,  Dinner. 
A  good  digestion  to  you  all :  and,  once  fliore, 
I  shower  a  welcome  on  you ;  welcome  all.  8k.  Sen.  vin.  i.  4. 

Some  hae  meat  that  canna  eat ; 

And  some  would  eat  that  want  it ; 

But  we  hae  meat,  and  we  can  eat, 

Sae  let  the  Lord  be  thank  it.         Bums,  Grace  h^re  Meat. 
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284  GlUMlLUt— OBAIH. 

qRAiniAll— Wat  Parti  of  SpeMh. 
Three  little  words  you  often  nee. 
Are  article* — a,  an,  and  the ; 
A  noun*M  the  name  of  anything. 
As  school,  or  garden,  hoop,  or  swing; 
Adjectives  tell  the  land  of  noon. 
As  great,  small,  pretty,  white  or  brown ; 
Instead  of  nonns  ihe  pronouns  stand" 
Her  head,  his  face,  ]^our  arm,  mj  hand ; 
Verbs  tell  of  sometmng  to  be  done. 
To  read,  count,  sing,  langh,  jnmp»  or  nm ; 
How  things  are  done  the  advert  tell. 
As  slowly,  qniokly,  ill,  or  well  I 
Conjunctions  join  the  words  together. 
As  men  and  women,  wind  or  weather ; 
The  jMyposition  stands  before 
A  noun,  as  in,  or  through  a  door ; 
The  interjection  shows  surprise. 
As  Oh !  how  pretty,  Ah  I  now  wise ; 
The  whole  are  called  nine  parts  qfepeeek. 
Which  reading,  writing,  speaking  teachu  America»m 

OBATXTUBS— Mf  IliaakB. 
What  can  1  pay  thee  for  this  noble  uaag^y 
But  grateM  praise  P  So  hear'n  itself  is  paid  I  Bowe,TemerL 

He  that  hath  nature  in  him,  must  be  grateful ; 

'Tis  the  Creator's  primary  great  law 

That  links  the  cham  of  beings  to  each  other.  Mddd&n,TkamieL 

To  the  generous  mind 
The  heayiest  debt  is  that  of  gratitude. 
When  'tis  not  in  our  power  to  repay  it.    ^MiKib,  JfaHlda, 

Sweet  is  the  breath  of  remal  shower. 

The  bee's  collected  treasures  sweet, 

Sweet  music's  mdtinfl;  fall,  but  sweeter  yet 

The  still  small  peace  o?  gratitude.  Or<^,  Ode  rn.  5. 

OUAYE-^M  Death. 
An  old  man,  broken  with  the  storms  of  state. 
Is  come  to  lay  his  wearr  bones  among  ye, 
Give  him  a  little  earth  tor  charity.  8k,  Hen.  vm,  it.  S. 

One  destin'd  period  men  in  common  have. 
The  great,  the  base,  the  cowurd,  and  the  brare. 
All  good  alike  for  worms,  oompaniozis  in  the  grave. 

Zansdowne  on  Death* 
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I  enTY  not  such  grares  as  ialce  H]^  room. 
Merely  with  jet  and  porphyry ;  since  a  tomb 
Adds  no  desert ;  wisdom,  thou  thing  divine, 
Conyert  my  humble  sonl  into  thy  s£rine  ; 
And  then  this  body^  though  it  want  a  stone, 
Shall  dignify  all  places  where  'tis  thrown. 
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F.  Oshonte. 


The  graye,  dread  thing  I 
Men  sluyer  when  thou'rt  named :  Natare  appall'd, 
Shakes  •ff  her  wonted  finnness.  jBlair,  Qravy  9. 

Here  all  the  mighty  tronblers  of  the  earth* 
Who  swam  to  soy'reign  mle  through  seas  of  blood ; 
Th'  oppressiye,  stardy,  man-destroying  yillains. 
Who  rayag'd  kingdoms,  and  laid  empires  waste. 
And  in  a  cruel  wantonness  of  power 
Thinn'd  states  of  half  their  people,  and  gaye  up 
To  want  the  rest ;  now,  like  a  storm  that's  spent» 
lie  huah'd.  Blair,  Grave,  209. 

Under  gromid 
Precedency's  a  jest ;  yassal  and  lord. 

Grossly  familiar,  side  by  side  consume.     BUwTf  Grave,  230. 
When  self  esteem,  or  oUier's  adulation, 
Would  conningly  perssade  ns  we  were  something 
Abore  the  common  leyel  of  our  kind ; 
The  graye  gainsays  the  smooth  oomplexion'd  flattery, 
And  with  bmnt  trath  acquaints  ns  what  we  are. 

Blair,  Chraoe,  233. 
Here  the  overloaded  slaye  flings  down  his  bnrden 
From  his  ^Ul'd  shoulders ;  and  when  tiie  stem  tyrant. 
With  idl  his  guards  and  tools  of  power  about  him, 
Is  meditating  new,  unheard-of  hardships. 
Mocks  his  short  arm,  and,  quick  as  thought,  espapes 
Where  tyrants  yez  not,  and  the  weaiy  rest.  J9Ur,  Grace,  504. 
There  is  a  calm  for  those  who  weep, 
A  rest  for  weary  pilgrims  found. 
They  softly  lie  and  sweetly  sleep 
Low  in  the  ground. 

Our  liyes  are  riyera,  sliding  free 

To  that  un£B^om'd^  bouncQess  sea. 

The  silent  graye ! 

Thither  all  earthly  pomp  and  boast 

JEUiU,  to  be  swallow  d  up  and  lost 

In  one  dark  waye.  Longfellow,  Poenu. 


Jamee  Mowigomer^. 
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236  o&AYE — aiiEiLTirBss. 

I  like  that  ancient  Saxon  plurase  wHch  calla 

The  bturial-groimd,  God's  Acre !    It  is  just ; 

It  consecrates  each  grave  within  its  walls, 

And  breathes  a  benison  o'er  the  sleeping  dost. 

Into  its  fnrrows  shall  we  all  be  cast. 

In  the  sure  faith  that  we  shall  rise  as^ain 

At  the  ^at  harvest,  when  the  Archangel's  blast 

Shall  winnow,  like  a  fan,  the  chaff  and  grain.        Longfellom'. 

Art  is  long,  and  time  is  fleeting. 

And  our  hearts,  though  stout  and  brave, 

Still,  like  muffled  dnuns,  are  beating 

Funeral  marches  to  the  grave.  Zongfisllow. 

0BBATHX88— JM  Ani]>ltion,  Authority,  Varswell,  Honour. 

Some  are  bom  great,  some  achieve  greatness, 
And  some  have  greatness  thrust  upon  them.   8h,  T,  N.  ii.  5. 
Could  great  men  thunder 

As  Jove  himself  does,  Jove  would  ne'er  be  quiet. 

For  every  pelting,  petty  officer 

Would  use  his  heaven  for  thunder ;  nothing  but  thunder. 

8k.M,forM.u.2. 
Great  men  may  jest  with  saints  :  'tis  wit  in  them* 
But  in  the  less,  foul  profanation. 
That  in  the  captain's  but  a  choleric  word. 
Which  in  the  soldier  is  flat  blasphemy.     8k.  M.fbr  M.  n.  2. 

Heaven  knows,  I  had  no  such  intent ; 
But  that  necessity  so  bow'd  the  state. 
That  I  and  greatness  were  compell'd  to  kiss.  8h.  H,  iv.2,  ni.I. 
Small  curs  are  not  regarded  when  they  grin ; 
But  great  men  tremble,  when  the  lion  roars.  8k.  S.  VL  2,nT.l. 
'Tis  certain,  greatness,  once  fallen  out  with  fortune. 
Must  fall  out  with  men  too.    What  the  declined  is. 
He  shall  as  soon  read  in  the  eyes  of  others. 
As  feel  in  his  own  fall ;  for  men,  like  butterflies, 
Show  not  their  mealy  wings  but  to  the  summer. 

8h.  Troil.  III.  3. 
Why,  man,  he  doth  bestride  the  narrow  world 
Like  a  Colossus  ;  and  we  petty  men 
Walk  under  his  hu^e  legs,  and  peep  about 
To  find  ourselves  dishonourable  graves.  8k.  Jul.  C,  i.  2. 

Eightly  to  be  great, 
Is,  not  to  stir  without  great  argument ; 
But  greatly  to  find  quarrel  in  a  straw. 
When  honour's  at  the  stake.  8k.  Ham.  it.  4. 
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The  mightier  man,  the  mightier  is  the  thing 

That  makes  him  honoured,  or  begets  him  hate  ; 

For  greatest  scandal  waits  on  present  state. 

The  moon,  being  clonded,  presently  is  missed. 

Bat  little  stars  mar  hide  them  when  tiiej  list. 

The  erow  maj-  batne  his  coal-black  wings  in  mire. 

And  onperoeiTed  flj  with  the  £lth  awa^ , 

Bat  if  the  like  the  snow-white  swan  desire, 

Tlie  stain  upon  his  silrer  down  will  stay.  8k.  B.  qfLuc,  1004» 

Greatness,  with  piirate  men 
Ssteem'd  a  blessing,  is  to  mo  a  corse ; 
And  we,  whom  from  our  high  births  tiiiej  conclude 
The  only  freemen,  are  the  only  slaves. 
Happy  the  golden  mean.  MasHnger, 

At  whose  si^ht  all  the  stars 
Hide  their  diminisned  heads.  MUton,  P.  X.  it.  34. 

Greatness,  thou  gaudy  torment  of  our  souls. 

The  wise  man's  ^tter,  and  the  rage  of  fools.      Otway,  AIM, 

A  braye  man  struggling  with  the  storms  of  fate. 

And  greatly  falhng  with  a  falling  state.  Fope,Prol.  to  Ad,  Oato* 

Teach  me,  like  thee,  in  yarious  nature  wise. 

To  fall  with  dignity,  with  temper  rise  ; 

Form'd  by  the  conyerse,  happily  to  steer 

From  grare  to  gay,  from  liyely  to  seyere.  Pope,  E.  M.  377-380. 

What  is  station  high  P 
'TIS  a  proud  mendicant ;  it  boasts,  and  begs ; 
It  begs  an  alms  of  homage  from  the  throng. 
And  oft  the  throng  denies  its  charily.  Young,  N,  T.  6. 

Tismeet 
The  great  should  haye  the  fame  of  happiness, 
The  consolation  of  a  little  enyy ; 
"Tie  aU  their  pay  for  those  superior  cares, 
Those  pangs  ot  heart,  their  yassals  ne'er  can  feel. 

Toungy  Brothen,  l.  L 
He,  who  ascends  to  mountain-tops,  shall  find 
Their  loftiest  peaks  most  wrapt  m  clouds  of  snow ; 
He,  who  surpasses  or  subdues  mankind, 
Most  look  down  on  the  hate  of  those  below. 
The'  far  above  the  sun  of  gloir  glow. 
And  far  beneath  the  earth  and  ocean  spread. 
Bound  him  are  icy  rocks,  and  loudly  blow 
Contending  tempests  on  his  naked  head.  Byron,  C,  JS*.  zn.  46. 
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CnSAIRSS — canimtud. 

In  jojB,  in  grief,  in  trimnplis,  in  retreat, 

Greafc  always,  witkoat  aiming  to  be  great. 

Botcommon,  Dr.  CMwoad  to  the  Sttrl, 
Authority ! 

Thj  worsliipp'd  symbolB  round  a  yillun's  trunk 

Invoke  men's  mockery,  not  their  reTerence. 

Jepkton,  Bragataa, 

The  power  to  gire  creates  ns  oft  our  foes  : 

Where  many  seek  for  favour,  few  can  find  it : 

Each  thinks  he  merits  all  that  he  can  ask ; 

And,  disappointed,  wonders  at  repulse ; 

Wonders  awhile,  and  then  sits  down  in  hate.  Fnwde^PhihUu. 

Greatness  in  sway  of  state  gives  wings  t'  aspire  I 

Advancement  feeds  ambition  with  desire. 

MirTorfar  MagUiraisi, 
0BEBOX. 

Clime  of  the  unf orgotten  brave  I 

Whose  land,  from  plain  to  mountain-cave. 

Was  Freedom's  home,  or  Glory's  grave ; 

Shrine  of  the  mighty  I  can  it  be. 

That  this  is  all  remains  of  thee  f  B^fron,  Oitumr, 

The  mountains  look  on  Marathon— 

And  Marathon  looks  on  the  sea ; 

And  musing  there  an  hour  alone, 

I  dream'd  wat  Greece  may  still  be  free.  Byron,  2).  J.  in.  89. 

Fair  Greece  !  sad  relic  of  departed  worth  I 

Immortal,  though  no  more ;  though  fallen,  great ! 

Byron,  Ch.  JET.  ii.  73. 
CnUDUUfiBB— M»  Oluttoay. 

Those  that  much  covet,  are  with  jjain  so  fond. 

That  what  they  have  not,  that  which  they  possess, 

They  scatter  and  unloose  it  from  their  bond. 

And  so,  by  hoping  more,  they  have  but  less ; 

Or,  gaining  more,  the  profit  of  excess 

Is  but  to  surfeit,  and  such  griefs  sustain. 

That  they  prove  bankrupt  in  this  poor-rich  gain.  8k,RjifL.lZi, 

We  gape,  we  grasp,  we  gripe,  add  store  to  store ; 

Enougn  requires  too  much ;  too  much  craves  more. 

Qiutrlei,  2,  n.  7. 

Man's  heart  eats  all  things,  and  is  hungry  still — 

"  More !  more  I"  the  glutton  cries  for  something  new ; 

So  rases  appetite ;  if  man  can't  mount 

He  wul  descend.  Youmg* 
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hati. 

Mj  salad  days ; 
When  I  was  green  in  judgment.  Sk.  Ani»  4*  CUop.  i.  5. 

Beside,  'tis  known  he  comld  speak  Greek, 

As  nstonllj  as  pigs  do  sqneak.  BtUler,  Hud.  1,  x.  61. 

He  Greek  and  Latin  speaks  with  greater  ease 
Than  hogs  eat  aooms,  and  tame  pigeons  peas. 

Crat^l^s  Pamegjfrie  on  T^m  Ooriate. 

CQUIF— M»  CsBselattwi,  Sofitnr,  Ttezs,  WtsflBg. 
Let  ns  not  hnrthen  our  remembrance 
With  heaviness  that's  gone.  8k.  Ttmp,  t.  i. 

Ereijone  can  master  a  grief  hut  he  that  has  it.  8h,M.Aio,Ta^, 

Weep  I  cannot ; 
Bat  my  heart  bleeds.  8k.  WimU  T.  m.  8. 

What's  gone,  and  what's  past  help, 

Should  be  past  grief.  8k.  Wtni.  T.  m.  2. 

A  hearier  task  could  not  have  been  impos'd. 

Than  I  to  speak  my  griefs  unspeakable.        8k.  Com.  E.  i.  I. 

0, 1  could  play  the  woman  with  mine  eyes. 

And  braggart  with  my  tongue !  ^.  MaeMk,  rr.  8. 

Sack  substance  of  a  grief  hath  twenty  shadows, 

Whidi  diow  like  grief  itself,  but  are  not  so : 

^^Bonow's  ejre  glazed  with  blinding  tears, 

Dirides  one  thmg  entire  to  many  objects.    8k.  Bick.  n.  n.  2. 

^    ^  Of  comfort  no  man  can  speak ; 

^js  talk  of  grayes,  and  worms,  and  epitaphs, 

S^e  dust  our  paper,  and  with  rainy  eyes 

"^^  sorrow  on  the  bosom  of  the  earth.   8k.  Siek.  n.  iii.  2. 

My  grief  lies  all  within ; 
^    -Ahese  extemiu  manners  of  laments 
/g/^  -^cmffteXj  shadows  of  the  unseen  grief 
.  ^^-ft^     swells  with  silence  in  the  tortured  soul ; 
^^:^n0  lies  the  substance.  8k.  Riek.  //.  ly.  L 

The  tempest  in  my  mind 
j^^^-^Jt^^  from  my  senses  take  all  feeling  else, 
^g^r^^^^   what  beats  there.  &k.  Lear,  iii.  4. 

^«>rse»ow,  like  a  heary-hanging  bell, 

0'X»>«^^  set  on  ringing,  with  his  own  weight  goes ; 

t^^^2  little  strength  rings  out  the  dolefulkndl.  Sk.B,(^L.l4»B. 
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Some  grief  bIiowb  mncli  of  loTe, 
Bat  much  of  grief  shows  still  some  want  of  wit.  8k.  Bam.  m.  6. 

Ton  see  me  here,  yon  gods,  a  poor  old  man, 

As  full  of  grief  as  age ;  wretched  in  both.        3h.  Lear,  ii.  4. 

She  shook 
The  holy  water  from  her  heaTeuly  eyes, 
And  then  retired,  to  deal  with  gnef  alone.      8k»  Lear,  rr.  3. 

Why,  let  the  stricken  deer  go  weep, 

The  hart  ungalled  play : 

For  some  must  watch,  while  some  mast  sleep ; 

So  runs  the  world  away.  Sk,  Sam.  iii.  2. 

What  is  he,  whose  grief 
Bears  saoh  an  emphasis  P  whose  phrase  of  sorrow 
Conjures  the  wand'ring  stars,  and  makes  them  stand 
Like  wonder-woilnded  hearers  P  Sh.  Sam.  t.  1. 

When  remedies  are  past,  the  grieft  are  ended.    Sk.  Otk.  x.  3. 

The  robb'd  that  smiles,  steals  something  from  the  thief; 
He  robs  himself,  that  spends  a  bootless  grief.     Sk.  Otk.  i.  3. 

Grief  hath  two  tongues ;  and  ncTer  woman  yet 
Could  rule  them  both,  without  ten  women's  wit. 

Sk.  Yen.  ^  Ad.  1007. 
Tears  ^ui^kly  dry ;  griefs  will  in  time  decay : 
A  clear  wiU  come  after  a  cloudy  day.         Serriok,  Apk.  240. 

What  need  a  man  forestall  his  date  of  grief, 

And  run  to  meet  what  he  would  most  avoid  P  MiUon  Com.  362. 

I  am  dumb  as  solemn  sorrow  ought  to  be ; 

Could  my  griefs  speak,  the  tale  would  hare  no  end« 

Otioay,  Caius  Mariut. 

Oh  I  nothing  now  can  please  me  : 
Darkness  and  solitude,  and  sighs,  and  tears. 
And  all  the  inseparable  train  of  griefs 
Attend  my  steps  for  oyer.  Dryden,  Amj>kitfyan. 

My  soul  lies  hid  in  shades  of  grief. 
Whence,  like  the  bird  of  night,  with  half-shut  eyes. 
She  peeps  and  sickens  at  the  sight  of  day.  Dryden,Riv.Ladi€$, 

O  peaceM  solitude  I 
Here  all  things  smile,  and  in  sweet  concert  join— • 
All  but  my  thouf;hts,  that  still  are  out  of  tune, 
And  break,  like  jarring  strings,  the  harmony.  TaU,  Loy.  Gem, 
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OIBF — coniimietL 
O,  take  me  in  a  fellow-mourner  wiih  thee ; 
111  number  groan  for jproan,  and  tear  for  tear; 
And  when  the  fountains  of  thy  eyes  are  dry. 
Mine  shall  supply  the  stream,  and  weep  for  both  I 

Jiatoe,  Fair  Peniteui, 

The  stream  of  gnef  bears  hard  upon  his  youth, 

And  bends  him,  like  a  drooping  flower,  to  earth.  lb,  Fair  Pen, 

That  eatinff  canker  grief,  with  wasteful  spite. 

Preys  on  the  rosy  bloom  of  youth  and  beauty.  Jh,  Amh,  Stepm. 

She  never  sees  the  sun,  but  through  her  tears ; 

And  wakes  to  sigh  the  Hye-long  nights  away.  lb,  Jane  Sk,  y.l. 

A  soul  exasperated  in  ills,  falls  out 

With  everything,  its  friend,  itself.  Addison,  Cato. 

How  vain  all  outward  effort  to  supply 

The  soul  with  joy  I    The  noontide  sun  is  dark, 

And  music  discord,  when  the  heart  is  low.  Young,  Broth,  ii.  1. 

Who  fails  to  grieve,  when  just  occasion  calls. 

Or  grieves  too  much,  deserves  not  to  be  blest — 

Tnhnman  or  effeminate  his  heart.  Young,  N,  T.  9. 

So  many  great 
Illustrious  spirits  have  convers'd  with  woe, 
Ha^e  in  her  school  been  taught,  as  are  enough 
To  consecrate  distress,  and  make  ambition 
Iiv'n  wish  the  firown  beyond  the  smile  of  fortune. 

Thomson,  Sophonisha,  i.  4. 

Tis  impotent  to  grieve  for  what  is  past, 

And  unavailing  to  exclaim.  Havard,  Scanderheg, 

Whole  years  of  joy  glide  unperceived  away, 

While  sorrow  counts  the  moments  as  they  pass.  lb, 

8tin  o'er  these  scenes  my  memory  wakes 

And  fondly  broods  with  miser-care ; 

Time  but  th'  impression  deeper  makes, 

As  streams  their  channels  deeper  wear!  Burnt, 

Chief  should  be  the  instructor  of  the  wise  ; 

Sorrow  is  knowledge :  thev  who  know  the  most 

Mast  mourn  the  deepest  o  er  the  fatal  truth, 

The  Tree  of  Knowledge  is  not  that  of  Life.    Byron,  Man,  1. 1. 

No  words  suffice  the  secret  soul  to  show. 
For  truth  denies  all  eloquence  to  woe.    Bgron,  Coreair,  iii.  22. 
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Upon  her  face  there  was  the  tint  of  fneft 

The  settled  shadow  of  aa  inward  strife. 

And  an  nnqoiet  drooping  of  the  eye, 

As  if  its  lid  were  charged  with  nnshed  tears.    Bjfnn^  Dream. 

There  comes 
For  ever  something  between  ns  and  what 
We  deem  our  happiness.  Bjfron,  Sardanapalus. 

Alas  1  the  breast  that  inly  bleeds, 
Hath  nought  to  dread  from  outward  blow : 
Who  falls  from  all  he  knows  of  bliss, 
Cares  litUe  into  what  abyss.  Byron,  Giaour. 

Nature  hath  assigned 
Two  sovereign  remedies  for  human  grief; 
Beligion,  sweetest,  firmest,  first,  and  best, 
Strength  to  the  weak,  and  to  the  wounded  balm ; 
And  strenuous  action  next.  Soutkey, 

Half  of  the  ills  we  hoard  within  our  hearts 
Are  ills  because  we  hoard  them.      Proctor,  Mirandola,  it.  i. 
No  future  hour  can  rend  my  heart  like  this. 
Save  Uiat  which  breaks  it.  Maturin,  Bertram,  ui,  2, 

A  malady 

Prejrs  on  my  heart  that  med'cine  can  not  reach, 

Invisible  and  cureless.  lb.  rv.  2. 

Heaven  oft  in  mercy  smiles  ev'n  when  the  blow 

Severest  is.  Joanna  Bailiie,  Orra, 

GBITDOB. 

If  I  can  catch  him  once  upon  the  hip, 

I  will  feed  fat  the  ancient  grudge  I  bear  him.  8h,  M,  of  F.i.S. 
OBTnCBXJVG'Mf  Cknaplaint 

Who  nothing  has  to  lose,  the  war  bewails  ; 

And  he  who  nothing  pays,  at  taxes  rails.  Congreve. 

otTBns. 

Unbidden  guests 
Are  often  welcomest  when  they  are  gone.  8h,  Hen,  VL  1,  ii.  2. 
For  I  who  hold  sa^e  Homer's  rule  the  best. 
Welcome  the  coming,  speed  the  going  guest. 

Pope,  Imit.  qf  Horace,  2,  ii.  159. 
OVUT— «M  CoBseienee,  Crime. 

Who  has  a  breast  so  pure, 
But  some  uncleanly  apprehensions 
Keep  leets,  and  law-dm,  and  in  session  sit 
With  meditations  lawM.  Sk.  Otk.  iii.  3. 
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QUTLT — eaniittufd, 

Cruiltmess  will  speak  though  tongaes  were  out  of  use. 

Sh.  0th.  T.  L 
Ouilt  is  the  source  of  sottow  ;  'tis  the  fiend, 
Th'  aren^g  fiend  that  follows  us  behind 
"With  whips  and  stings.  JEtowe, 

Let  no  man  trust  the  first  false  step 
Of  guilt ;  it  hangs  npNon  a  precipice, 
WlioTO  steep  descent  in  last  perdition  ends.  Yaun^f^iuiru, ly,  !• 

He  that  acts  unjustly, 
Xs  the  wont  rebel  to  himself,  and  tho'  now 
.Ambition's  trumpet  to  the  drum  of  power, 
B£ay  drown  the  soundB,  yet  conscience  will  one  day 
Speak  louder  to  him.  Savard,  Xing  Charles  i. 

The  gpulty  mind 
X>ebaaes  the  great  image  that  it  wears. 
And  lerels  ua  with  brutes.  Savard,  Seanderheg. 

Such  is  the  fate  of  guilt,  to  make  slaves  tools. 

And  then  to  make  ^m  masters — by  our  secrets.  Ih.  BegtUus. 

"When  haughty  guilt  exults  with,  impious  joy, 

Histake  sludl  olast,  or  accident  destroy ; 

"Weak  man  with  erring  rage  may  throw  the  dart, 

!But  heaven  shall  guide  it  to  the  guilty  heart.       Dr.  Johnson, 

How  pdlU  once  harbour'd  in  the  conscious  breast, 

Intimidates  the  brave,  degrades  the  great  1  lb.  Irene. 

Sut  many  a  crime,  deemed  innocent  on  earth. 

Is  registered  in  Heaven ;  and  these,  no  doubt. 

Have  each  their  record,  with  a  curse  annez'd. 

Coioper,  Task,  vi.  439. 

Thou  need'st  not  answer;  thv  confession  speaks 

Already  redd'ning  in  thy  guilly  cheeks.  Byron,  Corsair, 

To  what  gulphs 
A  single  deviation  from  the  track 
Of  human  duties  leads  even  those  who  claim 
The  homage  of  mankind  as  their  bom  due. 
And  find  it,  tiU  they  forfeit  it  themselves.       Bgron,  Sardan. 

B  2 
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SABIT-4iM  Custom. 

All  habits  gather  by  unseen  degrees. 

As  brooks  make  rivers,  rivers  ran  to  seas.  Dryden^  Ovid,  xr. 

My  very  chains  and  I  grew  friends, 

80  much  a  long  communion  tends 

To  make  us  wlmt  we  are ;  even  I 

Begain'd  my  freedom  with  a  sigh.     B^ron,  Prit.  nf  CkiUon. 

Small  habits  well  pursued  betimes, 

May  reach  the  dignity  of  crimes.  .  jET.  Mare,  the  Bat  Bin. 
HADt— Mtf  Tresses. 

She  knows  her  man,  and  when  you  rant  and  swear, 

Can  draw  you  to  her  with  a  single  hair.  Dry  den,  freim  Feniut. 
Her  hair 

In  ringlets  rather  dark  than  fair. 

Does  down  her  ivory  bosom  roll, 

And  hiding  half  adorns  the  whole.  Prior, 

EAVGnre. 

Gro,  ^o,  be  gone,  to  save  your  ship  from  wreck ; 
Which  cannot  perish,  having  thee  on  board, 
Being  destined  to  a  drier  death  on  shore.       Sk.  Tioo  0. 1. 1. 
EAFPIHSSS. 
O,  how  bitter  a  thing  it  is  to  look 

Into  happiness  through  another  man's  eyes !  8L  Am  Y.  L,  t.2. 
Happy » in  that  we  are  notX>ver-happy : 
On  fortune's  cap  we  are  not  the  very  button.   8h.  Ham.  n.  S. 
They  live  too  long,  who  happiness  outlive  : 
For  life  and  death  are  things  indifferent ; 
Each  to  be  chose,  as  either  brings  content.  Dryden,  Ind,  Bmp. 
Fiz'd  to  no  spot  is  happiness  sincere, 
'Tis  no  where  to  be  found,  or  evexy  where.  Pope,  B.M,  xv.  16. 
Beware  what  earth  calls  happiness  ;  beware 
All  jovs  but  joys  that  never  can  expire  ; 
Who  Duilds  on  less  than  an  inunoital  base. 
Fond  as  he  seems,  condemns  lus  joys  to  death.  Younff,  N.  T,  v. 
The  hanpy  have  whole  days,  and  those  they  choose  ; 
The  uimappy  have  but  hours,  and  those  they  lose. 

Cibber,  Double  Gallant,  V.  1. 
Our  aim  is  happiness,  'tis  yours,  'tis  mine, 
He  said,  'twas  the  pursuit  of  all  that  live  ; 
Yet  few  attain  it,  ir  'twas  e'er  attained. 
But  they  the  widest  wander  from  the  mark. 
Who  through  the  flowery  path  of  sauntering  joy 
Seek  this  coy  goddess  ;  that  from  stage  to  stage 
Invites  us  still,  but  shifts  as  wej^xLnue.Armitrong,A.P.Ksf» 
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If  solid  happiness  we  prize. 

Within  our  Dreast  this  jewel  lies, 

And  they  are  fools  who  roam  ; 

The  world  has  nothing  to  bestow, — 

From  our  own  selres  onr  joys  must  flow. 

And  iJiat  dear  hut  our  home.  Cotton,  Firende,  3. 

True  happiness  is  not  the  growth  of  earth. 

The  soil  is  fruitless  if  you  seek  it  there  : 

'Tis  an  exotic  of  celestial  birth. 

And  never  blooms  but  in  celestial  air.  B,  B.  Sheridan, 

All  who  joy  would  win 

Must  share  it— happiness  was  bom  a  twin.  Byron,  D.  J,  ii.l72. 
It  is  ever  thus  with  happiness  : 

It  is  ihe  gay  to-morrow  of  the  mind 

That  neyer  comes.  Proetor,  JIdtrandola,  iii.  1. 

AH  look  for  happiness  beneath  the  sun. 

And  each  expects  what  God  has  given  to  none.  Mrs.  Norton. 
HAFPT  KEDIUlt 

He  knows  to  live  who  keeps  the'  middle  state. 

And  neither  leans  on  this  side  nor  on  that.  Fope,  Hor,  2,  ii.61. 
HABYE8T. 

Then  glory  to  the  ste^ 

That  shines  in  the  reaper's  hand  ; 

And  thanks  to  God,  wno  has  bless'd  the  sod, 

And  crowns  the  harvest  land  I  Eliza  Cook. 

HA8CE. 

Farewell ;  and  let  your  haste  commend  your  duty. 

Sh,  Ram.  i.  2. 

Haste  thee,  l^ymph,  and  bring  with  thee 

Jest  and  youthiur jollity, 


Qiiips  and  cranks,  and  wanton  wiles, 


and  becks,  and  wreathed  smiles.  Milton,  L* Allegro,  25. 
Festina  lente,  not  too  fast ; 
For  haste,  the  proverb  says,  makes  waste.^v^^,  Jr«i.iii.ll55. 
Bunning  together  all  about. 
The  servants  put  each  other  out. 
Till  the  great  master  had  decreed, 
The  more  haste,  ever  the  worst  speed.      Ckurehill,  Ohost,  iv. 

HA1X — HATBED— M0  DefiaaM. 

I'll  not  be  made  a  soft  and  dull-ey'd  fool, 

To  shake  the  head,  relent,  and  sigh,  and  yield 

To  Christian  intercessors.  Sh.  M.  qf  Yen.  iii.  3. 
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HATB,  BJLTBJSD—MtUinucd, 
You  TOW,  and  swear,  and  snperpraise  my  parts, 
When,  I  am  sure,  yon  hate  me  in  your  hearts.  8h,  3f.  N.  m  J. 

Wonld  he  were  wasted,  marrow,  bones,  and  all. 
That  from  his  loins  no  honefbl  branch  mav  spring. 
To  cross  me  from  the  golaen  time  I  look  for  I 

Sh.  Ben.  vi.  3,  m.  2. 

Cancel  his  bond  of  life,  dear  God,  I  pray, 

That  I  may  live  to  say,  the  dog  is  dead !   8L  Bich.  in,  it.  4 

I  do  lore  thee  so. 
That  I  will  shortly  send  iJiy  sonl  to  heaven. 
If  heaven  will  take  the  present  at  our  hands.  lb,  Siek,  m,  1. 1. 

For  thy  part,  I  do  wish  thou  wert  a  dog, 

That  I  might  bre  thee  something.  8h,  2f  jnoa,  iv.  3. 

Had  I  power,  I  should 
Pour  the  sweet  milk  of  concord  into  hell, 
Uproar  the  uniyersal  peace,  confound 
AU  unity  on  earth.  Sh,  Maeb.  it.  3. 

It  is  the  wit,  the  policy  of  sin, 

To  hate  those  men  we  have  abused.  Davenani,  Jfui  liaUaH. 
1  know  thee  not,  nor  ever  saw  till  now 
Sight  more  detestable  than  him  and  thee.  MHion^  P.  X.  II.746. 

Never  can  true  reconcilement  grow 
Where  wounds  of  deadly  hate  have  pierc'd  so  deep. 

MUton,  P.  Z.  IV.  98. 
I  see  thou  art  implacable,  more  deaf 
To  pray'rs,  than  winds  and  seas ;  yet  winds  to  seas 
Are  reconcil'd  at  length,  and  sea  to  shore : 
Thy  anger,  unappeasable,  still  rages, 

Eternal  tempest  never  to  be  cahn'd.  Milton,  SatMon  Agonities» 
Ejected  out  of  church  and  state, 
And  ail  things  but  the  people's  hate.  Builer,  Su*i. 

I  had  much  rather  see 
A  crested  dragon,  or  a  basilisk ; 

Both  are  less  poison  to  my  eyes  and  nature.  Dryden,  Don  Seh. 
He  is  my  bane,  I  cannot  bear  him  ; 
One  heaven  and  earth  can  never  hold  us  both ; 
Still  shall  we  hate,  and  with  defiance  deadly 
Seen  rage  alive,  till  one  be  lost  for  ever  : 
As  it  two  suns  should  meet  in  one  meridian. 
And  strive  in  fiery  combat  for  the  passage.  Rome,  Tamerlane, 
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Hearen  has  no  rage  like  lore  to  hatred  tnm'd, 

Nor  hell  a  fury  like  a  woman  soom'd.  Congrwey  M,  Br.  in.  1. 

Offend  her,  and  she  knows  not  to  forgire ; 

Oblige  her,  and  she'll  hate  jon  while  yon  lire.  Pop€. 

Disgust  conceal'd 

Is  oft-times  proof  of  wisdom,  when  the  fault 

Is  obstinate,  and  cure  beyond  oar  reach.  CowpcTf  Tath,  m.  38. 

They  did  not  know  how  hate  can  bum 

In  hearts  once  changed  from  soft  to  stem ; 

Nor  all  the  false  and  &tal  seal 

The  convert  of  reyenge  can  feeL        Byron,  Siege  •/  Ckrintk. 
There  is  no  passion 

More  spectral  or  fantastical  than  hate ;  ^ 

Not  eren  its  opp'site,  love,  so  peoples  air 

With  phantoms,  as  this  madness  of  the  heart.  lb.  7\ooIhteari, 

There  was  a  laughing  deyil  in  his  sneer. 

That  rais'd  emotions  both  of  rage  and  fear ; 

And  where  his  frown  of  hatred  darkly  feU, 

Hope  withering  fled,  and  mercy  sigh'dfarewell!  lb,  Corsth  i.  Ol 

Now  hatred  is  by  far  the  l<Higest  pleasure ; 

Men  loye  in  haste,  but  they  ^test  at  leisure.  Bgron,DJ'.l^6, 
HAmSOBV. 

The  hawthorn  bush,  with  seats  beneath  the  shade. 

For  talkiiig  age  and  whispering  loyers  made. 

Gold9mUh,  Dei.  ViL  13. 
HAZAUTI— ^fiw  Chaaee,  Oovra|re,  Bating. 

I  haye  set  my  life  upon  a  cast, 

And  I  will  stand  the  hazard  of  the  die.        8k.  Bick.m.y.^ 
HZALTH. 

Th'  ingredients  of  health  and  long  life  are 

Great  temperance,  open  air. 

Easy  labour,  little  care.  Sir  Thilip  Sidneg. 

Health  is  no  ether,  as  the  learned  hold, 

But  a  just  measure  botib  of  heat  and  cold.  Herriohf  Aph.  192. 

Nor  loye,  nor  honour,  wealth,  nor  power. 

Can  giye  the  heart  a  cheerfiil  hour 

When  health  is  lost.    Be  timely  wise  ; 

With  health  all  taste  of  pleasure  flies.  Qag,  Fable  i.  31. 

Season's  whole  pleasure,  all  the  joys  of  sense, 

Lie  in  three  words,  health,  peace,  and  competence. 

But  health  consists  with  tem^rance  alone  ; 

And  peace,  O  Virtue !  peace  is  all  thy  own. 

Bope,  E.  M.  ly.  79-82. 
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Ah !  what  ayail  the  largest  gifts  of  Hear  en. 
When  drooping  health  and  spirits  go  amiss  P 
How  tasteless  then  whatever  can  be  given  I 
Health  is  the  vital  principle  of  bliss. 

And  Exercise  of  health.  J^Qmsan,  Coit.  qf  Ind,  ii.  57. 

EBABT-*M#  BMiit7»  Cruelty,  Love. 

With  every  pleasing,  every  pradent  part, 

Say,  what  can  Chloe  want  P    She  wants  a  heart. 

Pope,  M,  JS.  II-  169. 
Heaven's  sovereign  saves  aU  beings  bat  himself. 
That  hideons  sight  a  naked  human  heart.    Young,  N,  in.  2^. 

The  heart  is  like  the  sky,  a  part  of  heaven, 

But  chang[e8,  night  and  day  too,  like  the  sl^ : 

Kow  o'er  it  clouds  and  thunder  must  be  driven. 

And  darkness  and  destruction,  as  on  high ; 

But  when  it  hath  been  scorch' d  and  pierc'd  and  riven, 

Its  storms  expire  in  water-drops  ;  the  eye 

Pours  forthi  at  last,  the  heart's  blood  turn'd  to  tears. 

Byron,  2>.  J.  n.  214. 
His  heart  was  one  of  those  which  most  enamour  us. 
Wax  to  receive,  and  marble  to  retain.  Byron,  Beppo,  34. 

The  heart  hath  its  mysterv,  and  who  may  reveal  it ; 
Or  who  ever  read  in  the  depth  of  their  own. 
How  much  we  never  may  speak  of,  yet  feel  it. 
But  even  in  feeling  it,  know  it  unknown  P        L.  JE,  London^ 

Thev  say  he  has  no  heart ;  but  I  deny  it : 

He  nas  a  heart — and  gets  his  speeches  by  it.  &  Bogert, 

Mine  be  the  heart  that  can  itself  defend — 

Hate  to  the  foe,  devotion  to  the  friend !   LytUm,  New  Timon, 

Mj  heart  is  like  a  lonely  bird,  that  sadly  sings. 

Brooding  upon  its  nest  unheard,  with  folded  wings. 

Mrs.  Welby,  (Am.) 
The  flush  of  vouth  soon  passes  from  the  face, 
The  spells  of  fancy  from  the  mind  depart ; 
The  form  may  lose  its  symmetry,  its  grace. 
But  time  can  claim  no  victory  o  er  the  heart.  M.  DinniesiAm.) 
HBATKV — 90$  Firmament,  Frovidenoe. 

Shall  we  serve  heaven 
With  less  respect  than  we  do  minister 
To  our  gross  selves.  8k,  M»for  M,  ii.  2. 

It  is  presumption  in  us,  when 
The  help  of  heaven  we  count  the  act  of  men.  Sh,  All's  W.  ii.  I. 
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HSA.VBI — cotUnmed, 
Heayen  is  above  all  yet ;  there  sits  a  judge 
Tliat  no  kiBg  can  corrdpt.  Sh.  Hen,  vin,  iii.  1. 

Confess  yourself  to  Heaven ; 
Bepent  what's  past ;  avoid  what  is  to  come ; 
And  do  not  spread  the  compost  on  the  weeds 
To  make  them  ranker,  8h,  Ham,  iii.  4. 

Heaven 
Is  as  the  book  of  God  before  thee  set, 
Wherein  to  read  his  wondrous  works.  MilUm,  P.  L,  viii.  67. 

Humble  love, 
And  not  proud  science,  keeps  the  door  of  Heaven ; 
Love  finds  admission  where  proud  science  fails.  Young. 

Heaven  asks  no  surplice  round  the  heart  that  feels, 

And  aU  is  holy  where  devotion  kneels.   O.  W,  Holmei,  (Am,), 


Oh,  many  a  shaft,  at  random  sent, 
Pinds  mark  the  archer  little  meant ; 
And  many  a  word,  at  random  snoken. 
May  soowe  or  wound  a  heart  uiat's  hToken.  8coU,  Lord  qfthe 
EKEUI-HSBITAeS.  [i«^«i  ^-  18« 

"  Yet  doth  he  live  !"  exclaims  th'  impatient  heir. 
And  sighs  for  sables  which  he  must  not  wear.    Byron,  Lara, 

To  heirs  unknown  descends  th'  unguarded  store, 
Or  wanders,  heaven-directed,  to  the  poor.  Fope,  M.  E,  ii.l49. 
HSLL. 
Hen  hath  no  limits,  nor  is  circumscrib'd 
In  one  self-^ace :  but  where  we  are  is  Hell ; 
And  where  Hell  is,  there  must  we  ever  be ; 
And  to  be  short,  when  all  the  world  dissolves, 
And  every  creature  shall  be  purified, 
AU  places  shall  be  Hell  that  are  not  Heaven.  Marlowe,  Faust, 

Divines  and  dying  men  mav  talk  of  hell, 

But  in  my  heart  her  several  torments  dwell.  Sh,  York,  Trag, 

A  dungeon  horrible  on  aU  sides  round 
As  one  great  furnace  flamed ;  yet  from  those  flames 
No  light ;  but  rather  darkness  visible 
Berv'd  oidy  to  discover  sights  of  woe, 
^Regions  ot  sorrow,  doleful  shades,  where  peace 
And  rest  can  never  dweU,  hope  never  comes 
«  That  comes  to  all ;  but  torture  wilJiout  end.  Milton,  P,  L,  1.62. 
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BSLL — continued, 

A  dark 
Illimitable  ocean,  without  bound. 
Without  dimension,  where  length,  breadth,  and  height, 
And  time,  and  place,  are  lost ;  where  eldest  Night 
And  Chaos— ancestor  of  Nature,  hold 
Eternal  anarchy,  amidst  the  noise 
Of  endless  wars,  and  by  confusion  stand.  Ifi/fon,  P.  X.  ii.  891 

Eternal  torments,  baths  of  boiling  sulphur. 

Vicissitude  of  fires,  and  then  of  m>sts«  D/yien* 

To  rest,  the  cushion  and  soft  dean  invite. 

Who  never  mentions  hell  to  ears  polite.    Pope,  M,  E,  it.  149. 

And  bid  him  go  to  Hell,  to  Hell  he  goes.  Jt^knsf^  London,  116. 

Hell  is  paved  with  good  intentions*     BomwoU,  Joknton,  1775. 

Hell  is  a  city  much  like  London— 
A  populous  and  a  smoky  cily ; 
There  are  all  sorts  of  people  undone, 
And  there  is  little  or  no  fun  done  ; 
Small  justice  shown,  and  still  less  pity. 
Lawyers— judffes — old  hobnobbers 
Are  there — ^bamffs — chancellors- 
Bishops— great  and  little  robbers— 
Khymesters— pamphleteers-— stock-jobbers- 
Men  of  gloxy  m  the  wars.  SieUejf,  MtU,  la. 


Juice  of  cursed  hebenon— whose  effeet 
Holds  such  an  enmity  with  blood  of  man. 
That  swift  as  quicksilver  it  courses  through 
The  natural  gates  and  alleys  of  the  body ; 
And,  with  a  sudden  vigour,  it  doth  posset 
And  curd,  like  aim  droppings  into  milk, 
The  thin  and  wholesome  blo<xL  iS4.  Sam.  i.  6. 

HBK-PEOK'B  HU8BAVB. 
Cursed  be  the  man,  tiie  poorest  wretch  in  life, 
The  crouching  vassal  to  the  tjrant  wife. 
Who  has  no  will  but  bv  her  high  permission ; 
Who  has  not  sixpence  out  in  her  possession ; 
Who  must  to  her  his  dear  Mend's  secret  tell ; 
Who  dreads  a  curtain  lecture  worse  than  hell. 
Were  such  the  wife  had  fallen  to  my  part, 
I'd  break  her  spirit,  or  I'd  break  her  heart.  But^u,  Henp.  Euth. 
And  every  married  man  is  certain, 
T'  attend  the  lecture  called  the  curtain.      Lloydy  Ep.  io  J.  S. 
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HEV-PKnro  HUSBAHD-— d0M/«ti«0j. 
But,  O  je  lords  of  ladies  intellectaal ! 
Infonn  us  trolji  haye  they  not  hen-pecked  yon  all  P 

J[)rr<^  2>.  J.  I.  22. 


Far  in  a  wild,  imknown  to  public  yiew. 
From  youth  to  ase  a  reverend  hermit  grew ; 
The  moss  his  bed,  the  care  his  humble  cell, 
'His  food  the  froits,  his  drink  the  crystal  weU, 
Bemote  frcmi  men,  with  God  he  nassed  the  days ; 
Prayer  all  hia  bnsineafr— all  his  vleasore  praise. 

Famen,  The  Herfkit. 
EIB0B8— HXBOIBX. 
For  great  commanders  only  own 
What's  prosperous  by  the  soldier  done.  Butler ^  Hud. 

Prodigious  actions  may  as  well  be  done 

By  wearer's  issue,  as  by  prince's  son.  Dryden,  Abe,  if  Ahit.  u 

Heroes  are  much  the  same,  the  point's  agreed, 

fbrom  Macedonia's  madman  to  the  Swede.  Fope,  JB,  M*  it.  219. 

Let  laurels,  drench'd  in  pure  Parnassian  dews, 

Beward  his  memory,  dear  to  every  muse. 

Who  with  a  courage  of  xmshaken  root, 

In  honour's  field  advancing  his  firm  foot, 

Plants  it  upon  the  line  that  justice  draws, 

And  vrill  prevail  or  perish  in  the  cause.  Cowper. 

I  know  thee  for  a  man  of  many  thoughts, 

And  deeds  of  ffood  and  ill,  extreme  in  both. 

Fatal  and  fated  in  thy  sufierings.         Byron,  Matured,  ii.  2. 

Yea,  honour  decks  the  turf  that  wraps  their  clay.  Byron,  C.  H. 
And  the^  who  for  their  country  die, 
Shan  fill  an  honour'd  srave ; 
For  glory  lights  the  boldier's  tomb, 

Andl)esuty  weeps  the  brave.  J,  B.  Drake. 

To  the  hero,  when  hia  sword 
Has  won  the  battle  for  the  free, 
Death's  voice  sounds  like  a  prophet's  word ; 
And  in  its  hollow  tones  are  heard 

The  tlumks  of  millions  yet  to  be  !  Hallech,  Bozzarts. 

JOSTTAXIOB, 
As  some  faint  pilgrim  standing  on  the  shore. 
First  views  the  torrent  he  would  venture  o'er. 
And  then  his  aim  upon  the  farther  ground. 
Loath  to  wade  through,  yet  leather  to  go  round.        Dryden, 
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He  wonld  not  with,  a  peremptory  tone 

Assert  the  nose  upon  nis  face  Iiis  own ; 

With  hesitation  admirably  slow. 

He  hmnbly  hopes— presumes  it  may  be  so.  Cowper, 

EBSPXRirS. 

O  Hesperus !  thou  brinffest  all  good  things 

Home  to  the  weary,  to  ue  hunger  cheer. 

To  the  young  bird  the  parent's  brooding  wings, 

The  welcome  stall  to  the  o'erlabour'd  steer, 

Whate'er  of  peace  about  our  hearth-stone  clings, 

Whate'er  our  household  gods  protect  of  dear. 

Are  gathered  round  us  by  the  look  of  rest ; 

Thou  bring'st  the  child,  too»  to  the  mother's  breast* 

Byron,  D.  J.  ni.  123. 
HEZAXETXB— M0  Peatamefcer. 

Strongly  it  bears  us  alon^,  in  swelling  and  limitless  billows, 

Nothing  before  and  nothing  behind  but  the  sky  and  the  ocean. 
HI88Iire.  Uoleridffe,  The  Homeric  HeaBometer, 

Scaly  draffons  hiss,  and  lions  roar, 

Where  wisdom  taught,  and  music  charm'd  before. 
HIBXOEY-.#*  Authors.  ^^'  ^^  Curioiiiy,  i.- 1. 

There  is  the  moral  of  all  human  tales ; 

'Tis  but  the  same  rehearsal  of  the  past. 

First  freedom,  and  then  glory — ^when  that  fails, 

Wealth,  vice,  corruption — barbarism  at  last. 

And  history,  with  all  her  volumes  vast. 

Hath  but  one  page.  Byron,  Ckilde  Sarold,  it.  106. 

HOBBIXB. 

One  master  passion  in  the  breast, 

Like  Aaron's  serpent,  swallows  up  the  rest.  Pope,E,M.viAZ\» 

The  ruling  passion,  be  it  what  it  will. 

The  ruling  passion  conquers  reason  stilL  Pope,  M,  E»  iii.  163. 
HOLIBATB. 

If  all  the  year  were  playing  holidays, 

To  sport  would  be  as  tedious  as  to  work  ; 

But  when  they  seldom  come,  they  wished-for  come. 

And  nothing  pleaaeth  but  rare  accidents.  8k,  Hen.  ir,  1.  in.2. 
EOLLT. 

A  hedge  of  holly  thieyes,  that  would  inyade, 

Bruises  like  a  growing  palisade  : 

Whose  numerous  leares  such  orient  green  invest. 

As  in  deep  winter  do  the  spring  arrest.  CowUy^ 
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O  reader ;  hast  thou  erer  stood  to  see 

The  holly  tree? 

The  eye  that  contempktes  it  well  perceiyes 

Its  glossy  leayes ; 

Order'd  by  an  intelligence  so  wide 

As  might  confound  an  Atheist's  sophistries. 

Below  a  circling  fence  its  leayes  are  seen 

"Wrinlded  and  keen ; 

No  grazing  cattle  through  their  prickly  round 

Caui  reach  to  wound ; 

But,  as  they  grow  where  nothing  is  to  fear, 

Smooth  ana  unarm'd  the  pointless  leayes  appear.       Souiksy, 


Home-keeping  youth  haye  eyer  homely  wits.  8k.  2\po  Q.  1. 1. 

Seeing  the  snail,  which  eyerywhere  doth  roam, 

Carrying  his  own  home  still,  still  is  at  home, 

Follow  ^or  he  is  easy  paced)  this  snail ; 

Be  thine  own  palace,  or  the  world's  thy  jail.  8h»  Poemt, 

The  whole  world,  without  a  natiye  home, 
Is  nothing  but  a  prison  of  larger  room. 

Coioley,  to  tke  BUkop  qf  Lincoln. 
And  when  from  wholesome  labour  he  doth  come, 
With  wishes  to  be  there,  and  wish'd-for  home. 
He  meets  at  door  the  softest  human  blisses. 
His  chaste  wife's  welcome,  and  dear  children's  kisses. 

Cowley,  IVajif.  Oeorg.  n.  468. 
The  little  smiling  cottage,  when  at  eye 
He  meets  his  rosy  chil£>en  at  the  door, 
Prattling  their  welcomes,  and  his  honest  wife 
With  good  brown  cake  and  bacon  slice,  intent 
To  chMr  his  hunger  after  labour  hard.      Dyer,  Tke  Fleece,  I. 

Home  is  the  resort 
Of  loye,  of  joy,  of  peace  and  plen^,  where 
Supporting  and  supported,  polish'd  Mends, 
And  dear  relations  mingle  into  bliss.  Tkomson,  Autumn. 

There's  a  strange  something,  which  without  a  brain 
Fools  feel,  and  which  e'en  wise  men  can't  explain. 
Planted  in  man,  to  bind  him  to  that  earth. 
In  dearest  ties,  from  whence  he  drew  his  birth. 

CkurckiU,  Tke  Farewell,  63. 
The  first  sure  symptom  of  a  mind  in  health. 
Is  rest  of  heart,  and  pleasure  felt  at  home.      Young,  N,  T.  8. 
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2M  HOMl. 

Sach  is  the  patriot's  boast,  where'er  he  roam, 

His  first,  best  country,  erer  is  at  home.  Goldsmith^  2V*a«.  73. 

This  fond  attachment  to  the  well-known  place 

When  first  we  started  into  life's  long  race. 

Maintains  its  hold  with  such  unfailing  sway, 

We  feel  it  e'en  in  age,  and  at  our  latest  day.  Cowper,  Tirocin, 

On  thy  calm  joys  with  what  delight  I  dream, 
Thou  dear  green  yalley  of  my  native  stream ! 
Fancy  o'er  thee  still  wares  tn'  enchanting  wand. 
And  erexy  nook  of  thine  is  faiiy  land. 

Bloomfieldf  Broken  CnUeh. 
The  parted  bosom  clings  to  wonted  home. 
If  aught,  that's  kindred,  cheer  the  welcome  hearth.^^roift,C.£. 
He  enter'd  in  his  house— his  home  no  more, 
For  without  hearts  there  is  no  home ; — and  felt 
The  solitude  of  passing  his  own  door 
Without  a  welcome.  B^ron,  D.  J.  in.  52. 

'Tis  sweet  to  hear  the  watch-dog's  honest  bark, 

Bay  deep-mouth'd  welcome  as  we  draw  near  home^; 

'Tis  sweet  to  know  there  is  an  eye  will  mark 

Our  coming,  and  look  brighter  when  we  come.        lb,  1. 123. 

And  say,  without  our  hopes,  without  our  fears, 

Without  the  home  that  plighted  lore  endears. 

Without  the  smile  from  partial  beauty  won. 

Oh  1  what  were  man  P — a  world  without  a  sun.  CampMZ,  P,ff, 

Breathes  there  a  man  with  soul  so  dead>  ^^^*     * 

Who  never  to  himself  hath  said, 

This  is  my  own,  my  native  land ! 

Whose  heart  hath  ne'er  within  him  burn'd. 

As  home  his  footsteps  he  hath  tum'd. 

From  wandering  on  a  foreign  strand.  Seoti,  Lay,  yi.  1« 

How  dear  to  this  heart  are  the  scenes  of  my  childhood. 
When  fond  recollection  recalls  them  to  view : — 
The  orchard,  the  meadow,  the  deep-tangled  wildwood. 
And  every  lov'd  spot  which  my  infancy  knew. 

Woodworthf  {Am.). 
My  country,  sir,  is  not  a  smgle  spot 
Of  such  a  mould,  or  fixed  to  such  a  clime  ; 
No,  'tis  the  social  circle  of  my  friends, 
The  lov'd  community  in  which  I'm  link'd. 
And  in  whose  welfare  all  my  wishes  centre.  Miller,  Mahomet. 
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'Mid  pleasures  and  palaces  thoogk  ire  may  roam, 
Be  it  eyer  so  humble,  there's  no  place  like  home. 

J,  Howard  Payne, 

The  stately  homes  of  Eneland, 

How  beautiful  they  stand  1 

Amidst  their  tall  ancestral  trees. 

O'er  all  the  pleasant  land.  Jtfr#.  Hemanu 

Man,  through  all  ages  of  rerolTing  time, 

Unchanging  man,  in  eyery  yarying  clime, 

Deems  ms  own  land  of  eyexy  land  the  pride, 

Beloy'd  of  heayen  o'er  all  the  world  beside : 

His  home,  the  spot  of  earth  supremely  blest 

A  dearer,  sweeter  spot  than  all  the  Teat.J,Mont^omefy,  7FI7.3. 

Giye  me  my  home,  to  quiet  dear, 

Where  hours  untold  and  peaceftil  moye : 

So  fate  ordain  I  sometimes  there 

May  hear  the  yoice  of  him  I  loye.  Mn,  Opie, 

HOlOt-XAini. 

Who  hath  not  met  with  home-made  bread, 

A  heayy  compound  of  putty  and  lead, 

And  home-made  wines  that  rack  the  head. 

And  home-made  liqueurs  and  waters. 

Home-made  i>op  that  will  not  foam. 

And  home-made  dishes  that  drives  one  from  home, 

Sfot  to  name  each  mess 
or  the  face  or  dress, 
Home-made  by  the  homely  daughters  P  Hood,  MUsKilmanteffff. 


lean  no  more  belieye  old  Homer  blind. 
Than  those  who  say  the  sun  hath  never  shined ; 
The  age  wherein  he  lived  was  dark ;  but  he 
Could  not  want  sight  who  taught  the  world  to  see. 

Dewiam,  Frogrus  t(f  Learning,  41. 

Bead  Homer  once,  and  you  can  read  no  more,- 
For  all  books  else  appear  so  mean,  so  poor ; 
Verse  may  seem  prose  ;  but  still  persist  to  read. 
And  Homer  will  oe  all  the  books  you  need. 

Sheffield,  Duke  qf  Buckingham,  Essay  on  Poetry, 
XOKCBOPAXHT. 

Wounds  by  the  wider  wounds  are  heal'd, 

And  poLSoni  hf  themselves  ezpell'd,  Butler,  Hud. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


I 


HONESTY. 

HORSTT. 
Becaiue  I  caimot  flatter,  and  speak  fair. 
Smile  in  men's  faces,  smootli,  aeceiye,  and  cog. 
Duck  with  French  nods  and  apish  oonrtesy, 
I  must  be  held  a  rancorous  enemy. 
Cannot  a  plain  man  live,  and  think  no  harm« 
But  thus  nis  simple  truth  must  be  abused 
Bj  silken,  alj,  insinuating  Jacks  P  8k.  Mich,  izr.  i.  3. 

QThere  is  no  terror,  Cassius  in  your  threats  ; 

For  I  am  arm'd  so  strong  in  honesty, 

That  they  pass  by  me  as  the  idle  wmd. 

Which  I  respect  not.  8k.  Jul.  C.  it.  3. 

Ay.  sir ;  to  be  honest  as  this  world  goes. 

Is  to  be  one  pick'd  out  of  ten  thousand.  8k.  Ham.  n.  2. 

An  honest  man  he  is,  and  hates  the  slime 

That  sticks  on  filthy  deeds.  8k.  Otk.  ▼.  2. 

Lands  mortgag'd  may  return,  and  more  esteem'd; 
But  honesty  once  pawn'd,  is  ne'er  redeem'd. 

MiddUton,  Trick  to  catck  tke  Old  One. 

Honesly  needs  no  disguise  nor  ornament  O^woy. 

Heay'n  that  made  me  honest,  made  me  more 
Than  ever  king  did,  when  he  made  a  lord.  Rowct  J.  iS4or«,ii.l. 

A  wit's  a  feather,  and  a  chiefs  a  rod ; 

An  honest  man's  the  noblest  work  of  Grod.  Pope,  E.M.  it.247. 

'Tis  hard,  when  dulness  overrules. 

To  keep  good  sense  in  crowds  of  fools  ; 

And  we  admire  the  man  who  saves 

His  honesty  in  crowds  of  knaves. «  Sipyi. 

An  honest  man,  close  button'd  to  the  chin. 
Broadcloth  without,  and  a  warm  heart  within. 

Cowper,  EpUile  to  Joeepk  Hill. 

A  king  can  make  a  belted  knight, 

A  marquis,  duke,  and  a'  that ; 

But  an  honest  man's  aboon  his  might, 

Guid  faith,  he  mauna  fa'  that.  Burm,  Honeit  Poverty. 

Princes  and  lords  are  but  the  breath  of  kings : 

"  An  honest  man's  the  noblest  work  of  Grod."  Ib.Cottere  SaUN. 

The  man  who  pauses  on  his  honesty 

Wants  little  ot  the  villain.  Martyn^  Timolemu 
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HOVSTKOOV 

The  moon— the  moon,  so  nlrer  and  cold, 
Her  fickle  temper  has  oft  been  told. 
Now  sliady,  now  biieht  and  sonny — 
Bat  of  all  the  lunar  things  that  cliange, 
The  one  that  shows  most  fickle  and  strange, 
And  takes  the  most  eccentric  range 

la  the  moon— so  called— of  honey  I  Hood,  Mis*  KilmanM9gg, 
HOVOmi— «M  Chreatnass. 

O,  that  estates,  degrees,  and  offices, 

Were  not  derived  corraptly  1  and  that  clear  honour 

Were  purchased  by  the  merit  of  the  wearer  I 

How  many  then  shonld  corer,  that  stand  bare ! 

How  many  be  conmianded,  that  command ! 

How  much  low  peasantry  would  then  be  glean'd 

From  the  trde  seed  of  honour  I  and  how  much  honour 

Piek'd  from  the  chafi*  and  rain  of  the  times, 

To  be  new  yamish'd.  Sh.  M.  of  Ten,  n.  9. 

That  is  honour's  scorn. 
Which  challenges  itself  as  honour  bom. 
And  is  not  like  the  sire.    Honours  best  thrire. 
When  rather  from  our  acts  we  them  derire 
Than  our  foregoers ;  the  mere  word's  a  slave, 
Debauched  on  every  tomb  ;  on  every  grave, 
A  lying  trophy ;  and  as  oft  is  dumb. 
Where  dust,  and  damn'd  oblivion,  is  the  tomb 
Of  hononred  bones  indeed.  Sh.  AIV9  W,  11.  3. 

From  lowest  place  when  virtuous  things  proceed. 
The  place  is  oignify'd  by  the  doer's  deed : 
When  great  additions  swell,  and  virtue  none. 
It  is  a  ^paied  honour.  Sh.  AlVs  W.  n.  8. 

New  honours 
Like  our  strange  garments,  cleave  not  their  mould 
But  with  the  aid  of  use.  8h.  Mach.  i.  4. 

Mine  honour  is  my  life ;  both  grow  in  one  : 

Take  honour  frx>m  me,  and  my  life  is  done.    5A.  Bich.  11. 1. 1. 

The  purest  treasure  mortal  times  afford. 

Is — spotless  reputation  ;  that  away, 

Men  are  but  guded  loam,  or  painted  clay.  Ih.  i.  1. 

Too  much  honour : 
O,  'tis  a  burden,  'tis  a  burden. 
Too  heavy  for  a  man  that  hopes  for  heaven.  8h.  H,  vm,  iii.  2. 

8 
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BSSOVBr^^eontinued. 

Who  shall  go  ahout 
To  cozen  fortune,  and  he  honourable 
Without  the  stamp  of  merit  P    Let  none  presume 
To  wear  an  undeserred  dignity.  Sh,  M.  of  Fen,  ii.  8. 

By  heayen,  methinks,  it  were  an  easy  leap 
To  pluck  bright  honour  from  the  pale-faced  moon  ; 
Or  diye  unto  the  bottom  of  the  deep, 
Where  fathom-line  could  nerer  touch  the  ground. 
And  pluck  up  drowned  honour  by  the  locks  : 
So  he  that  doth  redeem  her  thence  might  wear. 
Without  corriyal,  all  her  dignities.         8k,  Sen.  rr,  1.  m.  3. 

!N'ot  a  man,  for  being  simply  man. 
Hath  any  honour ;  but  honour  tor  those  honours 
That  are  without  him,  as  place,  riches,  fayour. 
Prizes  of  accident  as  oft  as  merit : 
Which  when  they  fall,  as  being  slippery  standcrs. 
The  loye  that  leaned  on  them  as  shppery  too. 
Do  one  pluck  down  another,  and  together 
Die  in  the  fall.  8h.  TVoiL  m.  3. 

Honour  trayels  in  a  strait  so  narrow. 

Where  one  but  goes  abreast:  keep  then  the  path.    lb.  ni.  3. 
life  eyery  man  holds  dear ;  but  the  braye  man 
Holds  honour  far  more  precious  dear  than  life.  lb,  y.  3. 

Brutus  is  an  honourable  man, 
So  are  they  all,  all  honourable  men.  Sk.  Jul.  C.  in.  2. 

Set  honour  in  one  eye,  and  death  i'  th'  other, 
And  I  will  look  on  both  indifferently  : 
For,  let  the  gods  so  speed  me,  as  I  loye 
The  name  of  honour  more  than  I  fear  death.  lb.  i.  2. 

Thou  art  a  fellow  of  a  good  respect ; 

Thy  life  hath  had  some  smatch  of  honour  in  it.  lb.  y.  5. 

If  you  were  born  to  honour,  show  it  now ; 
If  put  upon  you,  make  the  judgment  good 
That  thought  you  worthy  of  it.  Sh.  Peric.  rv.  6. 

This,  aboye  all,  to  thine  own  self  be  true, 
And  it  will  follow,  as  the  night  the  day. 
Thou  canst  not  then  be  false  to  any  man.  Sh.  Ham,  i.  3. 

He  was  not  bom  to  shame  I 

Upon  his  brow  shame  is  asham'd  to  sit ; 

For  'tis  a  throne  where  honour  may  be  crown'd 

Sole  monarch  of  the  uniyersal  eartn.  Sh.  Bom,  in.  2* 
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liove's  common  unto  all  the  mass  of  ereatures, 
As  life  and  breath ;  honour  to  man  alone : 
Honour  bemg  then  abore  life,  dishonour  must 
Be  worse  than  death ;  for  fate  can  strike  but  one  ; 
Seproach  doth  reach  whole  families.  Cariwright,  Siege, 

The  noblest  spur  unto  the  sons  of  fame, 

Is  thirst  of  honour.  John  Hall. 

How  Tain  are  all  hereditary  honours, 

Those  poor  possessions  from  another's  deeds, 

Unksa  our  own  just  yirtues  from  our  title, 

And  giye  a  sanation  to  our  fond  assumptions.     Shirley,  Par, 

The  honours  of  a  name  'tis  just  to  guard : 

Thir^  are  a  trust  but  lent  us,  which  we  take, 

And  should,  in  reverence  to  the  donor's  fame. 

With  care  transmit  them  down  to  other  hands.  Shirley,  Par. 

He  that  is  raliant  and  dares  fight, 

Though  drubb'd,  can  lose  no  honour  by't, 

Honour's  a  lease  for  liyes  to  come. 

And  cannot  be  extended  from 

The  legal  tenant ;  'tis  a  chattel 

Il'ot  to  be  forfeited  in  battle.  Butler,  Hud.  1,  iir.  1040. 

Honour  is  like  that  glassy  bubble 

Tbat  finds  philosophers  such  trouble ; 

Whose  least  part  crack'd,  the  whole  does  fly. 

And  wits  are  crack'd  to  find  out  why.  Ih.  2,  ii.  384. 

If  he  that  in  the  field  is  slain. 

Be  in  the  bed  of  honour  lain, 

He  that  is  beaten,  may  be  said 

To  lie  in  honour's  truckle  bed.  Butler,  Hud. 

Honour  is,  like  a  widow,  won 

With  brisk  attempt,  and  putting  on : 

With  ent'ring  manfully  and  urging ; 

Kot  slow  approaches,  like  a  Tirgin.       Butler,  Hud.  1,  i.  911. 

Quoth  Balpho,  honour's  but  a  word. 

To  swear  by  only  in  a  lord  : 

In  other  men  'tis  but  a  huff 

To  Tapour  with,  instead  of  proof ; 

That  Gke  a  wen  looks  big  and  swells, 

Is  senseless,  and  just  notning  else.      Butler,  Hud.  2,  ii.  389. 
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Woman's  honour 
Is  nice  as  ermine,  will  not  bear  a  soil.    Dryden,  Don  Sehasi. 

Base,  grov'lling  sonls  ne'er  know  true  honour's  worth, 

But  weigh  it  out  in  mercenaiy  scales : 

The  secret  pleasure  of  a  generous  act 

Is  the  great  mind's  great  bribe.  Dry  den. 

In  other  worlds  devotion  maj  have  bliss, 

I'm  sure  'tis  honour  that  must  saye  in  this.  C9'awne,Justinian, 

When  honour's  lost,  'tis  a  relief  to  die : 

Death's  but  a  sure  retreat  from  infamy.  Oartk,  Dup.  r.  321. 

Honour's  the  soldier's  treasure,  bought  with  blood. 

And  kept  at  life's  expense.  Mowe^  Fair  Pen, 

Honour's  a  fine  imaginary  notion, 

That  draws  in  raw  and  unexperienc'd  men 

To  real  mischiefs,  while  they  hunt  a  shadow.    Addison,  Cato* 

Honour's  a  sacred  tie,  the  law  of  kin^s, 

The  noble  mind's  distinguishing  perfection. 

That  aids  and  strengthens  virtue  where  it  meets  her. 

And  imitates  her  actions  where  she  is  not ; 

It  is  not  to  be  sported  with.  Addison,  Cato. 

Better  to  die  ten  thousand  thousand  deaths, 

Than  wound  my  honour.  Addison,  Cato,  i.  4. 

Bid  me  for  honour  plunge  into  a  war, 

Of  thickest  foes,  and  rush  on  certain  death ; 

Then  thou  shalt  see  that  Marcus  is  not  slow 

To  follow  glory,  and  confess  his  father.  Addison,  Cato. 

Content  thyself  to  be  obscurely  good  : 

When  vice  prevails,  and  impious  men  bear  sway, 

The  post  of  nonour  is  a  private  station.    Addison,  Cato,  iv.  2. 

Give  me,  kind  heaven,  a  private  station, 

A  mind  serene  for  contemplation : 

Title  and  profit  I  resign  ; 

The  post  of  honour  shall  be  mine.  Gay,  Fable  ii.  ii.  69. 

Honour  and  shame  for  no  condition  rise  ; 
Act  well  your  part — ^there  all  the  honour  lies. 

Pope,  F.  Jf.  IV.  193. 
True,  conscious  honour  is  to  feel  no  sin  ; 
He's  arm'd  without  that's  innocent  within.  Pope,Im.  Uor.i.i,  93. 
In  points  of  honour  to  be  tried, 
Suppose  the  question  not  your  own.  Swift. 
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HOVOUB — eamUtmed. 

Honour,  mj  lord,  is  nmch  too  proud  to  catch 

At  eyerjr  slender  twig  of  nice  oistinction. 

These  for  th'  nnfeeling  Tnlear  may  do  well ; 

Bat  those  whose  souls  are  by  the  nicer  rule 

Of  virtuous  delicacy  only  sway'd, 

Stand  at  another  har  than  that  of  laws.  Tkotiuon,  Tanered,  r.  7. 

^ere  is,  my  lord,  an  honour,  the  cahn  child 

Of  reason,  of  humanity  and  mercy, 

Superior  hi  to  this  punctilious  demon, 

That  singly  minds  itself,  and  oft  embroils 

With  proud  barbarian  niceties  the  world.  Thomson, 

If  hanoor  calls,  where'er  she  points  the  way. 

The  sons  of  honour  follow,  and  obey.  Churchill,  FareweU,  67. 

The  fear  o'  hell's  a  hangman's  whip 

To  baud  the  wretch  in  order : 

But  where  ye  feel  your  honour  jnrip, 

Let  that  aye  be  your  border.    Mums,  Ep,  io  a  Young  FrUnd. 

Fto  soann'd  the  actions  of  his  daily  life 

With  all  the  industrious  malice  of  a  foe  ; 

And  nothing  meets  my  eye  but  deeds  of  honour. 

H,  More,  Darnel,  i. 
Sajf  what  is  honour  ?    'Tis  the  finest  sense 
Of  justice  which  the  human  mind  can  frame. 
Interest,  each  lurking  frailty,  to  disclaim. 
And  guard  the  way  of  life  m>m  all  ofifence 
Sufifer'd  or  done.  Wordsworth, 

A  life  of  honour  and  of  worth 

Has  no  eternity  on  earth,— 

Tis  but  a  name — 

And  yet  its  glory  far  exceeds 

That  base  and  sensual  life  which  leads 

To  want  and  shame.  Longfellow. 

His  honour  rooted  in  dishonour  stood. 
And  &ith  unfaithfbl  made  him  falselT  true. 

C^ted  by  Marq.  of  Partington,  Mrform  BiU,  Ap,12, 1866. 

HOPS. 

True  hope  is  swift,  and  flies  with  swallows'  wings ; 
Kings  it  makes  gods,  and  meaner  creatures  kings. 
^^  8h.Eich.iir,Y.2. 
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HOPE — continued, 

Hope  is  a  lover's  staff ;  walk  hence  with  that. 

Ana  manage  it  against  despairing  thoughts.  8h,  Tioo  G,  iii.  1. 

The  miserable  have  no  other  medicine, 

Bnt  only  hope.  Sk.  M,fir  M.  m.  I. 

Things  at  the  worst  will  cease,  or  else  climb  upward 

To  what  they  were  before.  Sh,  Maeh.  iv.  2 

The  night  is  long  that  never  finds  the  day.  Ih.  ly.  2. 

What  can  we  not  endure, 
When  pains  are  lessen'd  by  the  hope  of  cure.  Nabbes. 

Hope  !  of  all  ills  that  men  endure. 
The  only  cheap  and  universal  cure  ! 
The  captive's  nreedom,  and  the  sick  man's  health. 
The  lover's  victory,  and  the  beggar's  wealth !  Comley, 

Yet  I  argue  not 
Against  Heaven's  hand  or  wul,  nor  bate  a  jot 
Of  heart  or  hope  ;  but  stUl  bear  up  and  steer 
Bight  onward.  Milton,  Sonnet  xxii. 

Yet  when  an  equal  prijEe  of  hope  and  fear 
Does  arbitrate  the  event,  my  nature  is 
That  I  incline  to  hope,  rather  than  fear.    Milton^  Comut,410. 
So  farewell  hope,  and  with  hope  farewell  fear. 
Farewell  remorse :  all  good  to  me  is  lost.  Milton,  P,  L,  iv.l06. 

Par  greater  numbers  have  been  lost  by  hopes, 

Than  all  the  magazines  of  daggers,  ropes. 

And  other  ammunitions  of  despair. 

Were  ever  able  to  despatch  by  fear.  Butter,  MUe,  TkonghU. 

Hope  is  the  fawning  traitor  of  the  mind. 

Which,  while  it  cozens  with  a  eolour'd  friendship, 

Bobs  us  of  our  best  virtue— resolution.         Lee,  Conetantine. 

Hope,  with  a  goodly  prospect  feeds  the  eye, 

Shows  from  a  rising  ground  possession  nigh ; 

Shortens  the  distance,  or  o'erlooks  it  quite  : 

So  easy  'tis  to  travel  with  the  sight.        Dryden,  AurengzAe, 

A  beam  of  comfort,  like  the  moon  thro'  clouds, 

Gilds  the  black  horror,  and  directs  my  way.  Ib.Love^e  triumph, 

A  man  condemn'd  to  leap  a  precipice. 

Who  sees  before  his  eyes  the  depth  below, 

Stops  short,  and  looks  about  for  some  kind  shrub 

To  Dreak  his  dreadful  fall.  Dnfden* 
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HOPK     eontmued. 
Oar  hopes,  like  tow'rin^  falcons,  aim 
At  objects  in  an  airy  height ; 
The  little  pleasure  of  the  game 

Is  from  afar  to  yiew  the  fight.  Prior,  Charles  Montague. 

In  life's  rough  tide  I  sunk  not  down. 
But  swam  tSl  Fortune  threw  a  rope. 

Buoyant  on  bladders  filled  with  hope.    Oreen,  The  Spleen,  60. 
While  there  is  life  there's  hope,  he  cried. 
Then  why  such  haste  P-— so  groan'd  and  died.  Qa^f,  Fable  27. 
Hope  spring  eternal  in  the  human  breast ; 
Man  never  is,  but  always  to  be,  blest. 
The  soul,  uneasy,  and  confined  from  home. 
Bests  and  expatiates  in  a  life  to  come. 
Lo,  the  poor  Indian !  whose  untutored  mind 
Sees  €rod  in  donds,  ot  hears  him  in  the  wind.  Pope,H.M.jM. 
'H.Gfe  humbly  then  ;  with  trembling  pinions  soar ; 
Wait  the  great  teacher,  Death ;  ana  Grod  adore. 
What  future  bliss  he  gives  not  thee  to  know. 
But  gives  that  hope  to  be  thy  blessing  now.  lb,  i.  91. 

See  some  fit  passion  every  age  supply ; 
Hope  travels  through,  nor  quits  us  when  we  die.   lb,  u.  273. 
Thy  words  have  darted  hope  into  my  soul, 
And  comfort  dawns  upon  me.        SatUkeme,  Disappointment. 

But  while  hope  lives 
Let  not  the  generous  die.    'Tis  late  before 
The  brave  despair.  Thomson,  Sophonisha,  i.  3. 

Hope,  eager  hope,  th'  assassin  of  our  joy, 
All  present  blessings  treading  under  foot. 
Is  scarce  a  milder  tyrant  than  despair.  Young,  N.  T.  vii. 

Hope,  of  all  passions,  most  befriends  us  here : 
Joy  has  her  tears,  and  transport  has  her  death; 
Hope,  like  a  cordial,  innocent  though  strong, 
Man's  heart  at  once  inspirits  and  serenes. 
Nor  makes  him  pay  his  wisdom  for  his  joys.       Young,  N.  T, 

She  bids  me  hope !  and,  in  that  charming  word. 

Has  peace  and  toansport  to  my  soul  restor  d.  Ld,  Lyttelton,  Sp, 

None  without  hope  e'er  loved  the  brightest  fair. 

But  love  can  hope,  where  reason  would  despair.  lb.  Epigram, 

Hope, 
Though  'tis  pale  sorrow's  only  cordial. 
Has  yet  a  dull  and  opiate  quality, 
Enfeebling  what  it  luUs.  Mason* 
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BJOIFH—eontmued. 
Hope,  like  the  gUmmcniig  taper's  liglit, 
Adonu  and  cheers  the  way, 
And  still,  the  darker  grows  the  night. 
Emits  a  brighter  raj.        Ool<Umith,  Sang  from  Captimij^^  n. 
O  hope  !  sweet  flatterer !  thy  delosiye  touch 
Sheds  on  afflicted  minds  the  balm  of  comfort, 
Belieyes  the  load  of  poverty,  sustains 
The  captive,  bending  with  the  weight  of  bonds. 
And  smoothjB  the  pillow  of  disease  and  pain !  OloverJ3oadieeA, 
White  as  the  white  sail  on  a  dusky  sea. 
When  half  th'  horizon's  clouded  and  half  free, 
Flutterinff  between  the  dun  wave  and  the  sky. 
Is  hope's  last  gleam  in  man's  extremity.    B^ron,  Island,  y.  1. 
Be  thou  the  rainbow  to  the  storms  of  life, 
The  evening  beam  that  smiles  the  clouds  away. 
And  tints  to-morrow  with  prophetio  ray.  Byron. 

Hope  and  fear  alternate  chase 

Our  course  through  life's  uncertain  race.  Scott,  Bokehy,  vi.  2. 

Work  without  hope  draws  nectar  in  a  sieve, 

And  hope  without  an  object  cannot  live.  Coleridge. 

A  blossom  Aill  of  promise  is  life's  joy. 

That  never  comes  to  fruit ;  Hope,  for  a  time, 

Suns  the  young  floweret  in  its  gladsome  light, 

And  it  looks  flourishing ; a  Uttle  while 

'Tis  past,  we  know  not  whither,  but  'tis  gone.  L.  E.  Landom. 

Hone  for  a  season  bade  the  world  farewell. 

Ana  freedom  shriek'd,  as  Kosciusko  fell  \Campbell,PLH6pe,i, 

Auspicious  hope  I  in  thy  sweet  sarden  grow 

Wreaths  for  each  toil,  a  charm  tor  every  woe.  IB. 

Unfading  hope  1  when  life's  last  embers  bum. 

When  soul  to  soul,  and  dust  to  dust  return  1 

Heaven  to  thy  charee  resigns  the  awful  hour  I 

Oh  1  then  thy  kingdom  comes !  immortal  power  I  Ih, 

Cease,  every  joy,  to  glimmer  on  my  mind. 

But  leave,  oh  I  leave  the  light  of  hope  behind ! 

What  though  my  winged  hours  of  bliss  have  been. 

Like  angel-visits,  few  and  far  between.  IB.  n.  875. 

Hope's  precious  pearl  iu  sorrow's  cup 

Unmelted  at  the  oottom  lay, 

To  shine  again  when,  all  drunk  up. 

The  bitterness  should  pass  away.  Moore,  Loves  of  the  AngeU, 
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H0B8B— H0B8S1CASSHIP--M9  Hunting. 
Boond-lLOof  d,  short-jointed,  fetlocks  shag  and  long, 
Broad  breast,  fnll  eye,  small  head,  and  nostril  wide, 
Hi^h  crest,  short  ears,  straight  legs,  and  passing  strong. 
Thin  mane,  thick  tail,  broad  outtock,  tender  hide : 
Look,  what  a  horse  shonld  have,  he  did  not  lack, 
Save  a  proud  rider  on  so  proud  a  back.  Sk.  Ten.  ^  Ad,  295. 
A  horse  I  a  horse !  mj  kingdom  for  a  horse !  8h,Eich,  lu.Y.d. 
The  courser  paw'd  the  ground  with  restlesa  feet, 
And  snorting  foam'd  and  cbamp'd  the  golden  bit. 

Vryden,  Falamon  and  Ardte. 
Then  Peers  grew  proud  in  horsemanship  t'  excel, 
Newmarket's  gloiy  rose,  as  Britain's  fell.  Pape^  Im,  Sor,  in. 

'  With  flowing  tail  and  flying  mane,  [^^ 

With  nostrils  nerer  streak'd  by  ^ain. 
Mouths  bloodless  to  the  bit  or  rem. 
And  feet  that  iron  nerer  shod. 
And  flanks  unsearr'd  by  spur  or  rod, 
A  thousand  horse — ^the  wild— the  free — 
Like  waves  that  follow  o'er  the  sea, 
Came  thundering  on.  Byron,  Maseppa, 

Ah !  gather  your  reins,  and  crack  your  thong, 
And  bid  your  steed  go  faster ; 
He  does  not  know,  as  he  scrambles  along, 
That  he  has  a  fool  for  his  master.  O.  TT.  Holmes. 

HOfPITALITT— «M  Beggars,  Charity,  Dining. 
I  charge  thee,  invite  them  all :  let  in  the  tide 
Of  knaves  once  more ;  my  cook  and  I'll  provide. 

Sh.  Timon.  iii.  4. 

If  y  master  is  of  churlish  disposition, 

And  little  recks  to  find  the  way  to  heaven 

By  doing  deeds  of  hospitality.  Sh.  A.  T,  L,  ii.  4. 

Blest  be  that  spot,  where  cheerful  guests  retire 

To  pause  from  toil,  and  trim  their  evening  fire  ; 

Blest  that  abode,  where  want  and  pain  repair, 

And  every  stranger  finds  a  ready  cnair ; 

Blest  be  tnose  feasts  with  simple  plenty  crown'd, 

YHiere  all  the  ruddy  family  around 

Laugh  at  the  jests  or  pranks  that  never  fail. 

Or  sigh  with  pity  at  some  moumfrd  tale : 

Or  press  the  bashM  stoinger  to  his  food, 

And  leam  the  luxury  of  doing  good.  GhldsmUh,  Traveller,  13. 
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While  you  in  this  isle  are  biding, 

Yon  shall  feast  without  j^roviding. 

Every  dainty  you  can  think  of, 

Eveiy  wine  which  you  would  drinlc  of, 

Shall  Ye  yours  ;  all  want  shall  shun  you, 

Ceres'  blessing  so  is  on  you.  Dtytkn. 

Every  house  was  an  inn,  where  all  were  weloomed  aud  feasted ; 

All  things  were  held  in  common,  and  what  one  had  was 

another's.  LongfellaWt  £oangdline. 

HOirSEB— -«M  Building. 
Bear  this  well  in  mindt  old  houises  mended, 
Cost  little  less  than  new  before  they're  ended. 

Colley  Gibber,  Prol.  to  ike  DoubU  GallaiU,  15. 
HOirSEWIFEBT. 

Nothing  lovelier  can  be  found 
In  woman,  than  to  study  household  good, 
And  good  works  in  her  husband  to  promote.  Mil.  P.L,  ix.  232. 

HUKAHITT. 
Humanitv  is  policy  in  war, 
And  cruelty's  a  prodigal,  that  heaps 
A  suicidal  ourthen  on  itself.  JDawet. 

EUXHilTT—fM  Birth. 

You  shall  mark 
Many  a  duteous  and  knee-crooking  knave, 
Th&t,  doting  on  his  own  obsequious  bondi^e. 
Wears  out  nis  time  much  like  his  master's  ass. 
For  naught  but  provender,  and,  when  he's  old,  cashier'd ; 
Whip  me  such  honest  knaves.  Sh.  Otk.  1. 1. 

Take  heed  of  ever-weening,  and  compare 

Thy  peacock's  feet  with  gay  peacock  s  train ; 

Study  the  best  and  highest  things  that  are, 

But  of  thyself,  an  humble  thought  retain.     Sir  John  Daviet. 

He  that  will  once  give  the  wall 

Shall  be  quickly  thrust  into  the  kennel.  Chc^man,  Moj/  D(^* 

Be  wise, 
Soar  not  too  high  to  fall,  but  stoop  to  rise.  Mamnff,  JMee  Mil* 

I  see  those  who  are  lifted  highest  on 

The  hill  of  honour,  are  nearest  to  the 

Blasts  of  envious  fortune ;  whilst  the  low 

And  humble  valleys  thrivo  with  their  bosoms  Ml 

Of  flowers.  Ford,  Love*s  Lahjfrintk 
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HUmun — eofUmued, 

There  are  0ome  that  use 
Humilitj  to  serve  their  pride,  and  seem 
Humble  upon  their  way,  to  be  prouder 
At  their  widi'd  journey's  end.  J)enham,  8oph^* 

He  iliat  is  down  needs  fear  no  fall ; 
He  that  is  low,  no  pride  ; 
He  Uiat  is  humble,  erer  shall 
Have  God  to  be  his  guide.         JBun^an,  Pilgrim's  Progress. 

He  should  be  humble  who  would  please.  Priori 

Thrice  happy  they  who  sleep  in  humble  life, 

Beneath  Uie  storm  ambition  blows.    'T  is  meet 

The  great  should  have  the  fame  of  happiness. 

The  consolation  of  a  little  enyy ; 

'T  is  all  their  pay  for  those  superior  cares. 

Those  pangs  of  heart,  their  yassals  ne'er  can  feel. 

'  Young,  Brothers,  1. 1. 

He  saw  a  cottage  with  a  double  coach-house, 

A  cottage  of  gentility  I         

And  the  BenX  did  grin,  for  his  darling  sm, 
Is  pride  that  apes  humility.  Coleridge,  DeeiVs  Walk. 

Lowliness  is  the  base  of  every  virtue:       ^   ^  _,  .,     -,  , 
And  he  who  goes  the  lowest,  builds  the  safest.  BMlejf,Jfestus. 

Humility,  that  low,  sweet  root. 

Prom  which  all  heavenly  virtues  shoot.  Moore,  Loves  (fAng. 

The  bird  that  soars  on  highest  wing 

Builds  on  the  ground  her  lowly  nest ; 

And  she  that  doth  most  sweetly  sing, 

Sings  in  the  shade  when  all  things  rest.       Jas.  Montgomery, 

HUXOITB.  .    ^,    .     -uni 

Some  glory  in  their  birth,  some  in  t^eu*  skill. 
Some  m  tibeir  wealth,  some  in  their  body  s  force ; 
Some  in  their  garments,  though  new-fangled  lU ; 
Some  in  their  hawks  and  hounds,  some  m  their  horse  ; 
And  every  humour  has  his  adjunct  pleasure, 
Wherein  it  finds  a  joy  above  the  rest.  8h.  Sonnet.  »i. 

Some  things  are  of  that  nature  as  to  malce 
One's  £an(^  chuckle  while  his  heart  doth  a«he.  Bunj/an. 

MUMOiSBL 

Famish'd  people  must  be  slowly  nursj,  71  r  „  i  *;« 

And  fed  by  spoonfuls  else  they  always  burst,  Byron  J>.J.ii.lo9' 
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aujDiOKB    (wniimied, 

Man  is  a  camiyorous  production, 

And  must  hare  meals,  at  least  one  meal  a  day ; 

He  cannot  lire,  like  woodcocks,  upon  suction. 

But,  like  ike  shark  and  tiger,  must  ha,ve  prey. 

Although  his  anatomical  construction 

Bears  vegetables,  in  a  grumbling  way. 

Your  labouring  people  think  beyond  all  question. 

Beef,  Teal,  and  mutton  fitter  for  digestion.  Byron,  DuT.  ii.  67. 
SV]rxnr0— M»  HorBoina&sliip. 

Never  did  I  hear 

Such  gallant  chiding  ;  for,  besides  the  groves. 

The  skies,  the  fountains,  eveiy  region  near 

Seem  all  one  mutual  cry  :  I  neverlieard 

So  musical  a  discord,  such  sweet  thunder.  8L  Mid-  N.  iv.  1. 

The  healthy  huntsman,  with  a  cheerful  horn. 

Summons  the  dogs  and  greets  the  dappled  mom. 

The  jocund  thunder  wakes  th'  enliven  d  hounds. 

They  rouse  from  sleep,  and  answer  sounds  for  sounds. 

Gay,  Sural  S^ortt. 

The  morning  sun,  that  gilds  with  trembling  rays 

Windsor's  mgh  towers,  beholds  the  courtly  train 

Mount  for  the  chaser  nor  view  in  all  his  course 

A  scene  so  gay.  Somerville,  Chcue^  3. 

In  vain  malignant  streams  and  winter  fogs 

Load  the  dull  air,  and  hover  round  our  coasts ; 

The  huntsman,  ever  gay,  robust,  and  bold. 

Defies  the  noxious  vapour,  and  confides 

In  this  delightful  exercise  to  raise 

His  drooping  head,  and  cheer  his  heart  with  joy.  Ib.Chcue,  I. 

Fields,  woods,  and  streams. 
Each  tow'ring  hill,  each  humble  vale  below, 
Shall  hear  my  cheering  voice ;  my  hounds  shall  wake 
The  lazy  mom,  and  glad  th'  horizon  round.        lb,  Ckase^  4. 

Hark  !  the  loud  peal  begins,  the  clam'rous  joy. 

The  gallant  chiding  loads  the  trembling  air.         i2^.  Chase,  Jt" ' 

Proud  Nimrod  first  the  bloody  chase  began, 

A  mighty  hunter,  and  his  prey  was  man.     Pope,  Wind,  Ihr* 

Poor  Jack,  no  matter  who,~for  when  I  blame 
I  pitv,  and  must  therefore  sink  the  same, — 
Liv'd  in  his  saddle,  lov'd  the  chase,  the  course, 
And  always  e'er  he  mounted,  kiss'd  his  horse. 

Cotoper^  Retirement,  .575. 
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He  thought  at  heart  like  coartly  Chesterfield, 

Who,  after  a  long  chace  o*er  hills,  dales,  bashes. 

And  what  not,  though  he  rode  beyond  all  price, 

Ask'd  next  day,  "  If  men  ever  hunted  twicer*  Bifran,D.J.rM. 

fie  broke,  'tis  true,  some  statutes  of  the  laws 
Of  hunting — for  the  safest  youth  is  frail ; 
Sode  o'er  the  hounds,  it  may  be,  now  and  then, 
And  once  o'er  several  country  gentlemen,    lb,  D.  J,  xrv.  33. 
The  forest  music  is  to  hear  the  hounds 
Send  the  thin  air,  and  with  a  lost^  cry 
Awake  the  drowsy  echo,  and  conround 
Their  perfect  language  in  a  mingled  sound.  Day^UU of  OulU. 
His  gaunt  hound  yeU'd,  his  rifle  flash'd. 
The  grim  bear  hush'd  its  savage  growl ; 
In  blood  and  foam  the  panther  gnash'd 
Its  fangs  with  dying  howl.  Street,  Poems  (Am,). 

When  huDtsmen  wind  the  merry  horn. 
And  from  its  covert  starts  the  fearful  prey ; 
Who,  warm'd  with  youth's  blood  in  his  swelling  veins. 
Would,  like  a  lifeless  clod  outstretched  lie. 
Shut  up  from  all  the  fair  creation  oflers  P  Jo»Baillie,Ethvald, 
EirsBAHB-iM  Kanriage,  Wifo. 
See,  what  a  grace  was  seated  on  his  brow : 
Hyperion's  curls ;  the  front  of  Jove  himself ; 
An  eye  like  Mars,  to  threaten  and  command  ; 
A  station  like  the  herald  Mercury, 
Kew-li^hted  on  a  heaven-kissing  nill ; 
A  combination,  and  a  form,  indeed. 
Where  every  god  did  seem  to  set  his  seal, 
To  give  the  world  assurance  of  a  man  : 
This  was  your  husband.  8h,  Ham,  iii.  4. 

To  all  married  men  be  this  caution. 
Which  they  should  duly  tender  as  their  life,  I 

Neither  to  doat  too  much,  nor  doubt  a  wife.  JIfassinger,  Picf,  I 

Marry  !  no,  faith ;  husbands  are  like  lots  in 
The  lottery,  you  may  draw  forty  blanks 
Before  you  mid  one  that  has  any  prize 
In  him ;  a  husband  generally  is  a 
Careless  domineering  thing,  that  |prows  like 
Coral ;  which  as  long  as  it  is  under  water  . 
Is  soft  and  tender ;  but  as  soon 
As  it  has  got  its  branch  above  the  waves, 
Is  pzMentiy  hard,  stiff,  not  to  be  bow'd.  Marstont  Courtetam, 
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A  prudent  father, 
By  nature  charged  to  guide  and  role  her  choice, 
BiesignB  his  daughter  to  a  hushand's  power. 
Who,  with  Buperior  dignity,  with  reason. 
And  manly  tenderness,  will  ever  love  her ; 
Not  first  a  kneeling  slave,  and  then  a  tyrant.  I%omMfi, 

Know  then. 
As  women  owe  a  duty — so  do  men. 
Men  must  he  like  the  branch  and  bark  to  trees, 
Which  doth  defend  them  firom  tempestuous  rage  ;— 
Clothe  them  in  winter,  tender  them  in  age. 

Wilkins,  MUeriei  of  Erforcei  Marriage, 

As  the  husband  is,  the  wife  is ; 

Thou  art  mated  with  a  clown. 

And  the  grossness  of  his  nature 

Will  hare  weight  to  drag  thee  down.  Jjennyton^LocJuleg  Hall, 

SYPSSBOLS. 

When  ho  shall  die, 
Take  him  and  cut  him  out  in  little  stars, 
And  he  will  make  the  face  of  hearen  so  fine, 
That  all  the  world  will  be  in  love  with  night 
And  pay  no  worship  to  the  garish  sun.  8k.  Rom,  in.  2. 


A  verse  may  find  him  who  a  sermon  flies. 

And  turn  delight  into  a  sacrifice  Suckling^  Hke  Ckmrck  JPorck, 

ET?OOBIflnr— M0  Cumingi  Saedt,  JHssimulatiim,  ndsahood,  Xnavsiy, 
Ides. 

This  outward-sainted  deputy,— 
Whose  settled  visage  and  deliberate  word 
Nips  youth  i'  the  head,  and  follies  doth  emmew 
As  falcon  doth  the  fowl, — b  yet  a  devil.  8k,  If.farJIf,  tit.  1. 

There  is  no  vice  so  simple,  but  assumes 

Some  mark  of  virtue  on  his  outward  parts,  Sh,  M,  ofV.  tti.  2. 

Well  said ;  that  was  laid  on  with  a  troweL   Sh,  As  T.  L  i.  2. 

Bear  a  fair  pretence,  though  your  heart  be  tainted ; 

Teach  sin  the  carriage  of  a  holy  saint.        8h.  Com.  JE.  nr.  2. 

To  beguile  the  time, 
Look  like  the  time ;  bear  welcome  in  your  eyes. 
Your  hand,  your  tongue :  look  like  the  innocent  flower. 
But  be  the  serpent  under  it.  8k.  Macb.  i.  5. 
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BYFWSBan—eontmued. 

Trust  not  tliose  cnziniiig  waters  of  his  eyes, 

Par  TiUany  is  not  without  such  rheum ; 

And  he,  long-traded  in  it,  makes  it  seem 

Iiike  riyers  of  remorse  and  innocence.        8h,  K,  John,  it.  3. 

WhT,  I  can  smile,  and  murder  while  I  smile : 

And  cry,  content^  to  that  which  grieves  mj  heart ; 

And  wet  my  cheeks  with  artificial  tears. 

And  frame  my  face  to  all  occasions.       8k.  Hen,  vi.  3,  iii.  3. 

Bat  then  I  sigh,  and  with  a  piece  of  scriptore, 

Tell  them — ^that  God  bids  ns.  do  good  for  evil ; 

And  thns  I  clothe  my  naked  villany 

With  old  odd  ends,  stol'n  forth  of  noly  writ : 

And  seem  a  saint,  when  most  I  play  the  deyil.  Sh,  R,  m,  i.  3. 

Tune  shall  unfold  what  plighted  cunning  hides  ! 

Who  corer  faults,  at  last  them  shame  derides.    Sh.  Lear,  1. 1. 

O  serpent  heart,  hid  with  a  flow'rinff  face  I 

Did  erer  dragon  keep  so  fair  a  cave  r 

BeantiAil  tyrant  I  fiend  aneelical ! 

Dore-feaiher'd  raven  I  womsh-ravening  lamb ! 

Despised  substance  of  divinest  show  1 

Just  opposite  to  what  thou  justly  seem'st, 

A  damned  saint,  an  honourable  villain  !  Sh,  Bom,  in.  2. 

Tis  too  much  xfrov'd, — ^that,  with  devotion's  visage, 

And  pious  action,  we  do  sugar  o'er 

Hie  aevil  himself.  Sh.  Sam,  itt.  1. 

If  that  the  earth  could  teem  with  woman's  tears. 

Each  drop  she  fiftUs  would  prove  a  crocodile.     Sh.  0th.  iv.  1. 

Divinity  of  hell  I 
When  devils  will  the  blackest  sms  put  on, 
They  do  suggest  at  first  with  heavenly  shows.  Ih,  ii.  3. 

Foul  hypocrisy's  so  much  the  mode, 
There  is  no  knowmg  hearts,  from  words  or  looks 
Thieves,  bawds,  and  panders,  wear  the  holy  leer ; 
£'en  ruffians  cant,  and  undermining  knaves 
Display  a  mimic  openness  of  soul  I  Shirley,  Parricide. 

Keither  man  nor  angel  can  discern 
Hypocrisy,  the  only  evil  that  walks 
Invisible,  except  to  God  alone, 
By  His  permissive  will,  through  heav'n  and  earth ; 
And  oft,  though  wisdom  wakes,  suspicion  sleeps 
At  wisdom's  gate  ;  while  goodness  thinks  no  ill, 
Where  no  ill  seems.  MiUon,  P.  X.  m.  682. 
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Satan  was  the  first 
That  practiBed  falsehood  under  saintlj  show, 
Deep  malice  to  conceal,  conch'd  with  revenge. 

Milton.  P.  X.  IT.  122. 
They 
Can  pray  upon  occasion,  talk  of  Heaven, 
Tom  up  their  gogffling  eve-balls,  rail  at  vice, 
Dissemole,  lie,  and  preacn,  like  any  priest.      Otway,  Orphan, 

Seeming  devotion  doth  but  gild  the  knave. 

That's  neither  faithful,  honest,  just,  nor  brave ; 

But  when  religion  doth  with  virtue  join. 

It  makes  a  hero  like  an  angel  shine.  WaUer, 

He's  the  greatest  monster,  without  doubt, 

Who  is  a  wolf  within,  a  sheep  without.  Denkam. 

Thou  has  prevaricated  with  thy  friend. 

By  under-hand  contrivance  undone  me  ; 

And  while  my  open  nature  trusted  in  thee. 

Thou  hast  stepp  d  in  between  me  and  my  hopes. 

And  ravish'd  from  me  all  my  soul  held  dear, 

Thou  hast  betray'd  me.  Howe,  Lady  Jane  Chejft  n.  1. 

The  man  who  dares  to  dress  misdeeds, 

And  colour  them  with  virtue's  name,  deserves 

A  double  punishment  from  gods  to  men.  Ck,  Johnson,  Medea, 

An  open  foe  may  ^rove  a  curse. 

But  a  pretended  fnend  is  worse.  Oay,  J^ahle  1. 17. 

Catius  is  ever  moral,  ever  grave. 

Thinks  who  endures  a  knave,  is  next  a  knave, 

Save  just  at  dinner — then  prefers,  no  doubt, 

A  rogue  with  venison  to  a  saint  without.   Pope,  M,  JB,  I.  77. 

The  world's  all  title-page ;  there's  no  contents ; 

The  world's  all  face  ;  uie  man  who  shows  his  heart 

Is  hooted  for  his  nudities,  and  scom'd.  Young,  N,  T.  8. 

The  theme  divine  at  cards  she'll  not  forget, 

But  takes  in  texts  of  Scripture  at  picquet ; 

In  those  licentious  meetings  acts  tne  prude, 

And  thanks  her  Maker  that  her  cards  are  good.  lb.  X.  ofF.  5. 

Hypocrisy,  detest  her  as  we  may 

{And.  no  man's  hatred  ever  wronged  her  yet) 

May  claim  this  merit  still,  that  she  admits 

The  worth  of  what  she  mimics  with  such  care. 

And  thus  gives  virtue  indirect  applause.  Cowper,  7\uh,iii,  100. 
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To  wear  long  faces,  just  as  if  our  Malcer, 

The  Ood  of  goodness,  was  an  undertaker, 

WeU  pleas'd  to  wrap  the  soul's  unlucky  mien 

In  sorrow's  dismal  crape  or  bombasin.  Peter  Pindar. 

Few  men  dare  show  their  thoughts  of  worst  or  best ; 

Dissimulation  always  sets  apart 

A  comer  for  herself;  and  therefore  fiction 

Is  that  which  passes  with  least  contradiction.  Byran,D.J,xY.3. 

He  was  the  mildest  manner'd  man 
Hiat  eyer  scuttled  ship,  or  cut  a  throat ! 
With  such  true  breeduur  of  a  gentleman. 
Yon  nerer  could  divine  nis  rei3  thought.     Byron,  2).  J.  341. 

Strong  in  his  words  but  in  his  actions  weak. 

His  greatest  talent  not  to  do — ^but  speak, 

Language  that  bums  th'  unwary  to  entice, 

A  head  all  fire,  and  a  heart  all  ice.  Byron,  Lara. 

A  serpent  with  an  angel's  Yoice !  a  grave 

With  flowers  bestrewd.  Pollok,  Course  of  Time. 

The  hypocrite  had  left  his  mask,  and  stood 

In  naked  ugliness.    He  was  a  man 

Who  stole  the  livery  of  the  court  of  heaven 

To  serve  the  devil  in.  Pollok,  Course  of  Time,  viii.  615. 

In  sermon  style  he  bought, 
And  sold,  and  lied ;  and  salutations  made 
In  scripture  terms.    He  pray 'd  by  quantity. 
And  with  his  repetitions  long  and  loud, 
All  knees  were  weary.  Pollok,  Course  of  Time. 

A  man  may  cry  Church  I  Church !  at  every  word 
With  no  more  piety  than  other  people ; 
A  daw's  not  reckoned  a  religious  bird 
Because  it  keeps  a  cawing  m>m  the  steeple. 

Hoodf  Ep.  to  Bae  Wilson,  Ssq, 
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ZDSAUSTS. 

Some  there  be  that  fihadows  kiss, 

Such  haye  but  a  shadow's  bliss.  Sh,  M.  qf  V.  u,  2m 

ZDLSHXS8— M»  Inaetiyity,  Slotb. 
Eschew  the  idle  life  I 
Flee,  flee  from  doing  nought ! 
For  neyer  was  there  idle  brain 
But  bred  an  idle  thought.  George  TurbervUe. 

What  is  a  man, 
If  his  chief  good,  and  market  of  his  time, 
Be  but  to  sleep  and  feed  P    A  beast ; — no  more. 
Sure,  He,  that  made  us  with  such  large  discourse, 
Looking  before  and  after,  gave  us  not 
That  capability  and  godlike  reason 

To  rust*  in  us  unus^.  8k.  Sam.  nr.  4. 

The  grey-ey'd  morning  brayes  me  to  my  face, 
And  calls  me  sluggard.  MiddUton,  Family  Love, 

Hen  of  thy  condition  feed  on  sloth, 
As  doth  the  beetle  on  the  dung  she  breeds  in ; 
Not  caring  how  the  mettle  of  your  minds 
Is  eaten  with  the  rust  of  idleness.  Ben  Joneon, 

A  laasy  lolling  sort. 
Unseen  at  church,  at  senate,  or  at  court, 
Of  eyer  listless  loit'rers,  that  attend 

No  cause,  no  trust,  no  duty,  and  no  friend.  Pope, 

Life's  cares  are  comforts ;  such  by  Heayen  designed ; 
He  that  has  none,  must  make  them,  or  be  wretcned. 
Cares  are  employments ;  and  without  employ 
The  soul  is  on  a  rack ;  the  rack  of  rest. 
To  souls  most  adyerse.  Young^  Nigkt  ThoughU,  2. 

Go  to  the  ant,  thou  sluggard,  learn  to  liye. 
And  by  her  waiy  ways  reform  thine  own.  Smart, 

An  idler  is  a  watch  that  wants  both  hands  ; 
As  useless  when  it  goes  as  when  it  stands.  Cofoper,  BeHrem,^!, 
Absence  of  occupation  is'uot  rest, 

A  mind  quite  yacant  is  a  mind  distressed.  lb,  623. 

Come  hither,  ye  that  press  your  beds  of  down 
And  sleep  not :  see  hmi  sweating  o'er  his  bread 
Before  he  eats  it.— 'Tis  the  primal  curse. 
But  soften'd  into  mercy :  made  the  pledge 
Of  cheerful  days,  and  nights  without  a  groan.    lb.  Toitk,  i.  361. 

*  To  become  mouldj. 
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IBLEHMB    contimietL 

Like  a  coy  maiden,  ease,  when  courted  most, 

Farthest  retires — an  idol,  at  whose  shrine 

Who oftenestsacrifioe are faronred least.  Cowper,  T<uk,i,4l09, 

How  Tarioos  his  emfiloyments,  whom  the  world 

Calls  idle ;  and  who  jnstlj,  in  retnm. 

Esteems  that  bnsy  world  an  idler  too  I     Cowper,  Tcuk,  ni.  362. 

By  nature's  laws,  immutable  and  jnst, 

iBnjoTment  stops  where  indolence  begins ; 

And  purposeless,  to-morrow,  borrowing  sloth, 

Itself  heaps  on  its  shoulders  loads  of  woe. 

Too  heaTj  to  be  borne.  PoUok,  Course  qf  Titne. 

Tax  not  my  sloth  that  I 

Fold  my  arms  beside  the  brook ; 

Each  dond  that  floateth  in  the  sky 

Writes  a  letter  in  my  book.  Emerson, 

immhMCE. 

Ignorance  is  the  curse  of  God, 
^owledge  the  wing  wherewith  we  fly  to  heaven. 

Sk.  Sen.  vt.  p.  2,  iv.  7. 
We  ignorant  of  ourselvefl. 
Beg  often  our  own  harms,  which  the  wise  powers 
Deny  us  for  our  good ;  so  find  we  profit. 
By  losing  of  our  prayers.  8k.  Ant.  Cleop.  ii.  1. 

Whilst  timorous  knowledge  stands  considering, 
Audacious  ignorance  hath  done  the  deed ; 
For  who  knows  most,  the  most  he  knows  to  doubt ; 
The  least  discourse  is  commonly  most  stout.  Daniel. 

The  truest  characters  of  iflnoranoe 
Are  vanity,  and  pride,  ana  arrogance ; 
As  blind  men  use  to  bear  their  noses  higher 
Than  those  that  have  their  eyes  and  sight  entire.         Butler. 
From  ignorance  our  comfort  flows. 

The  oiSy  wretched  are  the  wise.   Frior,  2b  Han.  C.  Montague. 
Bv  ignorance  is  piide  increas'd ; 
Tney  most  assume  who  know  the  least.  Oay,  Fables. 

Where  ignorance  is  bliss 
lis  folly  to  be  wise.  Oray,  Ode  on  Eton  College. 

With  just  enough  of  learning  to  misquote.  Byron^  Eng.Barde. 

Where  blind  and  naked  ignorance 
Delivers  brawling  judgments,  unabashed, 
Oa  all  things  all  day  long.  Tennyson,  Idylls,  Vivien. 

T  2 
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ZMAODTATIOV. 

QThe  lunatic,  the  lover,  and  the  poet. 

Are  of  imagination  all  compact : 

One  sees  more  devib  than  vast  hell  can  hold ; 

That  is,  the  madman ;  the  lover,  all  as  frantic* 

Sees  Helen's  beauty  in  a  brow  of  Ef^ypt ; 

The  poet's  eye,  in  a  fine  frenzy  roUmg, 

Doth  glance  from  heaven  to  earth,  from  eartih  to  heaven. 

And,  as  imagination  bodies  forth 

The  forms  of  things  unknown,  the  poet's  pen 

Turns  them  to  shapes,  and  gives  to  aizy  nothing 

A  local  habitation,  and  a  name.  Sk.  M,  N.  2).  T.  1. 

Oh,  who  can  hold  a  fire  in  his  hand. 

By  thinking  on  the  frosty  Caucasus  P 

Or  cloy  the  hungry  edse  of  appetite, 

By  bare  imagination  of  a  feast  r  8k.  Ridh,  n.  i.  3. 

Where  are  the  charms  and  virtues  which  we  dare 

Conceive  in  boyhood  and  pursue  as  menP 

The  unreach'd  paradise  of  our  despair. 

Which  o'er  informs  the  pencil  and  the  pen, 

And  o'erpowers  the  page  where  it  would  bloom  again ! 

Bynm,  Ck.  JO:. 
The  beinffs  of  the  mind  are  not  of  day ; 
Essentially  immortal,  tiiev  create 
And  multiply  in  us  a  brighter  ray 
And  more  oeloved  existence.  Byron^ 

Ima^ation  firames  events  unknown, 

In  wild,  fantastic  shapes  of  hideous  ruin ; 

And  what  it  fears  creates  I  Hannah  More. 

Do  what  he  will,  he  cannot  realise 

Half  he  conceives— the  glorious  vision  flies ; 

Gk>  where  he  may,  he  cannot  hoi>e  to  find 

The  truth,  the  beauty  pictur'd  in  his  mind.  Rogen,  EjumanlAfe. 

mCOBTALITT. 

It  must  be  so,  Hato,  thou  reasonest  well : 

Else  whence  this  pleasing  hope,  this  fond  desire. 

This  longing  after  immortalily  P 

Or  whence  this  secret  dread,  and  inward  horror 

Of  falling;  into  nought  P    Why  shrinks  the  soul 

Back  on  itself,  and  starties  at  destruction  P 

'Tis  the  divinity  that  stirs  within  us ; 

'Tis  heaven  itself  that  points  out  a  hereafter. 

And  intimates  eternity  to  man.  Adduon,  Caio,  v.  1. 
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IMfOUTALTTY    eonJimied, 
The  soul,  seoure  in  her  existence,  smiles 
At  the  drawn  dagfer,  and  defies  its  point ; 
The  stars  shall  mde  away,  the  sun  himself 
Grow  dim  with  age,  and  natore  sink  in  years ; 
But  thon  shalt  flourish  in  immortal  youth. 
Unhurt  amidst  the  war  of  elements. 
The  wreck  of  matter,  and  the  crush  of  worlds. 

Addison^  Qato,  y.  1. 
Immortal !    Ages  past,  yet  nothing  gone  1 
Mom  without  eve  I    A  race  without  a  goal  I 
Unshorten'd  by  progression  infinite  !- 
Futurity  for  ever  ftiture !    Life, 
Beginnm£  still,  where  computation  ends  I 
Tis  the  description  of  a  deity  I  Touuff^  N.  T.  yi.  542. 

CanitbeP 
Matter  immortal  P  and  shall  spirit  die  P 
Above  the  nobler  shall  less  noole  rise  P 
Shall  man  alone,  for  whom  all  else  reviyes, 
No  resurrection  know  P    Shall  man  alone. 
Imperial  man !  be  sown  in  barren  eround, 
Less  priyileg'd  than  grain,  on  which  he  feeds  P      Ih.  vi.  70L 
Still  seems  it  strange,  that  thou  shouldst  liye  for  ever  P 
Is  it  less  stnnee,  that  thou  shouldst  liye  at  all ! 
This  is  a  miracle ;  and  that  no  more.  lb,  yii.  1407. 

Immortality  o'ersweeps 
AH  pains,  all  tears,  all  time,  all  fears,  and  peals 
Like  the  eternal  thunders  of  the  deep. 
Into  my  ears  this  truth— Thou  liy'st  for  eyer !  Byron. 

Cold  in  the  dust  this  perish'd  heart  may  lie, 
But  that  which  warm  d  it  once  shall  never  die.        Campbell. 
A  voice  within  us  speaks  that  startling  word — 
«•  Man  thou  shalt  never  die  1"    Celestial  voices 
Hymn  it  into  our  souls ;  according  haips, 
By  angel  fingers  touched,  when  the  mild  star 
Of  morning  sang  together,  sound  forth  stiU 
The  song  of  our  great  immortality.  B.  JJ.  Dana  {Am,). 

ngTiAflAIITTiTTT. 

Kot  to  relent  is  beastly,  savage,  devilish.      8h,  Bie.  m.  i.  4. 
DDAUXVCB. 
Oh  I  how  impatience  gains  upon  the  soul. 
When  the  long  promised  hour  of  joy  draws  near ! 
How  slow  the  tardy  moments  seem  to  roll  I  Mrs.  T^ke. 
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mpLOBoro. 

Dismiss  your  vows,  your  feisned  tears,  your  flattery ; 
For  where  a  keart  is  hard,  they  make  no  battery.  8A.  V.^A. 
I1CP088IBIIJTT. 
And  what's  impossible  can't  be, 
And  never,  never  comes  to  pass.  G,  Colman,  Maidqftke  Moor, 

ixpBifloranT. 

Captivity, 

That  comes  with  honour,  is  true  liberty.  Mastinger,  F,  Dowry, 

Death  is  the  pledge  of  rest,  and  vrith  one  bail. 

Two  prisons  quits ;  the  body  and  the  jail.  Bishop  King, 

IMPVBXHOB. 

He  that  has  but  impudenee^ 

To  all  things  has  a  uir  pretence ; 

And,  put  amonff  his  wants  but  shame, 

To  all  the  world  may  lay  his  daim.    Butler,  Misc,  Thoughts. 

With  that  dull,  rooted,  callous  impudence. 

Which,  dead  to  shame,  and  ev'ry  nicer  sense. 

Ne'er  blushed ;  unless  in  spreading  vice's  snares. 

He  blunder'd  on  some  virtue  unawares.  Churchill,  Eosciad. 
IKCOKBr-iee  Xoney,  Prosperitir. 

I've  often  wished  that  I  had  clear, 

For  life,  six  hundred  pounds  a  jrear, 

A  handsome  house  to  lodge  a  mend, 

A  river  at  my  garden's  end.  Popo^  Imit.  <ifSorace,  ii.  6. 

UrCOlTBTAirGT^Mf  Change. 

Sigh  no  more  ladies,  sigh  no  more ; 

Men  were  deceivers  ever  ; 

One  foot  in  sea,  and  one  on  shore  ; 

To  one  thing  constant  never.  8h,  M,  Ado:  n.  3. 

Ev'n  as  one  heat  another  heat  expels. 

Or  as  one  nail  by  8treiU|;th  drives  out  another ; 

So  the  remembrance  of  my  former  love, 

Is  by  a  newer  object  quite  forgotten.  Sh.  Tmo  G,  zi.  4. 

Let  us  examine  all  the  creatures,  read 

The  book  of  nature  through,  and  we  shall  find 

Nothing  doth  still  the  same ;  the  stars  do  wander, 

And  have  their  divers  influence ;  the  elements 

Shuffle  into  innumerable  changes ; 

Our  constitutions  vary ;  herbs  and  trees 

Admit  their  frosts  and  summer  :  and  why  then 

Should  our  desires,  that  are  so  nimble,  and 

More  subtle  than  the  spirits  in  our  blood, 
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IMCOVSTAVCT — «miinued. 

Be  8U0I1  staid  things  within  ns,  and  not  share 

Their  nat'zal  liberty  P    Shall  we  admit  a  change 

In  smaller  thines,  and  not  allow  it  in 

What  most  of  all  conoems  us  P  Shirty,  Traitor, 

There  are  three  thin^^  a  wise  man  will  not  trust : 
The  wind,  the  sonshine  of  an  April  day, 
And  woman's  plighted  faith.  Soutk^y,  Modoc, 

There  is  no  mnsic  in  a  Yoiee, 
That  is  but  one  and  still  the  same ; 
Inconstancy  is  bat  a  name, 

To  firight  poor  lorers  from  a  better  choice.  Butter^  8hep,  H6U 
1  do  confess  thoa'rt  sweet,  jet  find 
Thee  snch  an  nnthrift  of  ikj  sweets, 
Thj  fayonrs  are  bnt  like  the  wind. 
That  kisses  ererything  it  meets. 
And  since  thoa  canst  with  more  than  one, 
Thoa'rt  worthy  to  be  kiss'd  by  none*  Sir  Boberi  Afton. 

UDEFJUDZVCB. 

Bless'd  are  those 
Whose  blood  and  judgment  are  so  well  commingled 
That  they  are  not  a  pipe  for  fortune's  finger 
To  sonna  what  stop  she  please.    Give  me  that  man 
That  is  not  passion  s  slave,  and  I  wHl  wear  him 
In  my  hearTs  core,  aye,  in  my  heart  of  heart, 
As  I  do  thee.  8h,  Ham.  m.  2. 

How  happy  is  he  bom  or  tanght. 
That  serveth  not  another's  wul ; 
Whose  armour  is  his  honest  thought, 

And  simple  truth  his  utmost  skilL  Sir  JT*.  WoHon,  Happy  L^e. 
"Lord  of  himself,  though  not  of  lands ; 
And  having  nothing,  yet  hath  all.  lb. 

The  man  who  by  his  labour  gets 
His  bread  in  independent  state. 
Who  never  begs,  and  seldom  eats, 

Himself  can  fix  or  change  his  fate.  Priory  2%e  Old  Gentry ^  6. 
Slave  to  no  sect,  who  takes  no  private  road. 
But  looks  thro'  nature  up  to  nature's  G^od.  Fope,H.  M,  iy.831. 
Hail !  independence,  hail !  heaven's  next  best  gift. 
To  that  of  life  and  an  inmiortal  soul  I 
The  life  of  life,  that  to  the  banquet  high 
And  sober  meal  gives  taste  ;  to  the  bow'd  roof 
Fair-dream'd  repose,  and  to  the  cottage  charms.  Thomscn,  Lib, 
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Hul  I  independence  1 — by  trae  reason  taught, 

How  few  haye  known,  and  priz'd  thee  as  mey  ought  I 

Some  give  thee  up  for  riot ;  some,  like  boys, 

Besi^  thee,  in  their  childish  moods,  for  toys ; 

Ambition  some,  some  avarice  misleads. 

And,  in  both  cases,  independence  h\eedB.CkurehiU,Indep.  iv. 

Thy  spirit,  Independence,  let  me  share ;  C^- 

Lord  of  the  lion-heart  and  eagle-eye. 

Thy  steps  I  follow  with  my  bosom  bare, 

Kor  heed  the  stoxm  that  howls  along  the  sky. 

Smollett^  Ode  to  Independenee, 
Gkther  gear  by  ev'ry  wile  that's  jnstify'd  by  honour ; 
Not  for  to  hide  it  in  a  hedge,  nor  for  a  train  attendant ; 
But  for  the  glorious  privilege  of  being  independent. 

Bwrm^  EpUtU  to  a  Young  JMend^  7. 
I  have  not  loved  the  world,  nor  the  world  me ; 
I  have  not  flatter'd  its  rank  breath,  nor  bow'd 
To  its  idolatries  a  patient  knee, 
Nor  coin'd  mv  cheek  to  smiles,  nor  cried  aloud 
In  worship  of  an  echo ;  in  the  crowd 
They  could  not  deem  me  one  of  such ;  I  stood 
Among  them,  but  not  of  them.  Byron,  Ck,  H,  iii.  113. 

miTnBEVOS— M»  Hate,  Boom. 

The  time  was  that  I  hated  thee ; 
And  jet  it  is  not  that  I  bear  thee  love. 
But  since  thou  canst  talk  of  love  so  well, 
Th^  oomnany,  which  erst  was  irksome  to  me, 
I  will  enaure ;  and  I'll  employ  thee  too  i 
But  do  not  look  for  further  recompense.      Sk.  AsY.L.n  i.  5. 
What's  Hecuba  to  him,  or  he  to  Hecuba.        8h.  Sam.  ii.  2. 

Shall  I,  wasting  in  despair. 

Die  because  a  woman's  fairP 

Or  make  pale  my  cheeks  with  care, 

'Cause  another's  rosy  are  P 

Be  she  fairer  than  the  day. 

Or  the  flow'ry  meads  in  May, 

If  she  be  not  so  to  me. 

What  care  I  how  fair  she  beP  Q.  WUher, Shepherd^  $  Resolution. 

Let  ev'ry  man  enjoy  his  whim ; 

What's  he  to  me,  or  I  to  him.  Churvkill,  Ghost,  iv. 

A  primrose  by  the  river's  brim, 

A  yeUow  primrose  was  to  him  ; 

And  it  was  nothing  more.         Wordsworthy  Peter  Bell,  i.  12. 
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I  care  for  nobody,  no,  not  I, 

If  nobody  cares  for  me.     Bieherstaff^  Love  in  a  Village^  i.  3. 
IMDI0ZVOE— JM  Oompaidon,  BiftreM,  PoT«rtj. 
Famine  is  in  thy  cheeks, 

Keed  and  oppression  starrein  in  thine  eyes ; 

Contempt  and  beggary  hang  npon  thy  back. 

The  world  is  not  thy  nienit  nor  the  world's  law.  Sk.Bom.Y.l, 

To  what  golfs 
A  single  deyiation  from  the  track 

Of  hnman  duties  leads  1  JBj^ron^  Sardamxpalui, 

UDUirrJiy— Mf  AetlMi,  Aetlfity,  DeeUbn,  Fromptitiids. 
Onr  remedies  oft  in  oorselyes  do  lie. 
Which  we  ascribe  to  heay'n.    The  fated  sky 
Giyes  ns  free  scope ;  only  doth  backward  pull 
Oor  slow  designs,  when  we  ourselyes  are  £ill.  8h.AWiW.i,\, 
The  sweat  of  industry  would  dry,  and  die. 
But  for  the  end  it  works  to.  8k.  Cymb.  in.  6. 

Shortly  his  fortune  shall  be  lift;ed  higher. 

True  industry  doth  kindle  honour's  fire.  8A, 

Tirtue,  though  chained  to  earth,  will  still  liye  free. 

And  hell  itself  must  yield  to  industry.    Ben  Jensen,  Moifue, 

The  chiefest  action  for  a  man  of  spirit. 

Is  neyer  to  be  out  of  action ;  we  snould  think 

The  soul  was  neyer  put  into  the  body, 

Which  has  so  many  rare  and  curious  pieces 

Of  mathematical  motion,  to  stand  stilL  Webster,  DeviVs  X.  due. 

He  does  allot  for  eyery  exercise 

A  seyeral  hour;  for  sloth,  the  nurse  of  yices. 

And  rust  of  action,  is  a  stranger  to  him.  Massinger, 

If  little  labour,  little  are  our  gains  : 

lian's  fortunes  are  according  to  his  pains.   Serrick,  Ap.  183. 

In  eyery  rank,  or  great  or  small* 

'Tis  industry  supports  us  all.  Oag,  Fable  yiii.  pt.  ii. 

In  works  of  labour,  or  of  skill, 

I  would  be  busy  too, 

For  Satan  finds  some  mischief  still 

For  idle  hands  to  do.  Watts,  Sjgmnsm 

Industrious  habits  in  each  bosom  reign, 

And  industry  begets  a  loye  of  gain.  Oeldsmitk. 
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Protected  indostrj,  careering  far. 

Detects  the  cause  and  cures  the  rage  of  war. 

And  sweeps,  with  forceful  arm,  to  Uieir  last  graves, 

Kings  from  the  earth  and  pirates  from  the  waves. 

Joel  Barlow  (Am.). 

He  who  will  not  work  shall  want, 

Nought  for  nought  is  iust — 

Won^t  do,  must  do  when  he  can't ; 

Better  rub  than  rust,  ^ 

Bees  are  flying,  sloth  is  dying, 

Better  rub  than  rost.  Ebenezer  SlUoti, 

Not  enjoyment,  and  not  sorrow. 

Is  our  destin'd  end  or  way ; 

But  to  act,  that  each  to-morrow 

Find  us  farther  than  to-day.  LongfelloK. 

nrEBBDETT— «M  Drinkuig. 

Give  him  strong  drink  until  he  wink. 

That's  sinking  m  despair ; 

An'  liquor  guid  to  fire  his  bluid, 

That's  prest  wi'  grief  an'  care. 

There  let  him  bouse  and  deep  carouse, 

Wi'  bumpers  flowing  o'er. 

Till  he  forgets  his  loves  or  debts. 

An'  minds  nis  griefs  no  more.  BunUt  Scotch  Drink. 

He  jests  at  scars,  that  never  felt  a  wound.        8k.  Bom.  n.  8. 
UTFAXT. 

Shame  sticks  ever  close  to  the  ribs  of  dishonour. 

Great  men  are  never  sound  after  it : 

It  leaves  some  ache  or  other  in  their  names  still, 

Which  their  posterity  feels  at  ev'ry  weather. 

Middleton,  Mayor  if  Qimhorougk, 

What  grief  can  be,  but  time  doth  make  it  less? 

But  infamy,  time  never  can  suppress.     DragfUmp  Bosammnd. 
INFAVCT— ^M  Cbildhood. 

Ere  sin  could  blight,  or  sorrow  fade, 

Death  came  with  Mendly  care ; 

The  opening  bud  to  heav'n  convey'd. 

And  bade  it  blossom  there.  Coleridge. 

1  sported  in  my  tender  mother's  arms, 

I  rode  a-horseback  on  tdj  father's  knee ; 

Alike  were  sorrows,  passions  and  alarms, 

And  gold,  and  Greek,  and  love,  unknown  to  me. 

Longfellow,  From  ike  Danisk. 
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IHFIDELITT IK  'RxLiaios-^see  BibU,  Beiligioii. 
liot,  thus,  oar  infidels  th'  eternal  draw, 
A  Qod  all  o'er,  oonsnmmate,  absolute, 
Foll-orb'd,  in  his  whole  round  of  rajs  complete ; 
They  set  at  odds  Heav'n's  jarring  attribates ; 
And  with  one  excellenoe  another  wound. 
Maim  heav'n's  perfection,  break  its  equal  beams. 
Bid  mercy  triumph  orer  G^od  himself, 
TJndeify'a  by  their  opprobrious  praise : 
A  God  all  mercy,  is  a  God  unjust.  Young,  N,  T.  it.  226. 

If  a  man  loses  all  when  life  is  lost. 
He  lires  a  coward,  or  a  fool  expires. 
A  daring  infidel  (and  such  there  are, 
From  pride,  example,  lucre,  rage,  reyenge, 
Or  pure  heroical  defect  of  thought). 
Of  all  earth's  madmen,  most  deserves  a  chain.     lb.  yii.  199. 

A  foe  to  Gk>d  was  ne'er  true  friend  to  man. 

Some  sinister  intent  taints  all  he  does.  Ib»  viii.  704. 

He  shaped  his  weapon  with  an  edge  severe, 

Sapping  a  solemn  creed  with  solemn  sneer.  ByroUy  CJJ.iii.107. 

Thus  men  too  careless  of  their  future  state, 

Dispute,  know  nothing,  and  repent  too  late.   Dryd.  D.  Cruise. 

uuruiELITT,  Pebsoval— «w  Frailty,  FiAklenMS. 
O,  she  is  fflJlen 
Into  a  pit  of  ink !  that  the  wide  sea 
Hath  drops  too  few  to  wash  her  dean  again  ; 
And  salt  too  little,  which  may  season  give 
To  her  foul  tainted  flesh !  8h,  M,  Ado,  ly.  1. 

She's  ^one ;  I  am  abus'd ;  and  my  relief 
Must  be— to  loathe  her.  8h.  0th,  iii.  3. 

Had  she  not  fallen  thus,  oh !  ten  thousand  worlds 
Could  ne'er  have  balanc'd  her ;  for  heaven  is  in  her, 
And  joys  which  I  must  never  dream  of  more.  Lee,  C(bm,  Borg, 

I  can  for^ve 
A  foe,  but  not  a  mistress,  and  a  friend : 
Treason  is  there  in  its  most  horrid  shape 
Where  trust  is  greatest !  and  the  soul  resigned. 
Is  Btabb'd  by  her  own  guards.  Dry  den.  All  for  Love, 

Though  my  many  faults  defac'd  me, 

Could  no  other  arm  be  found, 

Than  the  one  which  once  embrac'd  me, 

To  inflict  a  cureless  wound.  Byron,  Fare  theewell^ 
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In  her  first  passion  woman  loves  her  lorer, 

In  iJl  the  otners  all  she  loves  is  love. 

Which  grows  a  habit  she  can  ne'er  get  over. 

And  fits  her  loosely— like  an  easy  glove. 

As  yon  may  find*  whene'er  yon  like  to  prove  her. 

Myron,  D,  J.  ui.  3. 
Oh  1  colder  than  the  wind  that  freezes 
Fonnts  that  bat  now  in  snnshine  play'd, 
Is  that  congealing  pang  which  seizes 
The  trusting  bosom  when  betray 'd*        Moore,  LaUa  Rookk, 

Can  I  again  that  form  caress. 

Or  on  that  lip  in  raptore  twine  P 

No,  no  I  the  lip  that  all  may  press 

Shall  never  more  be  press'd  by  mine !  Moore, 

Bat  they  who  have  loved  the  fondest,  the  purest, 
Too  often  have  wept  o'er  the  dream  they  believ'd ; 
And  the  heart  that  has  slumber 'd  in  friendship  securest. 
Is  happy  indeed,  if  'twas  never  deceived.  Moore. 

Thou  art  fickle  as  the  sea,  thou  art  wandering  as  the  wind. 
And  the  restless,  ever-mounting  flame  is  not  more  hard  to  bind. 
If  the  tears  I  shed  were  tongues,  they  yet  too  few  would  be 
To  tell  of  all  the  treachery  that  thou  nast  shown  to  me. 

Bryant,  Foems  {Am.). 
Another  daughter  dries  a  father's  tears  ; 
Another  sister  claims  a  brother's  love  ; 
An  injured  husband  hath  no  other  wife. 
Save  ner  who  wrought  him  shame.  Maturin,  Bertram,  iv.  2. 
O  wretched  is  the  dame,  to  whom  the  sound 
**  Your  lord  will  soon  return,"  no  pleasure  brings.    lb.  n.  3. 

Thou  must  live  amid  a  hissing  world. 
A  thing  that  mothers  warn  their  daughters  from, 
A  thing  the  menials  that  do  tend  thee  scorn. 
Whom  when  the  good  do  name,  they  tell  their  beads. 
And  when  the  wi^ed  think  of,  they  do  triumph.      lb.  iv.  2. 

Who  robs  me  of  my  wealth. 
May  one  day  have  ability,  or  will 
To  yield  the  full  repayment — but  the  villain 
That  doth  invade  aliusband's  marriage  rights. 
Is  murd'rer  of  his  peace,  and  makes  a  breach 
In  his  life's  after-quiet,  that  the  grief 
Of  penitence  itself^cannot  repair.  Hawhine,  CymbeHne. 
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UFUITUDS— M9  sterility. 
What's  time,  when  on  etemitj  we  tiunk  P 
A  thousand  ages  in  that  sea  must  sink  ; 
Time's  nothing  but  a  word ;  a  million 
Is  foil  as  far  fiom  infinite  as  one.  I>»nkam, 

Hence,  then  snbom'd  informer !  a  tme  soul. 
When  most  impeach'd,  stands  least  in  thy  control. 

8k.  Sonnet  125. 

IVOSATiTU  J>S--«M  Curses. 
I  hate  ingratitnde  more  in  a  man 
Than  lyin^,  yainness,  babbling,  dmnkenness, 
Or  any  tamt  of  vice,  whose  strong  corruption 
Inhabits  our  frail  blood.  8k.  Tw.  N,  m.  4. 

Blow,  blow,  thou  winter  wind. 
Thou  art  not  so  unkind 
As  man's  ingratitude ; 
Thy  tooth  is  not  so  keen. 
Because  thou  art  not  seen. 
Although  thy  breath  be  rude.  8k,  As  T.  L,  n.  7. 

Had  I  but  serr'd  my  Gk>d  with  half  the  zeal 

I  sery'd  my  kinff,  he  would  not  in  mine  age 

Hare  left  me  niSced  to  mine  enemies  1        8k.  M.  viii,  iii.  2. 

Time  hath  a  wallet  at  his  back, 

Wherein  he  puts  alms  for  obliyioD, 

A  great-sized  monster  of  ingratitude. 

Those  scraps  are  good  deeds  past»  which  are  devoured 

As  fast  as  they  are  made,  forgot  as  soon 

As  done.  8k.  Trail,  iii.  3. 

I  am  rapt,  and  cannot  cover 
The  monstrous  bulk  of  this  ingratitude 
With  any  size  of  words  1  8k.  Timon,  v.  1. 

The  hedge-sparrow  fed  the  cuckoo  so  long. 

That  it  lud  its  head  bit  off  by  its  young.  8k.  Lear,  i.  4 

Ingratitude  I  thou  marble-hearted  fiend. 

More  hideous,  when  thou  shew'st  thee  in  a  child 

Than  the  sea-monster  I  8k.  Lear,  r.  4. 

How  shaiper  than  a  serpent's  tooth  it  is 

To  have  a  thankless  ehild  I  8k.  Lear^  i.  4. 

Filial  ingratitude ! 
Is  it  not  as  this  mouth  should  tear  this  hand. 
Pot  lifting  food  to 't.  8k.  Lear,  in.  4. 
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If  there  be  a  crime 
Of  deeper  d^e  than  all  the  guilty  train 
Of  human  vices,  'tis  ingratitude.    Brooke,  Earl  qf  Waruneh 

He  that  doth  public  good  for  multitudes, 

Finds  few  are  truly  grateful.  Manton,  Sophonuha. 

The  wretch,  whom  eratitude  once  fails  to  oind, 

To  truth  or  honour  let  him  lay  no  claim. 

But  stand  confess'd  the  brute  disguised  in  man ; 

And  when  we  would  with  utmost  detestation. 

Single  some  monster  from  the  traitor  head, 

'Tis  but  to  say  ingratitude's  his  crime.        Frowde,  Philoias. 

AU  should  unite  to  punish  the  ungrateful ; 

Ingratitude  is  treason  to  mankind.        Thonuon,  CorioL  i.  4. 

He  that's  ungratefid,  has  no  ^ilt  but  one ; 

All  other  crimes  may  pass  for  virtues  in  him.  Young,  Buiiris,  2. 

So  the  struck  eatfle  stretch'd  upon  the  plain, 
No  more  through  rolling  clouds  to  soar  again, 
Yiew'd  his  own  feather  on  the  fatal  dart, 
And  wing'd  the  shaft  that  quivered  in  his  heart ; 
Keen  were  his  pangs,  but  keener  far  to  feel 
He  nurs'd  the  pinion  which  impelled  the  steel. 

JSsfron^  Englitk  Bard*.     (On  Kirke  WkiU.) 

The  thorns  which  I  have  reap'd  are  of  the  tree 
I  planted, —  they  have  torn  me, — and  I  bleed ; 
I  should  have  known  what  fruit  would  spring  from  such  a 
seed.  Byron,  Ch.  H,  rr.  10. 

IVETniAinTT. 

A  stonv  adversary,  an  inhuman  wretch, 

Incapaole  of  pity,  void  and  empty 

From  every  drachm  of  mercy.  Sh,  M.  of  Ten.  iv.  1. 

DfJUBT. 

The  offender's  sorrow  lends  but  weak  relief 

To  him  who  bears  the  strong  offence's  cross.     Sk,  Sonnet  34 

nni — ue  Tavern. 
Whoe'er  has  travelled  life's  duU  round, 
Where'er  his  stages  may  have  been. 
May  sigh  to  think  he  still  has  found. 
The  warmest  welcome  at  an  inn. 

SAenston^,  lAnes  on  the  toindow  qfan  inn  at  JSJeidey. 
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Near  yonder  thoni)  that  lifts  its  head  on  Higli, 
Where  once  the  sign-post  caught  the  passing  ejre. 
Low  lies  that  house  where  nut-brown  onoghts  inspired. 
Where  gray  beard  mirth  and  smiling  toil  retired. 
Where  Tillage  statesmen  talk'd  with  looks  profound. 
And  news  much  older  than  their  ale  went  round. 

Chldimitk,  Deserted  Village, 

Alonff  the  yaryinj^  road  of  life, 

In  cum  content,  in  toil  or  strife. 

At  mom  or  noon,  by  night  or  day. 

As  time  conducts  him  on  the  way. 

How  oft  doth  man,  by  care  oppressed* 

find  in  an  inn  a  place  of  rest  r  Combe,  Syntax,  ix. 

mOGEHd. 

Innocence  shall  make 
False  accusation  blush,  and  tyranny 
Tremble  at  patience.  8h.  Wlnt.  T.  in.  2. 

The  silence  often  of  pure  innocence 

Persuades,  when  speaking  fails.  Sh.Wini,  T.  ii.  8. 

Innocence  unmoy'd 
At  a  ftlae  accusation,  doth  the  more 
Confirm  itself ;  and  guilt  is  best  discorer'd 
By  its  own  fears*  NabbeSf  Bride. 

Happy  the  innocent,  whose  equal  thoughts 

Are  tree  £rom  anguish  as  they  are  from  &ults.  Waller. 

I  thank  the  gbds,  no  secret  thoughts  reproach  me, 
No ;  I  dare  challenge  Heaven  to  turn  me  outward. 
And  shake  my  soul  quite  empty  in  their  sight.  Dryden. 

The  bloom  of  opening  flowers'  unsullied  beauty. 

Softness,  and  sweetest  innocence  she  wears. 

And  looks  like  nature  in  the  world's  first  spring.  Bowe. 

There  is  no  courage  but  in  innocence ; 

No  constancy,  but  in  anhonest  cause.  Souiheme,  Fate  Capua. 

Against  the  head  which  innocence  secures, 

Insidious  malice  aims  her  darts  in  rain ; 

Tnm'd  backwards  by  the  powerful  breath  of  hear'n. 

Dr.  Johnson,  Irene* 
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nrSGRUTABILITT— M»  ProrideiiM. 
Thou  ^preat  mjBtorioiu  Power,  who  h»st  myolved 
Thy  wise  decrees  in  darkness,  to  perplex 
The  pride  of  hnnuui  wisdom,  to  confound 
The  daring  scratinj,  and  prore  the  fiuth 
Of  thy  presuming  creatures !  Hannah  More. 

nrspiRATiov. 

How  can  my  mnse  want  subject  to  inrent. 

While  thou  dost  breathe,  that  pour'st  into  my  verse 

Thine  own  sweet  argument,  too  excellent 

For  eyerr  ▼nlgar  paper  to  rehearse  P 

O,  give  tnyseff  the  tnanks,  if  au^ht  in  me. 

Worthy  perusal,  stand  against  thy  sight : 

For  who  s  so  dumb  that  cannot  write  to  thee. 

When  thou  thyself  dost  give  inyention  lij^ht  P 

Be  thou  the  tenth  muse,  ten  times  more  m  worth 

Than  those  <Ad  nine,  which  rhymers  invocate  ; 

And  he  that  calls  on  thee,  let  him  brmg  forth 

Eternal  numbers  to  outlive  long  date. 

If  my  slight  muse  do  please  these  curious  days, 

The  pain  be  mine,  but  thine  shall  be  the  praise.   8L  Son.  38. 

Beware  what  spirit  rages  in  your  breast. 

For  ten  inspired,  ten  tiiousand  are  possest.  Boieommon, 

The  muse  of  inspiration  plays 
0*er  eyenr  scene ;  she  walks  the  forest-maze. 
And  climbs  the  mountain  ;  every  blooming  spot 
Bums  with  her  step,  yet  man  regards  it  not !  Jfoofv. 

DrSTOrCT— «M  Season. 
Then  vainly  the  philosopher  avers 
That  reason  ^des  our  deeds,  and  instinct  theirs. 
How  can  we  justly  different  causes  frame. 
When  the  effects  entirely  are  the  same  P 
Instinct  and  reason  how  can  we  divide  P 
*Ti8  the  fool's  ignorance,  and  the  pedant's  pride.  Prior  Sol, 
The  spider's  touch,  how  exquisitely  fine ! 
Feels  at  each  thread,  and  lives  alonff  the  line  : 
In  the  nice  bee  what  sense,  so  subUy  true. 
From  poisonous  herbs  extracts  the  healing  dew  P 
How  instinct  varies  in  the  growling  swine. 
Compared,  half-reasoniug  e&phant,  with  thine  ; 
'Twixt  that  and  reason  what  a  nice  barrier ! 
For  ever  sep'rate,  yet  for  ever  near.  Pope,  E.  M.  i.  219. 

Who  taught  the  nations  of  the  field  and  wood 

To  shun  tneir  poison  and  to  choose  their  food*        lb.  iii-  99* 
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Xjeain  from  the  birds  what  food  the  thickets  yield ; 

Leam  from  the  beasts  the  physic  of  the  field ; 

Thy  art  of  building  from  the  bee  receive  ; 

Learn  of  the  mole  to  plough,  the  worm  to  weave.  lb,  iii.  173. 

Oft  when  blind  mortals  think  themselves  secure, 

In  height  of  bliss,  they  touch  the  brink  of  ruin. 
niBlBXFCfnOV-— M»  Edueatlon.  Thomson,  Agamemnon, 

He  is  a  good  divine  tiiat  follows  his 

Own  instructions ;  I  can  easier  teach  twenty 

What  were  good  to  be  done,  than  to  be  one 

Of  the  twen^  to  follow  my  own  teaching : 

The  braiu  may  devise  laws  for  the  blood,  but 

A  hot  temper  leaps  o'er  a  cold  decree.  8h.  MqfV^  i.  2. 

mSOBITY— M9  Consdeaae,  Honour. 

What  stronger  breastplate  than  a  heart  untainted  P 

8h,  Hen,  VI,  2,  m.  2. 

Do  light ;  though  pain  and  anguish  be  thy  lot. 

Thy  heart  will  cneer  thee  when  the  pain's  forgot : 

Do  wrong  for  pleasure's  sake,— -then  count  thy  gains,-— 

The  pleasure  soon  departs,  the  sin  remains. 

Shutilewortk,  Bp,  <f  Chiekester. 

UTJUITIOV. 

In  every  work  regard  the  writer's  end. 

Since  none  can  compass  more  than  they  intend.  Fope, 


Foul  cankering  rust  the  hidden  treasure  frets ; 
But  gold  that's  put  to  use,  more  gold  begets.  8h.  Ten.  ^Ad. 
Interest  is  the  most  prevailing  cheat ; 
The  sly  seducer  both  of  age  and  youth : 
They  study  that,  and  thiiuL  they  study  truth* 
Where  interest  fortifies  an  argument. 
Weak  reason  serves  to  gain  the  will's  assent ; 
For  souls  already  warped,  receive  an  easy  bent*  Drjfdon, 

HvjuxxOV. 
Th'  invention  all  admir'd,  and  each,  how  he 
To  be  th'  inventor  miss'd ;  so  easy  it  seem'd, 
Once  found,  which  yet  unfound  most  would  have  thought 
Impossible.  Milton,  F*  X.  vi.  498. 

All  the  inventions  that  the  world  contains, 
Were  not  by  reason  first  found  out,  nor  brains ; 
But  pass  for  theirs  who  had  the  luck  to  light 
Upon  them  by  mistake  or  oversight.  Butler,  Und, 
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nrvocAnov. 

Ye  mysterious  powers, 
Whose  wars  are  ever  gracious,  erer  just, 
As  ye  think  wisest,  best,  dispose  of  me : 
Whether  through  your  gloomy  depths  I  wander. 
Or  on  your  mountains  walk,  give  me  the  calm. 
The  steady  smiling  soul,  where  wisdom  sheds 
Eternal  sunshine  and  eternal  peace.  !I%am9an^ 

IBZLAH]). 

Now  for  our  Irish  wars : 
We  must  supplant  those  rough  rug-headed  kema. 
Which  lire  uke  renom,  where  no  venom  else. 
But  only  they,  have  privilege  to  live.  8h,  Ric,  i7.  n.  1. 

Long,  from  a  nation  ever  hardly  used. 

At  random  censured,  wantonly  abused. 

Have  Britons  drawn  their  sport ;  with  partial  view 

Form'd  general  notions  from  the  rascal  few. 

ChurehUlf  Bosciad,  529. 
IBSBSOLUnOV— ^tM  Delays,  Doubt 
Like  a  man  to  double  business  bound, 
I  stand  in  pause  where  I  shall  first  begin. 
And  botii  neglect.  8h.  Sam.  m.  3. 

HALT. 

How  has  kind  heaven  adom'd  the  happy  land, 

And  scatter'd  blessings  with  a  wasteml  nand ! 

But  what  avail  her  inexhausted  stores. 

Her  bloomy  mountains,  and  her  suimy  shores. 

With  all  the  gifts  that  heaVen  and  earth  impart. 

The  smiles  of  nature,  and  the  charms  of  art, 

While  proud  oppression  in  her  valleys  reigns. 

And  tyranny  usurps  her  happy  plains  P  Adduon,  Jtahf, 

"Fvr  to  the  right  where  Apennine  ascends, 

Bright  as  the  summer  Italv  extends. 

Its  uplands  sloping  deck  the  mountain's  side. 

Woods  over  woods  in  gay  theatric  pride  : 

While  oft  some  temple  s  mould'ring  tops  between 

With  venerable  grandeur  marks  the  scene.     Oold^mith*$  IVav. 

Italia!  O  Italia !  thou  who  hast 

The  fatal  gift  of  beauty,  which  became 

A  ftmeral  dower  of  present  woes  and  past, 

On  thy  sweet  brow  is  sorrow  ploughed  by  shame. 

And  annals  graved  in  characters  of  flame.  Byron,  Ch .  S.  iv.  42. 
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BVup  Italy ! 
Thou  art  the  garden  of  the  world,  the  home 
Of  all  art  yielcU,  and  nature  can  decree, 
£Ten  in  thy  desert,  what  is  like  to  thee  F 
Thy  very  weeds  are  beaatiful,  thy  waste 
More  rich  than  other  climes'  fertility ; 
Thy  wreck  a  glory,  and  thy  ruin  graced 
With  an  immaculate  charm  which  cannot  be  defae'd. 
«  ^   , .       .,  Jfynw,  Ch.  m  IV.  26. 

Soft  skies  of  Italy !  how  richly  drest 
Smile  the  wild  scenes  in  your  purpureal  glow ; 
What  glorious  hues  reflected  Irom  the  west 
Float  o  er  the  mountains  of  eternal  snow !         Mtb.  HemauM, 
The  skies  of  radiant  Italy  I 
Oh !  they  are  deeply  blue ; 
And  nothing  save  their  kindred  waves, 
Can  match  tiieir  sapphire  hue.  Lad^  Flora  Rastings. 

m. 

See  there  the  envbus  world  portrayed 

In  that  dark  look,  that  creepmg  pace  I 

No  flower  can  bear  Ihe  ivy's  ahade-^ 

No  tree  support  its  cold  embrace. 

The  oak  tliat'rears  it  from  the  ground 

And  bears  its  tendrils  to  the  skies. 

Feels  at  his  heart  the  rankling  wound. 

And  in  its  poisonous  arms  he  dies."  Lan^horne. 

Oh !  how  could  fancy  crown  with  thee 

In  ancient  days  the  god  of  wine. 

And  bid  thee  at  the  banquet  be 

Comnanion  of  the  vine  P 

Thy  nome,  wild  plant,  is  where  each  sound 

Of  revelzy  hath  long  been  o'er ; 

Where  song's  full  notes  once  peal'd  around. 

Bat  now  are  heard  no  more.  Ifrs.  HevMns. 


V  2 
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JEALOVflT--Mf  Sutj. 

Fool  jealonsj !  thon  tamest  loye  diyine 
To  joyless  dread,  and  mak'st  the  lovmfl  heart 
With  hateM  thoughts  to  languish  ana  to  pine  ; 
And  feed  itself  witn  self-consuming  smart. 
Of  all  Uie  passions  of  the  mind,  thou  vilest  art  I 

Spetuer,  F,  Q,.  in.  L 
The  Tenom  clamours  of  a  jealous  woman 
Poison  more  deadly  than  a  mad  dog's  tooth.    8h,  Cam,  JSr.  r.  1 . 
So  ftiU  of  artless  jealousy  is  gult. 
It  spills  itself  in  fearing  to  be  spilt.  8k.  Ham,  it.  5. 

Trifles,  light  as  air. 
Are  to  the  jealous,  confirmations  strong 
As  proofs  of  Holy  Writ.  8k,  Oik.  in.  3. 

O  beware,  my  lord,  of  jealousy ; 
It  is  the  green-eyed  monster,  which  doth  mock 
The  meat  it  feeds  on.  8h,  0th.  in.  3. 

O,  what  damned  minutes  tells  he  o'er, 
Who  dotes,  yet  doubts ;  suspects,  yet  strongly  lores  I   lb.  3. 

Nothing  extenuate, 
19'or  set  down  ausht  in  malice :  then  must  you  speak 
Of  one,  that  lov  a  not  wisely,  but  too  well ; 
Of  one,  not  easily  jealous,  but,  being  wrought, 
Perplex'd  in  the  extreme.  Sh.  Oik  ▼«  8. 

Think'st  thou  I'd  make  a  life  of  jealousy, 
To  follow  still  the  changes  of  the  moon 
With  fresh  suspicions  P  No  :  to  be  once  in  doubt. 
Is  once  to  be  resolved.  Sk.  Oik.  ui.  3. 

Where  love  reigns,  disturbing  jealousy 
Doth  call  himself  affection's  sentinel ; 
Gives  false  alarms,  suggesteth  mutiny. 
And  in  a  peaceful  hour  doth  ciy,  "  kiU,  kill ;" 
Distempering  gentle  love  in  his  desire. 
As  air  and  water  do  abate  the  fire.  jS!4.  Ven.  ^  Ad.  109. 

All  jealousy 
Must  still  be  strangled  m  its  birth ;  or  time 
Will  soon  conspire  to  make  it  strong  enough 
To  overcome  the  truth.  Davenani,  Cruel  Broiker. 

Pale  hag,  infernal  fury,  pleasure's  smart; 
Envious  observer,  prying  in  ev'ry  part : 
Suspicious,  fearfcd,  gazing  still  about  thee, 
O  would  to  Qod  that  love  could  be  without  thee. 

Daniel,  Bosamond. 
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When  this  disease  of  jealousy  can  find 

A  way  to  seize  npon  a  crazy  mind ; 

Most  things,  instead  of  help,  or  giving  ease. 

The  humour  feed,  and  turn  to  the  disease.  Howard,  F.  Virgin, 

Small  jealousies,  'tis  true,  inflame  desire, 

The  great  don't  fan,  but  qaiie  put  out  the  fire.  Dryden,  Awr,  3. 

Oh  jealousy !  thou  bane  of  pleasing  friendship. 

Thou  w<»rst  invader  of  our  tender  bosoms  ; 

How  does  thy  rancour  poison  all  our  softness, 

And  turn  our  gentle  nature  into  bitterness  1  Bowe,J.8h.iii.l, 

To  doubt's  an  injury ;  to  suspect  a  friend 

Is  breach  of  friendship  :  iealousy's  a  seed. 

Sown  but  in  vicious  minos ;  prone  to  distrust. 

Because  apt  to  deceive.  Lansdowne,  Heroic  Love, 

O  Jealousy !  thou  most  unnatural  ofispring 

Of  a  too  tender  parent !  that  in  excess 

Of  fondness  feeds  thee,  like  the  pelican, 

Bat  with  her  purest  blood ;  and  in  return 

Thou  tear'st  tlie  bosom  whence  thy  nurture  flows. 

Frowde,  Philoicu. 
All  seems  infected  that  th'  infected  spy, 
As  all  looks  yellow  to  the  jaundic'd  eye.     Pope,  E.  C.  ii.  858 

But  through  the  heart 
Should  jealousy  its  venom  once  diffuse, 
lis  then  delightftd  misery  no  more, 
But  affony  unmix'd,  incessant  gall. 
Corroding  eveiy  thought,  and  olasting  all 
Love's  paradise.  I^omeon,  Spring,  1072. 

Ten  thousand  fears 
Invented  wild,  ten  thousand  frantic  views 
Of  horrid  rivals,  hanging  on  the  charms 
For  which  he  melts  in  fondness,  eat  him  up 
With  fervent  anguish,  and  consuming  rage.  T&omeon,  lb,  1089. 
Among  the  sons  of  men  how  few  are  known 
Who  dare  be  just  to  merit  not  their  own  1 
Superior  virtue  and  sunerior  sense, 
To  knaves  and  fools  wul  always  give  offence, 
Nay,  men  of  real  worth  can  scarcely  bear. 
So  nice  is  jealousy,  a  rival  there.  Ckurehill, 

Oh!  the  pain  of  pains, 
Is  when  the  fair  one,  whom  our  soul  is  fond  of, 
Gives  transport,  and  receives  it  from  another.  Toung,Bue,iu.l, 
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PassioiiB,  if  great,  though  tam'd  to  their  reyerse, 

Keep  their  degree,  and  are  great  passions  stUL 

And  she  who,  when  she  thiiucs  her  loTer  fiJse, 

Setains  her  temper,  nerer  lost  her  heart.  Young  Brotken^ ir.l. 

It  is  jealousy's  peculiar  nature 

To  swell  small  tbings  to  great ;  nay,  oat  of  nought 

To  conjure  much ;  and  then  to  lose  its  reason 

Amid  the  hideous  phuitoms  it  has  fonned.  lb.  Bevenge,  in.  1. 

0  jealousy  I  each  other  passion's  calm 
To  thee,  thou  conflagration  of  the  soul  I 

Thou  king  of  torments  I  thou  grand  counterpoise 

For  all  the  transports  beauty  can  inspire.  Taung,Bevei^.n.h 

Ojealousy  I  thou  merciless  destroyer. 

More  cruel  than  the  graye !  what  rayages 

Does  thy  wild  war  make  in  the  noblest  bosoms !  Mallet  JSwr, 

All  other  passions  haye  their  hour  of  thinking. 

And  hear  the  yoice  of  reason.    This  alone 

Breaks  at  the  first  suspicion  into  frenay. 

And  sweeps  the  soul  in  tempests*  FrancU,  ContUttUiM* 

Her  maids  were  old,  and  if  she  took  a  new  one 

You  might  be  sure  she  was  a  perfect  ftight : 

She  did  this  during  e'en  her  husband's  life — 

1  recommend  as  much  to  eyery  wife.         Bgron^  D.  «71 1.  48. 
Yet  he  was  jealous,  though  he  did  not  show  it» 

For  jealousy  dislikes  the  world  to  know  it.  Bgnm^  D*  /.  i«  66. 

That  anxious  torture  may  I  neyer  feel. 

Which  doubtful,  watches  o'er  a  wandering  heart. 

Oh !  who  that  bitter  torment  can  reyeal. 

Or  tell  the  pining  anguish  of  that  smart  I  Mrs.  Tigkef  Pigeh. 

O  jealousy, 
Thou  ugliest  fiend  of  hell,  thy  deadly  renom 
Preys  on  my  yitals,  turns  the  healthful  hue 
Of  my  firesh  cheek  to  haffgard  sallowness, 
And  drinks  my  spirit  up  1   Han.  Mare,  David  and  QaUak,  h 
XB8TB,  neSTSBS,  JBSmO — wiWit. 
This  fellow  picks  up  wit,  as  pigeons  peas. 
And  utters  it  again  when  Joye  doth  please ; 
He  is  wit's  pedTar ;  and  retails  his  wares 
At  wakes  and  wassails,  meetings,  markets,  fairs ; 
And  we  that  sell  by  gross,  the  Xord  doth  know, 
Haye  not  the  grace  to  grace  it  with  such  show. 

Sh.  Lope's  L.  X.  T.  % 
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JXR8,  JS8IEB8,  nmSB^eontimied, 

A  jest's  prosperity  lies  in  the  ear 

Of  him  tiiat  nears  it,  neyer  in  the  tongue 

Of  him  that  makes  it.  8k.  Lovers  Z.  L.  ▼.  2. 

Lsagh  not  too  mnch ;  the  witty  man  laughs  least : 
.  For  wit  is  news  only  to  i|moranoe : 

Less  at  thine  own  things  laugh ;  lest  in  the  jest 

Thy  person  share,  and  the  conceit  adranoe. 

Make  not  thy  spcnrt  abuses :  for  the  fly 

That  feeds  on  dung,  is  coloured  thereby,      fferb^rt,  Xtrnple, 

Of  all  the  griefs  that  harass  the  diBtress'd* 

Sure  the  most  bitter  is  a  scornful  jest. 

Fkte  neyer  wounds  more  deep  the  generous  heart, 

Than  when  a  blockhead's  insult  points  the  dart. 

Johmon,  London^  t66« 

Yonder  he  driyes— ayoid  that  ftirious  beast ; 

If  he  may  haye  his  jest,  he  neyer  cares 

At  whose  expense ;  nor  friend  nor  patron  spares. 

Horae0,  (Franeii)* 

JB8UIX8. 

For  none  but  Jesuits  haye  a  mission 

To  preach  the  faith  with  ammunition, 

Ana  propasate  the  church  with  powder. 

Their  fonnoer  was  a  blown-up  soldier.  Butler,  Hud,9,iJ.  1561. 

nwB. 

Sufferance  is  the  badge  of  aU  our  tribe.    8h.  M,  qf  Fen.  i.  3. 

They,  and  they  only,  amongst  aU  mankind, 

Beceiyed  the  transcrii»t  of  uie  eternal  mind ; 

Were  trusted  with  his  own  enmyen  laws. 

And  constituted  guardians  of  His  cause  ; 

Theirs  were  the  prophets,  theirs  the  priestly  call. 

And  theirs,  by  birth,  the  Sayiour  of  us  all.  Cowper, 

J0KB8. 

And  gentle  dulness  eyer  loyes  a  joke.     Pope,  Dunciad,  n.  84. 
JOY,  JOTFULHBBS. 

I  cannot  speak,  tears  so  obstruct  my  words. 

And  choke  me  with  unutterable  joy.     Otooy,  Caiue  Mariue. 

Were  my  wbole  life  to  come  one  heap  of  troubles, 

llie  pleasure  of  this  moment  would  suffice, 

And  sweeten  all  my  griefs  with  its  remembrance. 

Lee,  Miihridatee. 

Now,  by  my  soul,  and  by  tbese  hoair  hairs, 

I'm  so  oyerwhelm'd  with  pleasure,  tnat  I  feel 

A  latter  spring  within  my  withered  limbs, 

That  shoots  me  out  again.  Dryden. 
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iOI,  JOYTVLMSM— MM/MMfM^. 

Joj9  are  for  the  godn 

M «&'s  oommon  cofone  of  nature  is  distress : 

His  joys  are  prodi/i^es  ;  and  like  them  too. 

Portend  approaching  iU.    The  wise  man  starts. 

And  trembles  at  the  perils  of  a  bliss.        Tounff,  Brotken,  6. 

Bat  what  are  past  or  fntnre  joys  P 

The  present  is  our  own  1 

And  he  is  wise  who  best  employs 

The  passing  hour  alone.  Bp,  JBeber,/hm  Pindar. 

Let  fate  do  her  worst,  there  are  relics  of  joy. 

Bright  dreams  of  the  past,  which  she  cannot  destroy ; 

Which  oome  in  the  night  time  of  sorrow  and  care. 

And  bring  back  the  features  that  joy  used  to  wear.  T.  Moon. 
TUDeSB,  TUDeilEHT,  JirST,  JirsnOB.— Mf  CritLslam,  Quilt. 

It  often  falls  in  course  of  common  life, 

That  right  lon||^  time  is  overbome  of  wron^, 

Throu^  avarice  or  power,  or  snile,  or  strife. 

That  weakens  her,  and  makes  ner  party  strong : 

Bat  justice  though  her  doom  she  ao  prolong. 

Yet  at  the  last  wul  make  her  own  cause  right.  Spenter^.i^,!, 
I  beseech  you* 

Wrest  once  the  law  to  your  authority  : 

To  diO  a  great  right,  do  a  little  wrong.       8k,  M,  <^Ven.  TV.  1. 

A  Daniel  come  to  judgment ;  yea»  a  Daniel  I 

O  wise  young  judge,  how  I  do  honour  thee !  8k.  M,  Ve».  vrA. 
And  then  the  justice ; 

Jn  fair  round  belly,  with  good  capon  lin'd» 

With  eyes  severe,  and  beard  of  formal  cut, 

Full  of  wise  saws  and  modem  instances, 

And  BO  he  plays  his  part.  8k.  As.  T.  L.  ii.  7. 

If  I  shall  be  condemn'd 

Upon  surmises ;  all  proofs  sleeping  else. 

But  what  your  jealousies  await,  I  tell  you, 

'Tis  rigour,  and  not  law.  8k,  Wint.  T.  m.  2. 

Poise  the  cause  in  justice'  equal  scales, 

Whose  beam  stands  sure,  whose  rightf^  cause  prevails. 

8k.  Men.  v/.  2.  li.  1. 
I  do  believe, 

Induo'd  by  potent  circumstances,  that 

You  are  mine  enemy :  and  make  m^  challenge. 

You  shall  not  be  my  judge  :  for  it  is  vou 

Have  blown  this  coal  betwixt  my  lord  and  me. 

Sh.  Ren,  vm,  ti»  4 
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JUME8,  JUBOIOBNT,  JXTST,  JXrSTICX— a>m<mwm; 
The  Grods  are  just,  and  of  oar  pleasant  vices 
Make  instnunents  to  scourge  us.  8A.  Lear,  y.  3. 

A  num  busied  about  decrees, 
Condemning  some  to  death,  and  some  to  exile, 
Bansoming  one  or  pitying,  threatening  the  other.  8h,Car.i,Q. 
Look  80  to  judge,  that  at  the  latter  day 
Ye  be  not  judged  witb  those  that  wend  astray ; 
Who  passeth  ludgment  for  his  priyate  gain. 
He  well  may  judge,  he  is  adjudg'd  to  pain. 

21  Lodffe  and  B.  Oreen,  Loohinff- Glass. 

Justice,  like  lightning,  ever  shall  appear 
To  few  men's  ruin,  but  to  all  men's  fear. 

Swetnam,  Woman  Hater. 
Men's  judgments  sway  on  that  side  fortune  leans. 

Chapman,  Widow's  Tears. 
A  good  man  sbould  and  must, 
Sit  rather  down  with  loss,  than  rise  unjust.         Ben  Jonson, 

The  ffods 
Grow  angry  with  your  patience  :  Tis  their  care, 
And  must  be  yours,  that  guilty  men  escape  not : 
As  crimes  do  grow,  justice  should  rouse  itself.      lb,  CoHline, 
Be  just  in  all  thy  actions,  and  if  join'd 
With  thoae  that  are  not,  neyer  change  tl^  mind. 

Deniam,  Prudence,  163. 
Justice,  while  she  winks  at  crimes, 
Stunbles  on  innocence  sometimes. 
Justice  giyes  sentence  many  times, 
On  one  man  for  another's  crimes. 
Of  all  the  yiirtues  justice  is  the  best ; 
Valour  without  it  is  a  common  pest : 
Pirates  and  thieves,  too  oft  with  courage  grac'd, 
Show  us  how  ill  that  virtue  may  be  placed.  Waller, 

Poetic  justice,  with  her  lifted  scale, 
Where,  in  nice  balance,  truth  with  gold  she  weu^hs^ 
And  solid  pudding  against  empty  praise.  Pope,  Dunciad,!*  51. 

The  hungry  judges  soon  the  sentence  sign. 

And  wretches  himg,  that  jurymen  may  dine.  lb.  Bape  Z.iii.21. 

'Tis  with  our  judgments  as  our  watches,  none 

Go  just  alike,  yet  each  believes  his  own.      Pope,  E.  C.  i.  9. 

Wit  and  judgment  often  are  at  strife. 

Though  meant  each*other's  aid,  like  man  and  wife.  Fb.B.C.S2. 


Butler,  Mud.  u.  1177. 
Butler^  Hud. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


JITMEB,  JXTDOXBR,  JiriT,  JTOTIOl    ojiifiwiiirf. 
The  raleTB  of  the  world. 

Unmercifully  just,  who  pnniAh  tH 

To  the  seyerest  rifoor  or  the  laws, 

Are  most  nnjost  themselves,  and  yiolate 

The  laws  thej  seem  to  guard ;  there  is  a  jnstioe 

Due  to  humanity.  Ck,  Johnson* 

So  sure  the  fall  of  greatness  raised  on  crimes  I 

So  fixed  the  justice  of  all-conscious  heaven !       i)r.  Johtuan, 

When  judges  a  campaigning  go. 

And  on  their  benches  look  so  oiff. 

What  gives  them  consequence,  1  trow. 

Is  nothing  but  a  bushel  wig.  Peter  Pindar. 

JXnJA'SBTXt. 

Her  eye  (I  am  very  fond  of  handsome  eyes), 

Was  krge  and  dark,  suppressing  half  its  fire 

Until  she  spoke,  then  through  its  soft  disfpise 

Flash'd  an  expression  more  of  pride  than  ire. 

And  love  than  either ;  and  there  would  ariae, 

A  something  in  them  which  was  not  desire, 

But  would  have  been,  perhaps,  but  for  the  soul 

Whidi  struggled  through  and  ohaaten'd  down  the  whole. 
jinns.  Bfron^  D,  J.  i.  60. 

And  what  is  so  rare  as  a  day  in  June  P 

Then,  if  ever,  come  perfect  dajs ; 

Then  Heaven  tries  the  earth  iffc  be  in  tune. 

And  over  it  softly  her  warm  ear  lays. 
JUBIS8,  JUBYnV.  LoweUf  VuianofSir  Laui^aL 

The  jury,  passing  on  the  prisoner's  life. 

May,  in  the  sworn  twelve,  have  a  thief  or  two 

Guiltier  than  him  they  try.  8h,  M,for  M,  ii.  1. 

Do  not  your  juries  give  their  verdict 

As  if  thev  felt  the  cause,  not  heard  it  P 

And  as  tney  please,  make  matter  of  fact 

Eun  all  on  one  side,  as  they're  pack'd.  Butler,  Su<L  2.II.365. 

This  box  contains  a  man  of  wit ; 

A  man  of  sense,  a  man  not  fit ; 

A  man  of  strength,  a  man  of  place ; 

A  man  devoid  of  every  crace ; 

A  man  of  rank,  a  man  of  none ; 

A  man  who'd  rather  be  at  home  ; 

A  man  of  luck,  a  man  of  taste ; 

A  man  who  would  his  country  waste  : 

These  men,  when  sworn,  a  jury  make. 

To  dear  up  many  a  mistake.  Anon* 
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I  fonn'd  for  iLee  a  small  boiuniet, 

A  keepsake  near  thy  heart  to  lay, 

Because  't  is  there,  I  know  fnU  well. 

That  charity  and  kindness  dweU.  Miss  Gould. 


Sent,  in  the  commentaries  Cessar  wnt, 
Is  term'd  the  ciriFst  place  of  all  this  isle : 
Sweet  is  the  country,  oecaase  foil  of  riches : 
The  people  liberal,  raliant,  actire,  wealthy.  8k.  Sen,  TL  2.IT.7. 

KECK,  xKsnro. 

When  late  I  attempted  your  pity  to  moye. 
Why  seem'd  you  so  deaf  to  my  prayers  P 
Pernaps  it  was  right  to  dissemble  your  lore. 
But-— why  did  you  kiefr  me  down  stairs  P 

*TiM  well,  if  s  no  woree,  a  Farce  (Biekersiaff)  i.  4. 
A  Saxon  Duke  did  grow  so  fat. 
That  mice,  as  histories  relate. 
Ate  grots  and  labyrinths  to  dwell  in, 
His  postique  B^irts,  without  his  feeling. 
Then  how  is't  possible  a  kick 

Should  e'er  reach  that  way  to  the  quick  P  Builer,JB'ud,l.ii,206. 
Some  have  been  beaten  till  they  know 
What  wood  a  cudgel's  of  by  th  blow ; 
Some  kick'd  until  they  can  feel  whether 
A  shoe  be  Spanish  or  neat's  leather.    Butler,  Hud.  2.  i.  221. 
Hudibras  gave  him  a  twitch 
As  quick  as  lightning,  in  the  breech. 
Just  in  the  place  where  honour's  lodg'd, 
As  wise  philosophers  haye  judg'd. 
Because  a  kick  m  that  part  more 

Hurts  honour,  than  deep  wounds  before.         Ih»  2.  iii.  1065. 
ZZHBHSBfl — M»  BeaeyolcBoe,  Charity,  Vorbearuiee,  Vature* 
Ejndness  in  women,  not  their  beauteous  looks, 
Shan  win  my  loye.  8h.  Tarn.  8.  ly.  2. 

Kindness  has  resistless  charms, 
All  things  else  but  weakly  moye ; 
Fiercest  anger  it  disarms, 

And  clips  the  wings  of  flying  loye.  Boehester. 

Kindness  by  secret  sympathy  is  tied ; 
For  noble  souls  in  nature  are  allied.  Bidden. 

Smile  on  the  work,  be  to  her  merits  kind, 
And  to  her  faults,  whate'er  they  are,  be  blind. 

Fri^,  Frol.  to  Boyal  Miaokitf. 
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UJ  DB  JS88— MnftiNMd: 

Sweet  as  refreshing  dews,  or  snmmer  showers, 

To  the  long-parching  thirst  of  drooping  flowers ; 

GrateM  as  fanning  gales  to  fainting  swains, 

And  soft  as  trickling  balm  to  bleedmg  pains. 

Are  thy  kind  words.  Ooff^  D*wfc 

To  rest  the  wear]r,  and  to  soothe  the  sad, 

Doth  lessen  happier  men,  and  shames  the  bad.  f  jmw. 

Unfee'd,  the  calls  of  nature  she  obeys, 

Not  led  by  profit,  nor  allured  by  praise.  CraXM** 

Oh  I  there  are  looks  and  tones  that  dart 

An  instant  sunshine  through  the  heart ; 

As  if  the  soul  that  minute  caught 

Some  treasure  it  through  life  had  sought.  T.  Moore. 

Generous  as  brare. 
Affection,  kindness,  the  sweet  offices 
Of  love  and  duty,  were  to  him  as  needful 
As  his  daily  bread.  Bogeri,  Imr 

Angry  looks  can  do  no  ffood. 
Ana  blows  are  dealt  in  blindness  ; 
Words  are  better  understood 

If  spoken  but  in  kindness.  J.  Burlndge,  {Am.}. 

EOrOS— M»  Oourt,  Loyalty,  Prinoes,  Soyiaty,  War. 
The  king-becoming  graces 
Are  justice,  yerity,  temperance,  stableness, 
Bounty,  perseyerance,  mercy,  lowliness, 
Devotion,  patience,  courage,  fortitude.  8k*  Mdeb.  rr .  4 

Not  all  the  water  in  the  rough  rude  sea 

Can  wash  the  balm  from  an  anointed  king : 

The  breath  of  worldly  men  cannot  depose 

The  deputy  elected  by  the  Lord.  8k.  Bick.  n,  ni.  S. 

The  presence  of  a  king  engenders  love 
Amongst  his  subjects,  and  his  royal  friends. 

8h,  Henry  ir.  1.  m.  1. 

When  we  are  wrong'd,  and  would  unfold  our  griefs. 

We  are  denied  access  unto  his  person, 

£y'n  by  those  men  that  most  have  done  us  wrong. 

8h.  Henry  iv-  2.  iv.  1. 
O  majesty ! 
When  thou  dost  pinch  thy  bearer ;  thou  dost  sit 
Like  a  rich  armour  worn  m  heat  of  day. 
That  scalds  with  safety.  8h,  Hen,  /r.  2.  iv.  4 
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What  hMre  kings 
Glut  priyates  hare  not  too,  sare  ceremony  P  Sk.  Hen.  T,  it.  1. 
Come  hither,  England's  hope  :  If  secret  powers 
Sorest  but  troth  to  mj  diyining  thoughts. 
This  pretty  lad  will  proye  our  country's  bliss. 
His  looks  are  full  of  peaceftd  majesty  ; 
His  head  by  nature  rram'd  to  wear  a  crown, 
His  hand  to  wield  a  sceptre  :  and  himself 
Iiikely,  in  time,  to  bless  a  regal  throne.  8h,  Hen,  vi,  3.  it.  6« 
The  hearts  of  princes  kiss  obedience, 
80  much  they  loTe  it :  but,  to  stubborn  spirits. 
They  swell,  and  grow  as  terrible  as  storms.  8h»  Hen.rm.iuX. 
There's  such  diyinity  doth  hedf  e  a  king. 
That  treason  can  but  peep  to  iniat  it  would, 
AcU  little  of  his  wilL  8h.  Ham.iT,(i. 

The  king,  who  delegates 
His  pow'r  to  others'  hands,  but  i&  deserres 
The  crown  he  wears.  Brooke,  Earl  qf  Wanoiek, 

He's  a  king, 
A  true,  right  king  that  dares  do  au^ht,  saye  wrong ; 
Fears  nothing  mortal,  but  to  be  unjust ; 
Who  is  not  blown  up  with  the  flattering  puffs 
Of  spNongT  s]|rcophants  ;  who  stands  unmoy'd. 
Despite  tne  jostling  of  opinion.    Mareion,  Ant.  and  Mellida. 
O  wretched  state  of  kings  I  that  standing  high. 
Their  £sults  are  marks  ikot  at  by  eyeiy  eye. 

JDekker,  Match  me  in  London. 
The  king  that  yields  to  popular  commotions. 
Is  more  the  slaye  than  soyereign  of  his  people. 

Philips,  Humphrey,  Duke  qf  Olouceeter. 

A  crown. 
Golden  in  show,  is  but  a  crown  of  thorns, 
Brin^  dangers,  troubles,  cares,  and  sleepless  nights. 
To  him  who  wears  the  regal  diadem. 
When  on  his  shoulder  each  man's  burthen  lies : 
For  therein  lies  the  office  of  a  king, — 
His  honour,  yirtue,  merit,  and  chief  praise,— 
That  for  the  public  all  its  weight  he  bears.  Milton,  P.R,  11. 468. 
ICings,  like  Heayen's  eye,  should  spread  their  beam  around. 
Pleased  to  be  seen  while  glory's  race  they  run ; 
!Rest  is  not  for  the  chariot  of  the  sun : 
Luxurious  kings  are  to  the  people  lost ; 
They  Uye  like  drones  upon  the  public  cost.  Dryden,  Aureng. 
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EIMQB-'ConHnued. 

Some  are  born  kines, 
Made  no  of  three  parts  fire :  so  fan.  of  hearen, 
It  sparkles  at  their  eyes :  inferior  sonls 
£now  them  as  soon  as  seen,  by  sure  instinct. 
To  be  their  lords,  and  natoraUj  worship 
The  secret  god  within  them.  Dryden,  Cleomenet, 

Kinj^s'  tides  commonly  befirin  bv  force, 

Which  time  wears  off;  and  mellows  into  right ; 

And  power,  which  in  one  age  is  tyranny, 

Is  ripen'd  in  the  next  to  true  succession.     D/yien,  Span.  JFl 

Unbounded  power  and  height  of  greatness  giye 
To  kings  that  lustre  which  we  think  divine  ; 
The  wise  who  know  them,  know  tiiey  are  but  men, 
Kajr,  sometimes  weak  ones  too.    The  crowd  indeed. 
Who  kneel  before  the  image,  not  the  god. 
Worship  the  deity  their  himds  have  nuide. 

Boioe,  Ambitioui  Stepmother, 

What  is  a  king  P  a  man  condemned  to  bear 

The  public  burthen  of  the  nation's  care.     Prior,  Solamouj  3. 

Then,  poet,  if  you  mean  to  thrive. 

Employ  your  muse  on  kings  alive : 

With  prudence  gathering  up  a  cluster 

Of  all  the  virtues  you  can  muster. 

Which,  form'd  into  a  garland  sweet. 

Lay  humbly  at  your  monarch's  feet ; 

Who,  as  tlie  odours  reach  his  throne. 

Will  smile,  and  think  them  all  his  own ! 

For  law  and  ffospel  boUi  determine 

All  virtues  lodge  in  royal  ermine.  Sw\/tm 

The  man  whom  heaven  appoints 
To  govern  others,  should  himself  first  ieam 
To  Bend  his  passions  to  the  sway  of  reason. 

TAomeonj  Tancred  and  Sigiemunda^ 

When  those  whom  Heaven  distinguishes  o'er  millions. 

Profusely  gives  them  honours,  ricnes,  power. 

Whatever  the  expanded  heart  can  wish ;  when  they, 

Accepting  the  reward,  neglect  the  duly. 

Or  worse,  pervert  those  nfts  to  deeds  of  ruin. 

Is  there  a  wretch  they  rme  so  mean  as  they, — 

Guilty  at  once  of  sacnlege  to  Heaven, 

And  of  perfidious  robbery  to  men  ?  Maliet,  A\flredm 
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Xict  him  Tn«int4iiii  bis  pow'r,  Imt  not  increMe  it ; 
The  string  pnrogatiTe  when  stnin'd  too  high 
Cneks  like  the  tortnr'd  chord  of  hannon j, 
And  spoils  the  ooncert  between  kincand  subject 

Mopord,  Ximg  Ckmrlm  i. 
The  lore  of  kings  is  like  the  blowing  of 
Winds,  which  wnistle  sometimes  gentlj  among 
The  leayeSf  and  straightwaj  torn  the  trees  up  by 
The  roots :  or  fiie,  which  waimeih  i^ar  off. 
And  bnmeth  near  at  hand ;  or  the  sea,  which  makes 
Men  hoist  their  sails  in  a  nattering  cafaut 
And  to  cat  their  masts  in  a  roogh  storm.  Jokmon. 

We  too  are  friends  to  loralfy.    We  love 
Qlie  king  who  lores  the  law,  respects  his  bounds. 
And  reigns  content  within  them.    Him  we  serre 
Freelj  and  with  delight,  who  leayes  ns  free ; 
Bat  rec<^ecting  still  that  he  is  man, 
We  trost  him  not  too  far.  Cowper,  7}ukp  T*  881. 

Ae  is  oars, 
T*  admmister,  to  goard,  t'adom  the  state, 
Bot  not  to  warp  or  change  it.    We  are  his. 
To  serre  him  nobly  in  the  common  caase, 
Trae  to  the  death,  bat  not  to  be  his  slares. 

Cowper,  Ikuk,  T.  841. 
At  princes  let  bnt  satire  lift  his  gnn. 
The  more  their  feathers  fly,  the  more  the  fun. 
B'en  the  whole  world,  blockheads  and  men  of  letters. 
Enjoy  a  cannonade  upon  their  betters.  Peter  Pindar, 

All  these  men,  or  their  fathers,  were  my  friends 
Till  tiiey  became  my  subjects ;  they  fed  from  me 
As  faitmess  leayes  drop  nrom  the  o  erblown  flower. 
And  left  me  a  lone  blighted  thorny  stalk. 
Which,  in  its  solitade  can  shelter  nothing.  Bfron,Doff0,  iii.2. 

A  crown  I  what  is  itP 
It  is  to  bear  the  miseries  of  a  people ! 
To  hear  their  murmurs,  feel  their  discontents. 
And  sink  beneath  a  load  of  splendid  care  I 
To  haye  yoor  best  success  ascribed  to  fortune. 
And  fortune's  failures  all  ascribed  to  yoa  I 
It  is  to  sit  upon  a  joyless  height, 
To  ey'xy  blast  of  cnuiging  fate  ezpos'd ! 
Too  high  for  hope !  too  great  for  happiness ! 

Hannah  More,  Daniel* 


Digitized  by  VjOOQlC 


'  I 


804i  Kiiros— KIB8,  Kxssnre. 

The  wisest  soTereigns  eir  like  prirate  men, 

And  royal  hand  has  sometimes  laid  the  sword 

Of  chivaby  upona  worthless  shoulder, 

Which  better  had  been  branded  by  the  hangman. 

What  then  P  Kings  do  their  best — and  they  and  we 

Must  answer  for  &'  intent^  and  not  th'  event.      Scott,  KemL 

It  being  now  settled  that  emp'rors  and  kings. 

Like  kites  made  of  foolscap  are  high  flying  things. 

To  whose  tails  a  few  millions  of  suojects,  or  so, 

Have  been  tied  in  a  string  to  be  whisk'd  to  and  fro. 

Just  wherever  it  suits  the  said  foolscap  to  go. 

Moore,  Crib's  Memorial, 
HI  do  you  know  the  spectral  forms  that  wait 
Upon  a  king ;  care  with  his  fiirrow'd  brow, 
Unsleeping  watchfulness,  lone  secresy, 
Attend  his  throne  by  day,  his  couch  by  night. 

Earl  BuueUf  Don  Carlos. 
SI88,  KZSSniG^Mf  Oonrtship. 

He  kiss'd  me  hard, 
As  if  he*d  pluck  up  kisses  by  the  roots. 
That  grow  upon  my  lips.  Sk.  Otk.  iii.  3. 

You  may  ride  us 
With  one  soft  kiss  a  thousand  furlongs,  e'er 
With  spur  we  heat  an  acre.  8h,  Wint.  T.  i.  2. 

Teach  not  thy  lip  such  scorn  ;  for  it  was  made 
For  kissing,  lady,  not  for  such  contempt     8k.  Sick,  in.  i.  2. 
Giye  me  one  kiss  ;  I'll  give  it  thee  again  ; 
And  one  for  interest,  if  thou  wilt  have  twain.  ^.i.Fe».  uli.209. 
Touch  but  my  lips  with  those  fair  lips  of  thine, 
(Though  mine  be  not  so  fair,  yet  are  they  red) 
The  kiss  shall  be  thine  own  as  well  as  mme  : — 
What  seest  thou  in  the  ground  P  hold  up  thy  head  : 
Look  in  mine  eyeballs ;  there  thy  beauty  lies  : 
Then  why  not  Lps  on  lips,  since  eyes  in  eyes  P  lb.  115. 

Kissing  and  bussing  differ  but  in  this ; 
We  buss  our  wantons,  but  our  wives  we  kiss.  Herrich,Aph.  200. 

Give  me  one  kiss  and  no  more : 
If  so  be  this  makes  you  poor, 
To  enrich  you  111  restore 

For  that  one,  two  thousand  more.  Herriek,  Heip*  45. 

Oh  I  let  me  live  for  ever  on  those  lips ! 
•    The  nectar  of  Uie  Gbds  to  these  is  tasteless.  Dryden^Don.Seb* 
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KI88,  KiaSSMQ^eotUmfmL 

I  felt,  the  while,  a  jpleasing  kind  of  smarfc ; 

The  kiss  went  tingUng  to  my  yeij  heart. 

When  it  was  gone,  the  sense  of  it  did  stay, 

The  sweetness  cling'd  upon  my  lips  all  day. 

Like  drops  of  honey  lota  to  fall  away.     Jk.  Mar.  a  la  Mode. 

The  kiss  you  take  is  paid  by  that  yon  give : 

The  joy  is  mutoal,  and  I'm  itiU  in  debt.  Lanidovme,  Heroic  L, 

Giye,  or  lend,  or  let  me  take 

One  sweet  kiss,  I  ask  no  more. 


One  sweet  kiss,  for  pita's  sake, 
I'U  repay  it  o'er  and  o'er. 


[  repay  it  o'er  and  o  er.  DodeUy,  CoUn's  Kisses, 

Xiss  rhymes  to  bliss  in  fact,  as^ellaa  Ter8e.Byroii,2>.J'.yi.69. 
I  loTe  tiie  sex,  and  sometimes  would  reverse 
The  tyrant's  wish,  "  That  mankind  only  had 
One  neck,  which  he  with  one  feU  stroke  might  pierce.'' 
.  My  wish  is  qnite  as  wide,  but  not  so  bad, 
And  much  more  tender  on  the  whole  than  fierce ; 
It  being  (not  now,  but  only  while  a  lad) 
That  womankind  had  but  one  rosy  mouth. 
To  kiss  them  all  at  once  from  nortnto  south.  Bjfron,  2>.«/.yi.27. 
Their  lips  drew  near,  and  clung  into  a  kiss, 
A  long,  long  kiss,  a  kiss  of  youth  and  loTe, 
And  beauty,  all  concentrating  like  rays 
Into  one  focus,  kindled  from  abore  ; 
Such  kisses  as  belong  to  early  days, 
Where  heart,  and  soul,  and  sense,  in  concert  more. 
And  the  blood  's  lara,  and  the  pulse  a  blaze, 
Each  kiss  a  heart-quske,  for  a  kiss's  strength, 
I  think,  it  must  be  reckon'd  by  its  length.  Byron,  D,  J.ii,lS6, 
Turn  away  those  lips  of  blisses 
I  am  poison'd  by  thy  kisses  I 
Yet,  again,  ah !  turn  them  to  me : 

Buin's  sweet,  when  they  undo  me  I  T,  Moore, 

1  ne'er  on  that  lip  for  a  moment  hare  gas'd, 
But  a  thousand  temptations  beset  me. 
And  I'ye  thought,  as  the  dear  little  rubies  youVe  rais'd, 
How  delioionfl  t  would  be— if  you'd  let  me  1  T.  Moore. 

nATXBY. 
The  Moor's  abus'd  by  some  most  yillainous  knaye. 
Some  base  notorious  knaye,  some  scurry  fellow, 
O,  heayen,  that  such  companions  thou  dst  unfold, 
And  put  in  eyeiy  honest  hand  a  whip. 
To  lash  the  rascals  naked  through  the  world  !  8/i.  0th.  iv.  2. 
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XVATXBT— MMimiMii. 
As  thistles  wear  the  softest  down. 
To  hide  their  prickles  till  they're  grown. 
And  then  decuLre  themselves,  and  tear 
Whatever  ventures  to  come  near ; 
So  a  smooth  knave  does  greater  feats 
Than  one  that  idly  rails  and  threats.    Butler^  MUe.  Hkoughts, 

Thy  beard  and  head  are  of  a  diff rent  dye ; 
Short  of  one  foot,  distorted  in  an  eye  : 
With  all  those  tokens  of  a  knave  complete, 
Shoold'st  thou  be  honest,  thou'rt  a  dev'lish  cheat. 

Addison,  Martial,  xii.  54. 
XVOWLSDOZ^fM  Gtains,  IgiUHraaoe,  Ltaxning,  Wiidma. 
The  charm  dissolves  apace 
And  as  the  morning  steals  upon  the  night, 
Melting  the  darkness,  so  their  rising  senses 
Begin  to  chase  the  ignorant  fumes  uuit  mantle 
Their  clearer  reason.  8h.  7}rmp.  Y.  1. 

There  are  more  thin^  in  heaven  and  earths  Horatio, 

Than  are  dreamt  of  m  your  philosophy.  SA,  Sam.  i.  6. 

Knowledge,  when  wisdom  is  too  weak  to  guide  her, 

Is  like  a  headstrong  horse  that  throws  the  rider.        Quarki* 

Einowledge  descries  alone,  wisdom  applies  ; 

That  makes  some  fools,  this  maketh  none  but  wise.    Quarles, 

Not  to  know  me  argues  yourself  unknown, 

The  lowest  of  your  throng.  Milton,  P.  Z.  iv.  830. 

Knowledge  is  as  food,  and  needs  no  less 
Her  temp'rance  over  appetite,  to  know 
In  measure  what  the  mind  may  well  contain ; 
Oppresses  else  with  surfeit,  and  soon  turns 
Wisdom  to  folly.  Milton,  P.  L.Yiu  127. 

For  what  is  truth  and  knowledge,  but  a  kind 

Of  wantonness  and  luxury  of  the  mind  ; 

A  greediness  and  ffluttony  of  the  brain. 

Thai  longs  to  eat  forbidden  fruit  again ; 

And  grows  more  desperate  like  the  worst  diseases. 

Upon  the  nobler  part,  the  mind,  it  seiaes.  Butler. 

He  knew  what's  what,  and  that's  as  high 

As  metaphysio  wit  can  fly.  Butler,  Sud.  1, 1. 140* 

He  knew  what  ever's  to  be  known, 

But  much  more  than  he  knew  would  own.  /5.  Hud.  2,  ni.  296. 
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Tiitae  only  makes  our  bliss  below ; 
And  all  cfor  knowledge  is  onrselyes  to  know.  Pope,Jg.  Jf.iy.397. 
Half  oar  knowledge  we  must  snatch,  not  take.  lb.  Jf.  Jg.  i.  40. 
The  things,  we  know,  are  neither  rich  nor  rare, 
But  wonder  how  the  deyil  they  got  there.  Pope,  Ep,  Arbuik, 
Know  then  thyself,  presnme  not  God  to  scan. 
The  proper  study  ofmankind  is  man.  Pope,  B,  Jf.  n.  1. 

She  knew  a  man,  who  knew  another, 
Yfho  knew  the  very  party's  brother. 

Bd.  Moore,  Trial  ofmim  8aL  Am. 
Oar  needfnl  knowledge,  Hke  our  needfal  food. 
Unhedged,  lies  open  m  life's  common  field, 
And  bids  all  welcome  to  the  rital  feast.  Youug. 

E!nowled(;e  and  wisdom,  far  from  being  one. 
Have  ofttimes  no  connection.    £nowlMige  dwells 
In  heads  replete  with  thoughts  of  other  men, 
Wisdom  in  minds  attentire  to  their  own.  Cowpert  Taek,  ti.  88. 
Xnowled^  is  proud  that  he  has  learned  so  much ; 
Wisdom  IS  humble  that  he  knows  no  more. 

Cowper,  Task,  ti.  96. 
Knowledge  is  not  happiness,  and  sdenee 
But  an  exchange  of  iterance  for  that 
Which  is  another  kind  of  ignorance.    Btfron,  Manured,  ii.  4. 
Sorrow  is  knowledge ;  they,  who  know  the  most. 
Must  mourn  the  deepest  o'er  the  fatal  truth, 
The  tree  of  knowledge  is  not  that  of  life.       Byron,  Ib.i.l, 

Deep  subtle  wits, 
In  trath,  are  master  spirits  in  the  world. 
The  braye  man's  courage,  and  the  student's  lore, 
Are  but  as  tools  his  secret  ends  to  work. 
Who  haih  the  skill  to  use  them.    Joamna  Baillie,  Basil,  ii.  3. 

To  know  one  Qod,  and  know  ourselres,  is  all. 

We  can  true  happiness  or  wisdom  calL  Beading,  Christ  Inst. 

X  2 
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LABOVS— Mt  AetlTity. 
The  labour  we  delight  in  physics  pain.  8h.  Maeb.  ii.  8. 

Nature  liyes  by  labour ; 
Beast,  bird,  air,  fire,  the  heavens  and  rolling  world. 
All  live  by  action ;  nothing  lires  at  rest 
But  death  and  ruin.  jyyer. 

Laboor  like  this,  onr  wants  supplies. 

And  they  must  stoop  who  mean  to  rise.  Cowper, 

From  labour  health,  from  health  contentment  springs. 

BeaUiCf  Mitutrel. 
8uch  hath  it  been— shall  be— beneath  the  sun 
The  many  still  must  labour  for  Uie  one.   Byron^  Cortair,  x.  8. 

Labour  with  what  seal  we  will, 

Something  still  remains  undone, 

Something  uncompleted  still 

Waits  the  rising  of  the  sun.  Longfellow^  SomMing  l^  Undone^ 
LABOUB  nr  YAOr. 

The  task  he  undertakes 

Is  numb'ring  sands,  and  drinking  oceans  dry.  8k,  Bick.n.  ii.  2. 
I  have  seen  a  swan 

With  bootless  labour  swim  against  the  tide. 

And  spend  her  strength  with  oyer-matching  wares. 

8h,  Hen.  Yi.  3, 1.  4. 

Defend  me  common  sense,  say  I, 

From  reveries  so  airy,  from  the  toil 

Of  dropping  buckets  into  empty  wells. 

And  growing  old  with  drawing  nothing  up. 

Uowper.  Tbsk,  in.  188. 
LADIB8— M0  Vainily. 

A  lady's  morning  work :  we  rise,  make  fine. 

Sit  for  our  picture,  and-  't  is  time  to  dine.  Shirley. 

And,  when  a  lady's  in  the  case, 

You  know,  all  other  things  give  place.  Oajf,  I'able  60. 

Ladies,  like  variegated  tulips,  show 

'Tis  to  their  changes  half  tneir  charms  we  owe. 

Pope,  M,  E.  n.  41. 
LA]IP00V8-«M  Batiie. 

Jack  writes  severe  lamnoons  on  me,  'tis  said, 

But  he  writes  nothing  who  is  never  read.  Hodgeon^Mart*  ni.  9. 
LAVB8CAFX.    , 

Heavens !  what  a  goodly  prospect  spreads  around. 

Of  hills,  and  dales,  and  woods,  and  lawns,  and  spires. 

And  glittering  towers,  and  gilded  streams,  till  all 

The  stretching  landscape  into  smoke  decays !  Thomeon,  Bmw^ 
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Othen  for  lAnffiuige  idl  their  care  expreBi* 
And  yalae  bodu,  as  women  men,  for  aren ; 
Their  praise  is  still, '  the  style  is  excellent ' : 
The  sense  thej  humbly  tske  upon  content.  Pope^  S,  C«  n.  806. 
LABK. 

Now  hear  the  lark 
Hie  herald  of  the  mom ;  whose  notes  do  beat 
The  yanlty  heayens,  so  high  above  onr  heads. 
Making  such  sweet  divisions.  Sk*  Bow^  ni*  6. 

Lo  I  here  the  gentle  lark,  weary  of  rest, 

From  his  moist  cabinet  mounts  np  on  high« 

And  wakes  the  morning,  from  whose  silver  breast 

The  son  ariseth  in  his  majesty.  Sk.  Ten.  4*  -^d,  863, 

To  kesr  the  lark  begin  his  flight. 

And  siiijging,  startle  tiie  dull  nifi^ht, 

fVom  his  watchtower  in  the  skies. 

Till  the  dappled  dawn  doth  rise  ; 

Then  to  come,  in  spite  of  sorrow. 

And  at  my  window  bid  good  morrow.    MtUon^  VAtUgro^  41. 
And  now  the  herald  lark 

Left  his  ground-nest,  high  tow'ring  to  descry 

The  mom's  approaoh«  and  greet  her  with  his  song. 

MiUon,  P.  B.  IX.  279. 
Up  springs  the  lark, 

Shrill  voio'd,  and  loud,  the  messenger  of  mom ; 

Ere  vet  the  shadows  fly,  he  mounted  sings 

Amia  the  dawninff  doads,  and  from  their  haunts 

Calls  up  the  tuneful  nations.  TAmmm,  Spring^  687. 

lASTirQBIMk 

They  say,  the  tongues  of  dying  men 

Enforce  attention,  like  deep  harmony ; 

Wben  words  are  scarce  they're  seldom  spent  in  vain : 

For  they  breathe  truth  that  Inreathe  their  words  in  pain. 

8h.  Biek.  u.  II.  1. 
LATB  EOIOUI. 

Look  at  the  dock !  said  Winifred  Pryoe, 

As  she  opened  the  door  to  her  husband's  knock. 

Then  paused  to  give  him  a  piece  of  advice— 

You  nasty  varmint,  look  at  ine  dock  I  Barkam,  Ingold.  Leg.  36. 
lAVeHTBB. 

They  laugh  that  win.  8h.  Othello,  iv.  1. 

Laughter,  holding  both  his  sides.  MUtan,  L*AllegrOf  81. 
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lAtTGHTKB    rmtmmd. 

To  laugh  were  want  of  goodness  and  of  graee ; 

And  to  be  grare,  exceeds  all  power  of  face.    Pcpe,  JPrvl,  85. 
LAW,  LkWrSBB^-tee  Patriotism. 

We  must  not  make  a  scare-crow  of  the  law. 

Setting  it  up  to  fear  the  birds  of  prey. 

And  let  it  keep  one  shape,  till  custom  make  it 

Their  perch,  and  not  their  terror.  6IL  M^fir  If.  n.  L 

In  law,  what  plea  so  tainted  and  eoirupt. 

But,  being  seasoned  with  a  gracious  Toice, 

Obscures  the  show  of  eyil  P  Sk*  Jf.  iff  Vm.  m.  8. 

The  first  thing  we  do,  let's  kill  all  the  lawyers.  Hen.  ri.  2,  iv.2. 

Still  you  keep  o'  the  windy  side  of  the  law.  8k,  T.  Ni.  ni.  4. 

It  pleases  time  and  fortune  to  lie  heavy 

Upon  a  friend  of  mine,  who,  in  hot  blood, 

Hath  stept  into  the  law,  which  is  past  depth 

To  those  that  without  heed  do  plunge  into  it  Sk,2^fmm.  ni.6. 

Men  may  construe  things  afler  their  fashion. 

Clean  from  the  purpose  of  the  things  themselves.  Jul.  C.  x.  3. 

rU  answer  him  by  law ;  I'll  not  budge  an  inch.  Sk.  T.  8.  ini. 
Multitudes  of  laws  are  signs  either 

Of  much  tyranny  in  the  prince,  or  much 
.  BebelUous  disobedience  in  the  subject.  Marston^  Fawn, 

The  lawyer 

Gives  forked  council ;  takes  provoking  gdd 

On  either  hand,  and  puts  it  up 

So  wise,  so  ^ve,  of  so  perplez*d  a  tongue, 

And  loud  withal,  that  would  not  wag,  nor  scarce 

Lie  still  without  a  fee.        BenJonson  {ttee  Juniu^  Letter),  39. 

I  oft  have  heard  him  say  how  he  admir'd 

Men  of  your  large  profession,  that  could  speak 

To  every  cause,  ana  things  mere  contraries. 

Till  they  were  hoarse  again,  yet  all  be  law.  B^  Joneon,  Volpoue. 

While  lawyers  have  more  sober  sense. 

Than  't  argue  at  their  own  expense, 

But  make  their  best  advantages 

Of  others*  quarrels,  like  the  Swiss, 

And  out  of  forei^  controversies. 

By  aiding  both  sides,  fill  their  purses  : 

But  have  no  int'rest  in  the  cause 

For  which  they  engage  and  wage  the  laws, 

Kor  further  prospect  than  their  pay, 

Whether  they  lose  or  win  the  day.    Butler^  Hud.  m.  3,  455. 
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LAW,  LAWYERS— am/mimA 
He  that  with  injmy  is  griey'd, 
And  goes  to  law  to  be  reliey'd, 
Is  ailSer  than  a  sottish  ohouset 
Who,  when  a  thief  has  lobb'd  his  house. 
Applies  himself  to  conning  men 
To  help  him  to  his  goods  again.  JBuiUr^  Huiihrat, 

Bat  lawyers  are  too  wise  a  nation 
T*  expose  their  trade  to  disputation^ 
Or  make  the  busy  rabble  judffes 
Of  aU.  their  secret  piques  andgradg^ | 
In  which,  whoeyer  wins  the  daj. 
The  whole  profession's  sore  to  paj.    Butler,  Ekd.  iit.  3, 483. 

Law's  the  wisdom  of  all  ages, 
And  nmnag'd  by  the  ablest  sages, 
Who,  tho'  their  bns'ness  at  tlM  bar 
Be  but  a  kind  of  dyil  war. 
In  which  th'  engage  with  fiercer  dudgeons. 
Than  e'er  the  Grecians  did,  and  Trojans ; 
They  neyer  manage  the  contest 
T'  impair  their  puolic  interest, 
Or  by  their  controyersies  lessen 
The  dignity  of  their  profession.  BuiUr,  End.  8,  in.  439. 

Lawyers,  of  whose  art  the  basis 

Is  raising  feuds  and  splitting  cases.  BuiUr, 

Is  not  the  winding  up  witnesses. 

And  nicking,  more  than  half  the  business  P 

For  witnesses,  like  watches,  go 

Just  as  they're  set,  too  fast  or  slow ;  ^ 

And  where  in  conscience  they're  stndt-lao'd, 

'Tis  ten  to  one  that  side  is  cast.  Bttller,  2,  ii.  359. 

The  mighty  Julius  pleading  at  the  bar. 
Was  greater  than  when  thundering  in  the  war. 
He  conquer 'd  nations :  'tis  of  more  renown 
To  saye  a  client  than  to  storm  a  town. 

LansdownSt  Beauty  and  Law. 

I  know  you  lawyers  can,  with  ease. 

Twist  words  and  meanincs  as  you  please : 

That  language,  by  your  skill  made  pliant, 

Will  bend  to  fay  our  eyeiy  client ; 

That  'tis  the  fee  directs  the  sense. 

To  make  out  either  side's  pretence.        Gay,  Fable,  part  i.  2 
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LAW,  LkWnSJ^eaiUmmd. 

There  take,  (savs  Justice,)  take  ye  eaeli  a  shell. 

We  thriTe  at  Westminster  on  fools  like  you : 

'Twas  a  fat  oyster— -liye  in  peaoe — ^adieo.  Pope,  (/r.  BMeau). 
These 

Insnare  the  wretched  in  the  toils  of  law. 

Fomenting  discord,  and  perplexing  right ; 

An  iron-race !  ^^konuon^  Auittmn^  1289. 

There  was  on  boih  sides  mnch  to  say : 

He'd  hear  the  canse  another  day  ;— 

And  so  he  did— and  then  a  third 

He  heard  it  then,  and  kept  his  word, 

But  with  rejoinders  or  replies. 

Long  bills,  and  answers  staffed  with  lies. 

For  sixteen  years  the  canse  was  span. 

And  then  stood  where  it  first  began.  JDean  8myt* 

Laws  grind  the  poor,  and  rich  men  rale  the  law. 

Qold9mUk,  The  TravelUr.m. 

A  lawyer's  dealings  shoold  be  just  and  fair. 

Honesty  shines  with  great  advantage  there.  Cowper,  Hope,  401, 

He  saw  a  lawrer  killing  a  viper 

On  a  dnnghill  hard  by  nis  own  stable ; 

And  the  Devil  smil'd,  for  it  put  him  in  mind 

Of  Cain  and  his  broUier  Abel.       Cofendge,  DeviPs  Wafhrr. 

Six  hoars  in  sleep,  in  law's  grave  stndy  six, 

Foar  spend  in  prayer,  the  rest  on  nature  fix. 

Lines  ptoted  in  Latin  by  Sir  Edward  Coke. 

Seven  hoars  to  law,  to  soothing  slumber  seven. 

Ten  to  the  world  aUot,  and  all  to  heaven. 

Sir  W.  Jonee,  Ode  in  Imitation  efAlcaut. 

No  man  e'er  felt  the  haltor  draw, 

With  good  opinion  of  the  law.  TrumMl,  McFingal,  ni.  489. 

Mastering  the  lawless  science  of  oar  law. 

That  codeless  myriad  of  precedent. 

That  wilderness  of  single  instances. 

Through  which  a  few  by  art  or  fortune  led 

May  beat  a  pathway  oat  to  wealth  and  fame. 
T.»AnwM  TenMy9on,Aylmer*$Tidi. 

That  odd  impulse,  which,  in  wars  and  creeds, 
Makes  men,  like  cattle,  follow  him  who  leads.  Bi/ron* 

LBAXinVO— «M  Argunent,  Authors,  BdnoatUm,  Knowledgs. 
"  The  thrice  throe  Muses,  mourning  for  the  death 
Of  learning,  lato  deceas'd  in  be^pry,"— 
That  is  some  satire,  keen  and  critical.  51.  Mid,  N.  ▼•  !• 
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List  las  disc^mne  of  war,  and  yoa  shall  hear 

A  fearfbl  batde  rendered  jou  in  music ; 

Tom  him  to  an j  cause  of  policy, 

The  Chndian  knot  of  it  he  will  unloose. 

Familiar  as  his  garter.  Sk.  Hen,  r.  x.  1. 

Learning  is  an  addition  beyond 
Nobilify  of  birth :  honour  of  bloodC 
Without  the  ornament  of  knowledge,  is 
A  glorious  ignorance.  J,  Shirley. 

Learning,  that  cobweb  of  the  brain. 
Profane,  erroneous,  and  Tain ; 
A  trade  of  knowledge,  as  replete 
As  others  are  with  mud  and  cheat ; 
An  art  t'inoumber  giffcs  and  wit. 

And  render  both  for  nothing  fit.  Butler,  1.  in.  1339. 

To  master  John  the  En|^lish  maid 
A  horn-book  gives  of  gmgerbread ; 
And,  that  the  child  maj  learn  the  better. 
As  he  can  name,  he  eats  the  letter. 
Proceeding  thus  with  vast  delight, 

He  spells  and  gnaws  from  left  to  right.  Priory  Alma,  2. 

LoTe  seldom  haunts  the  breast  where  learning  lies.        Pope. 
Leazn'd  without  sense,  and  yenerably  dull. 

Churchill,  Boteiad,  69K 
Voracious  learning,  often  over-fed, 
Dif^ts  not  into  sense  her  motley  meal. 
This  book-case,  with  dark  booty  almost  burst* 
This  forager  on  other's  wisdom,  leaves 
Her  native  farm,  her  reason,  quite  untill'd.     Youngs  N,  T,  v. 
Your  learning,  like  the  lunar  beam,  affords 
Light,  but  not  heat ;  it  leaves  jgq.  undevout. 
Frozen  at  hearty  while  speculaaon  shines.  FbiMjQr,  N.  21 

Wits  are  a  despicable  race  of  men. 

If  they  confine  their  talents  to  the  pen ; 

When  the  man  shocks  us,  while  the  writer  shines, 

Our  soom  in  life,  our  envy  in  his  lines. 

Yet,  proud  of  parts,  with  prudence  some  dispense, 

And  play  the  fool  because  they^  men  of  sense. 

xomngt  Epistle  to  Jfr.  Pope,  n 
How  empty  learning,  and  how  vain  is  art, 
But  as  it  mends  the  lifCi  and  guides  the  heart ! 

Yowng,  Laet  Day,  ii. 
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Learning  itself,  reoeiTed  into  a  mind 

By  natore  weak,  or  yiciously  inclined, 

Serres  bat  to  lead  philosophera  astraj. 

Where  children  would  with,  ease  discern  the  waj.       Cowper, 

An  reste,  (as  we  say,)  the  jonng  lad's  well  enough, 

Only  talks  much  of  Athens,  Borne,  yirtne,  and  stuff. 

Mocrt,  Fudge  FumUtf, 
Learning  unrefin'd. 
That  oft  enlightens  to  corrupt  the  mind.  AlsoiMr,  SB^pmvdk. 

LnrmucT. 

Sirrah,  your  brother  is  legitimate  ; 

Tour  father's  wife  did  after  wedlock  bear  him : 

And  if  she  did  play  false,  the  fault  was  her's ; 

Which  fault  lies  on  the  hazards  of  all  husbands 

That  marry  wires.  8h,  K,  John,  I.  L 

LELT,  (Sir  Peter). 

Lely  on  animated  canvas  stole 

The  sleepy  eye,  that  spoke  tiie  melting  soiiL  Pope,  Aug.  1. 149. 
LXHDnrO— M»  Borrowing. 

Loan  oft  loses  both  itself  and  friend.  Sk,  Ham.  i.  3. 

How  hard,  when  those  who  do  not  wish 

To  lend  (that's  lose)  their  books. 

Are  snared  by  anglers— -folks  that  fish 

With  literary  hooks : 

Who  call  and  take  some  far'rite  tomci 

But  never  read  it  through ; 

And  thus  complete  their  set  at  home* 

By  making  one  at  you. 

For  volumes  lent  I  look  around. 

For  tracts  my  tears  are  spilt ; 

But  when  they  take  a  book  that's  bound, 

'GKs,  surely,  extra-guilt  I  ^^ 

LSmEBS,  LETTEll-WJUTUiG. 

Here  are  a  few  of  the  unpleasant'st  words 

That  ever  blotted  paper  i  8h,  M.  of  Ten.  m.  8. 

Bead  o'er  this : 
And  after,  this  ;  and  then  to  breakfast,  with 
What  appetite  you  have.  8k.  Sen.  vm.  in.  2. 

Let  us  see 
'Leave,  gentle  wax ;  and  manners,  blame  us  not ; 
To  know  our  enemies'  minds,  we'd  rip  their  hearts ; 
Their  papers  is  more  lawfuL  Sh.  Lear,  it.  «• 
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LBTTSH8,  LETTSS- W JilTlA  Gt^wwHnutd, 
Full  oft  hAye  letters  caas'd  the  wnten 
To  cnne  tlie  day  they  were  inditerB.  Butler^  Hud, 

Hearen  first  tanght  letters  for  some  wretch's  aid, 

Some  banish'd  lover,  or  some  captive  maid  ; 

They  live,  they  speaJc,  they  breathe  what  love  inspires, 

Warm  from  the  soul,  and  faithfnl  to  its  fires  ; 

The  virgin's  wish  without  her  fears  impart, 

Ezenae  the  bhish,  and  poor  out  all  the  neart^ 

Speed  the  soft  intercourse  from  soul  to  soul. 

And  waft  a  sigh  from  Indus  to  the  pole.       Pope,  lEUnMa,  50. 

Letters  admit  not  of  a  half-renown ; 

They  give  vou  nothing,  or  they  give  a  crown. 

No  work  e  er  gained  true  fame,  or  ever  can. 

But  what  did  honour  to  the  name  of  man.  Taung^  BpU,  io 

Qood  bve— my  paper's  out  so  nearly,  [-^yp*>  202. 

I've  only  room  tos^your's  sincerely. 

T.  Moore,  Piul^  Family  in  Paris,  6. 

UBBHAUTT. 

He  that's  liberal 
To  all  alike,  may  do  a  good  by  chance. 
But  never  out  of  judgment.  Beaumoni  and  Fletcher. 

UBJEETUnE. 

^  His  addiction  was  to  courses  vain ; 
Hifl  eompaiiies  unletter'd,  rude^  and  shallow ; 
His  hours  filled  up  with  riots,  banquets^  sports  ; 
And  never  noted  m  him  any  study, 
Any  retirement,  any  sequestration 

Frran  open  haunts  and  popularity.  Sk.  Sen,  r.  1. 1. 

UBEBTT — Mtflroedom. 

I  must  have  liberty 
Withal^  as  large  a  charter  as  the  wind* 
To  blow  on  whom  I  please.  Sk,  At  T,  L,  n.  7. 

A  show  of  liberty. 
When,  we  have  lost  the  substance,  is  best  kept. 
By  seeming  not  to  xmderstand  those  faults, 
Which  we  want  power  to  mend.  May,  Cleopatra, 

In  liberty's  defence,  my  noble  task, 
Of  which  aU  Europe  talks  from  side  to  side ; 
This  thought  might  lead  me  through  the  world's  vain  mask, 
Ck>ntent,  tnough  Dlind — ^had  I  no  better  guide. 

Milton,  to  C,  Skinner, 
Idoenie  they  mean  when  they  cry  liberty.  Milton,  8onnet,12, 
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The  loye  of  liberfy  wiiJi  life  u  fiiTen, 
And  life  itself  th'  mfeiior  gifb  of  hearen. 

Drydem,  JPalaman  and  ArcUe,  291. 
Oh !  gire  me  liberty  1 
For  were  er'n  Paradise  mj  prison. 
Still  I  should  lokig  to  leap  the  oiystal  walls.    Dtyden,  Don  8ei, 

When  liberty  is  gone, 
life  grows  insipid  and  has  lost  its  relish.     Additon,  Cato,  u. 
A  day,  an  hour,  of  virtaoas  liberty 

Is  worth  a  whole  eternity  in  bondage.         AddUtm,  Oaio,  u. 
Conyerse  familiar  with  ill'  illnstrious  dead  I 
With  great  examples  of  old  Greece  or  Bome 
Enlarge  thy  free-bom  heart,  and  bless  kind  heareii 
That  firitam  yet  enioys  dear  liberty. 
That  balm  of  life,  tnat  sweetest  blessing,  cheap 
Tho'  purohas'd  with  oar  blood.  Amerville,  Cioie,  1. 

When  liberty  is  lost^ 
Let  abject  cowards  liye :  but  in  the  bntTe 
It  were  a  treachery  to  themselres,  OBonij^ 
To  merit  chains.  Tkamion,  Sopkonisha, 

The  human  race  are  sons  of  sorrow  bom ; 
And  each  most  hare  his  portion ;  Tolgar  minds, 
Bepose  or  cronch  beneath  their  load ;  the  braye 
Bear  theirs  without  repining.      Mallet  and  Ukatiuon'M  A\fred, 
The  greatest  glory  of  a  free-bom  ]^eople, 
Is  to  transmit  that  freedom  to  their  children.  Sa/oard^  Begn, 

Slayes  cannot  breathe  in  England ;  if  their  lungs 

Beceiye  our  air,  that  moment  they  are  free, 

They  touch  our  country  and  their  shackles  falL 

That's  noble,  and  bespeaks  a  nation  proud 

And  jealous  of  their  blessing.  Cknoper^  Tcuk,  11,  40. 

Liberty,  like  day. 
Breaks  on  the  soul,  and  bjr  a  flash  from  hear'n 
Fires  all  the  faculties  with  glorious  joy.  Cowper,  Task,  ▼.  883. 

But  slayes  that  once  conceiye  the  glowing  thought 

Of  freedom,  in  that  hope  itself  ^ssess 

All  that  i^e  contest  calls  for ;  spirit,  strength. 

The  scorn  of  danger  and  united  hearts. 

The  surest  presage  of  the  good  they  seek.  Oowper,  TSuh.  T.374 

'Tis  liberty  alone  that  giyes  the  flow'r 

Of  fleeting  life  its  lustre  and  perfume. 

And  we  are  weeds  without  it.  Cowper^  Tath^  ▼.  446. 
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Oh  eoald  I  worship  aught  beneath  the  ekiett 

That  earth  hath  seen  or  fancy  can  deyise. 

Thine  altar,  sacred  LibertT»  shonld  stand, 

Boilt  by  no  mercenary  vnlgar  hand. 

With  fnuprant  torf  and  flow'rs  as  wild  as  fair 

As  erer  £re88'd  a  bank,  or  scented  sonuner  air.  Cowper^  Char, 

The  wish,  which  ages  hare  not  yet  subdued 

In  man,  to  haye  no  master  sare  his  mood.  Bifron,  Island^  i.  8. 
Easier  were  it 

To  hurl  the  rooted  mountain  firom  its  base 

Thsn  force  the  yoke  of  slayexy  upou  men 

Determined  to  be  free.  Southey,  Joan  qf  Ar^ 

Oh !  if  there  be,  on  this  earthly  sphere, 

A  boon,  an  offering  heaven  holds  dear, 

*Tis  the  last  libation  liberty  draws 

From  the  heart  that  bleeds  and  breaks  in  her  cause ; 

Jfoore,  Lalla  Bookk. 

There  is  a  world,  where  souls  are  free, 

Where  tyrants  taint  not  nature's  bliss, 

If  death  that  world's  bright  opening  be. 

Oh !  who  would  live  a  slaye  in  this  r  Tkos.  Mttore, 

Mankind  are  all,  by  nature,  free  and  equal. 

Tis  their  consent  alone  grr es  just  dommion. 
IICBllIOVfHSBS.  DuMCombet  Jun,  Brut, 

What  rein  can  hold  licentious  wickedness. 

When  down  the  hill  he  holds  lus  fierce  career  P 

JSk.  Sen.  V.  Ill,  3. 
m,  UB— «M  DdUnse,  ItotieB. 

The  lie  circumstantial,  and  the  lie  direct.    8h,  A*  Y.  L.  ▼.  4. 

nese  lies  are  Uke  the  iather  that  begot  them, 

€boss  as  a  mountain,  open,  palpable.        8k,  Hen,  ir,  1,  ii.  4. 

Then,  Bolingbroke,  as  low  as  to  thy  heart, 

Throush  the  false  passage  of  thy  tliroat,  thou  liest ! 

8k,  Eick,  II.  I.  1. 
You  told  a  lie ;  an  odious,  damned  lie : 

Upon  my  soul,  a  lie  ;  a  wicked  lie.  8k.  Oik.  ▼.  2. 

Some  truth  there  was,  but  dabh'd  and  brew'd  with  lies, 

To  please  the  fools,  and  puasle  all  the  wise. 

Dryden,  Abe.  Sf  Arck.  i,  114. 

The  man  of  pure  and  simple  heart 

Through  life  disdains  a  double  part ; 

He  never  needs  the  screen  of  lies 

His  inward  bosom  to  disguise.  Gay,  Fable, 
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Lm«*M#  AdTtnltj,  Child,  BMth,  Deiptir,  DiinlmtteB,  Pnrfidttuw 
B«tir«iii«it. 

We  aine  sach  staff 
As  dreams  are  made  on,  and  our  little  life 
Is  rounded  with  a  sleep.  Sh,  Temp,  iv.  1« 

Beason  thus  with  life ; 
If  I  lose  thee,  I  do  lose  a  thing 
Tliat  none  but  fools  would  keep :  a  breath  thoa  art, 
(Servile  to  all  the  skiej  influences,) 
That  dost  this  habitation,  where  thou  keepest. 
Hourly  afflict.  8i.  M.  for  M,  iii.  1. 

'lis  but  an  hour  ago  since  it  was  nine ; 

And  after  one  hour  more,  't  will  be  eleyen  : 

And  so,  from  hour  to  hour,  we  ripe  and  ripe ; 

And  then,  from  hour  to  hour,  we  rot  and  rot ; 

And  thereby  hangs  a  tale.  8h,  As  T.  L.  ii.  5. 

The  wine  of  life  is  drawn,  and  the  mere  lees 

Is  left  this  yault  to  brag  of.  Sk,  JIfacb,  n.  3. 

Life's  but  a  walking  shadow ;  a  poor  player. 

That  struts  and  frets  his  hour  upon  the  stage. 

And  then  is  heard  no  more  ;  it  is  a  tale 

Told  bjT  an  idiot,  fbll  of  sound  and  fury. 

Signifying  nothing.  8k.  Maeb.  y.  5. 

The  time  of  life  is  short ! 
To  spend  that  shortness  basely  were  too  long 
If  lire  did  ride  upon  a  dial's  point 
Still  ending  at  ta  arriyal  of  an  hour.  Sk,  Hen,  vr.  i.  y.  2. 

Life  is  a  dream,  whose  seeming  truth 

Is  moralized  in  age  and  youth ; 

When  all  the  comforts  man  can  share. 

As  wandering  as  his  fancies  are ; 

Till,  in  a  mist  of  dark  decay. 

The  dreamer  yanish  quite  away.  Bishop  King. 

Nor  loye  thy  life,  nor  hate  ;  but  what  thou  liyest 

Live  well;  how  long  or  short,  permit  to  Heay'n. 

MilUm,  P.  X.  n.  554 
Circles  are  prais'd,  not  that  abound 
In  largeness,  but  th'  exactly  round : 
So  life  we  praise,  that  does  excel. 
Not  in  much  time,  but  acting  welL  WaUor,  Long  if  Short  Lffls, 

Like  pilerims  to  th'  appointed  place  we  tend  ; 
The  world's  an  inn,  and  death  the  journey's  end. 

Dry  den,  Palamon  ^  Arcite,  in.  887. 
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Tis  not  for  nothing  tliat  we  life  punue ; 

It  pays  our  hop«8  with  Bomething  still  that's  new : 

Each  day's  a  mistress,  nnenjoyed  before  ; 

Like  trayellers  we're  pleased  with  seeing  more. 

Did  yoa  but  know  what  joys  jour  way  attend, 

Yon  would  not  hurry  to  your  joomey's  end.  D/y.  Auren.  ir.  1. 

When  I  consider  life»  ^tis  all  a  cheat. 

Yet  fooled  with  hope,  men  favour  the  deceit ; 

Trust  OB,  and  think  to-morrow  will  repay : 

To-morrow's  falser  than  the  former  day ; 

lies  worse ;  and  whfle  it  says,  "  We  snail  be  blest 

With  some  new  joys,"  cuts  off  what  we  poasesi'd,   lb.  it.  1. 

Take  not  away  the  life  you  cannot  giye. 

For  all  things  haye  an  equal  right  to  liye.  DtydeHt  Pytk.  Phil, 

On  what  strange  grounds  we  build  our  hopes  and  fears : 

Man's  life  is  aU  a  mist,  and  in  the  dark 

Our  fortunes  meet  us. 

Whether  we  driye,  or  whether  we  are  drTyen« 

If  ill,  'tis  ours  ;  if  good  the  act  of  heayen.  Dryden, 

Tain  hopes  and  empty  joys  of  human  kind. 

Proud  ot  the  present,  to  tne  future  blind  Ub,OywumSfIph,'^SZ, 

Ev'Ty  state. 
Allotted  to  the  race  of  man  below» 
Is,  in  proportion,  doom'd  to  taste  some  sorrow. 

Bowe,  Lady  Jane  Orey. 
Life's  a  jest,  and  all  things  show  it ; 

I  thought  so  once,  and  now  I  know  it.  Oay,  Ep.  on  Himself. 
Live  while  you  live,  the  epicure  would  say, 
4nd  seize  tne  pleasures  or  the  present  day ; 
Live  while  you  live,  the  sacred  preacher  cries, 
And  give  to  God  each  moment  as  it  flies : 
Lord,  in  my  views  let  both  united  be ; 
I  live  in  pleasure,  when  I  live  to  thee. 

Doddridge^  Epigram  an  kit  Family  Arm*. 
Life  can  little  more  supply. 
Than  just  to  look  about  us  and  to  die.  Pope^  E.  M* 

O  thoughtless  mortals  !  ever  blind  to  fate. 
Too  soon  dejected,  and  too  soon  elate  I  Pope^  Rape,  in.  102 
Even  so  luxurious  men  unheeding  pass 
An  idle  summer-life  in  fortune's  shme ; 
A  season's  glitter !  thus  they  flutter  on 
From  toy  to  toy,  from  vanity  to  vice  ; 
Till  blown  nwnj  by  death,  oolivion  comes 
Behind,  and  strikes  them  from  the  book  of  life.  Thom$on,  Sum, 
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Life's  little  stage  is  a  small  eminence, 

Inch-high  the  graye  above  ;  that  home  of  man. 

Where  dwells  the  multitude  :  we  gaze  aroond ; 

We  read  their  monuments;  we  sigh ;  and  while 

We  sighy  we  sink  ;  and  are  what  we  deplor'd ; 

Lamenting,  or  lamented,  all  our  lot !       Young,  N,  T.  ii.  361. 

Why  all  this  t<Hl  for  triumphs  of  an  hour  P 

What  tho'  we  wade  in  wealth,  or  soar  in  fame  P 

Earth's  highest  station  ends  in  "  Here  he  lies  :" 

And  "  dust  to  dust"  concludes  her  noblest  song.       15.  it.  97. 

While  man  is  growing,  life  is  in  decrease  ; 

And  cradles  rotk  us  nearer  to  the  tomb. 

Our  birtii  is  nothing  but  our  death  begun ; 

As  tapers  waste  that  instant  they  take  fire,  Young^N^T.^JiVJ. 

Vain  man  1  to  be  so  fond  of  breathing  long. 

And  spinning  out  a  thread  of  misery. 

The  longer  life,  the  greater  choice  of  eriL  Young^  N.  T, 

He  sins  against  this  life,  who  slights  the  next.   Young,  N.  T, 

There's  not  a  day,  but,  to  the  man  of  thought. 

Betrays  some  secret,  that  throws  new  reproach 

On  life,  and  makes  him  sick  of  seeing  more.  Ih.  N.  T, 

That  life  is  long  which  answers  life's  great  end.     lb.  y.  773. 

Life  is  a  trifle  we  must  shortly  pay. 

And  Where's  the  mighty  lucre  of  a  day  P  Young. 

The  dajTS  of  life  are  sisters,  all  alike  ; 

None  just  the  same,  which  serye  to  fool  us  on 

Through  blasted  hope,  with  change  of  fallacy. 

While  joy  is  like  to-morrow,  still  to  come, 

Nor  ends  the  fruitless  chase  but  in  the  graye.  Young,  Broth,  i. 

Along  the  cool  sequester'd  yale  of  life. 

They  kept  the  noiseless  tenor  of  their  way.    Gray,  EUgg  20. 

To  each  his  sufferings  :  all  are  men 

Condemn'd  alike  to  groan ; 

The  tender  for  another's  psin, 

The  unfeeling  for  his  own.  Orag,  Eton  College, 

By  day  or  night, 
Li  florid  youth,  or  mellow  age,  scarce  fleets 
One  hour  without  its  care !    Not  sleep  itself 
Is  eyer  balmy ;  for  the  shadowy  dream 
Oft  bears  substantial  woe.  SmoUeiy  Eegicide. 
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Catch  then,  O  cateh  the  tTansient  hour, 

IxopTOYO  each  moment  as  it  flies  ; 

Life's  a  short  Bammer^->maa  a  flower, 

He  dies— alas !  how  soon  he  dies  1         Dr,  Johns<m,  Winter. 

Beflect  that  life,  like  ererj  other  blessing, 

Deiiyes  its  valne  firam  its  use  alone  ; 

Not  for  itself,  bnt  for  a  nobler  end, 

Th'  eternal  gaye  it,  and  that  end  is  virtue.     lb,  Irene,  iii.  8. 

Year  ceases  year,  decay  pursues  decay. 

Still  drops  some  joy  from  withering  lire  away  ; 

New  forms  arise,  and  different  views  engage. 

Superfluous  lags  the  veteran  on  the  stage. 

Till  pitying  nature  signs  the  last  release* 

And  bids  afflicted  worth  retire  to  peace.  lb.  Van*  H,  W.  305. 

In  life's  last  scene  what  prodigies  surprise, 

Fears  of  the  brave,  and  tollies  of  the  wise  I 

From  Marlborough's  e^res  the  streams  of  dotage  flow. 

And  Swift  expires  a  driveUer  and  a  show.  lb.  V.  H.  W.  315. 

Enlarge  m^  life  with  multitude  of  days 

In  health,  m  sickness,  thus  the  suppuaDt  prays  : 

Hidea  from  himself  his  state,  and  shuns  to  know 

That  life  protracted  is  protracted  woe.    lb.  Van.  JET.  W.  255. 

The  tree  of  deepest  root  is  found 

Least  willins  still  to  quit  the  ground : 

'Twas  therefore  said,  oy  ancient  sages. 

That  love  of  life  increased  with  years 

So  much,  that  in  our  latter  staj^es. 

When  pains  grow  shaip,  and  sickness  rages, 

The  greatest  love  of  life  appears. 

Mr*.  Piozzi,  The  Uiree  Warninge. 
Oppressed  with  rarief,  oppress'd  with  care, 
A  DQiden  more  man  I  can  bear, 
I  sit  me  down  and  siffh : 
O  life !  thou  art  a  galling  load, 
Along  a  rough,  a  weary  road. 
To  wretches  such  as  I !  Bums,  JDeepondency.  1. 

Ask  what  is  human  life— the  sage  replies, 

With  disappointment  low'ring  in  his  eyes, 

A  painful  passage  o'er  a  restless  flood, 

A  vain  pursuit  of  fiuptive  false  good, 

A  sense  of  fancied  bliss  and  heart-felt  care, 

Clodng  at  last  in  darkness  and  despair.  Cowper,  Hope. 
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JJFE— continued. 
Men  deal  with  life  as  clifldren  with  their  play, 
Who  first  misuse,  then  cast  their  toys  away     Cowper,  Se^, 
In  such  a  world,  so  thorny,  and  where  none 
Finds  happiness  unblighted,  or  if  found, 
Without  some  thistly  sorrow  at  its  side. 
It  seems  the  part  of  wisdom,  and  no  sin 
Against  the  law  of  love,  to  measure  lots 
With  less  distinguish'd  than  ourselves,  that  thus 
We  may  with  patience  bear  our  mod'rate  ills. 
And  sympathize  with  others,  sufiering  more.  Jb.  Tcuk^  iy.  333. 
How  readily  we  wish  time  spent  revoked. 
That  we  might  try  the  ground  again,  where  once 
(Through  inexperience  as  we  now  perceive) 
We  miss'd  that  happiness  we  might  have  found.     lb,  Yi.  25. 
Well,  well — ^the  world  must  turn  upon  its  axis, 
And  all  mankind  turn  with  it,  heads  or  tails. 
And  live  and  die,  make  love,  and  ^aj  our  tiuces 
And,  as  the  veering  wind  shifts,  shift  our  nails  ; 
The  king  commands  us,  and  the  doctor  quacks  us. 
The  priest  instructs  us,  and  so  our  life  exhales, 
A  little  breath,  love,  wine,  ambition,  fame. 
Fighting,  devotion,  dust — ^perhaps  a  name.  Byron,  D.  X  ii.  4. 
'Tis  very  certain  the  desire  of  life 
Prolongs  it,  this  is  obvious  to  physicians. 
When  patients,  neither  plagued  with  friends  nor  wife, 
Survive  through  very  desperate  conditions,  . 
Because  they  still  can  hope,  nor  shines  the  knife 
Nor  shears  of  Atropos  betbre  their  visions  : 
Despair  of  idl  recovery  spoils  longevity. 
And  makes  men's  miseries  of  alarming  brevity.        lb.  ii.  64. 
There  still  are  many  Eainbows  in  your  sky. 
But  mine  have  vanish'd.    All,  when  life  is  new, 
Commence  with  feelings  warm,  and  prospects  high ; 
But  time  strips  our  illusions  of  their  hue. 
And  one  by  one,  in  turn,  some  grand  mistake, 
Casts  ofi"  its  bright  skin  yearly  like  the  snake.  Byron,  D.J.v.Sl. 
Between  two  worlds,  life  hovers  like  a  star 
'Twixt  night  and  mom,  upon  th'  horizou's  verge. 
How  little  do  we  know  that  which  we  nre  ! 
How  less  what  we  may  be !  The  eternal  surge 
Of  time  and  tide  rolls  on,  and  bears  afar 
Our  bubbles  :  as  the  old  burst,  new  emerge, 
Lash'd  from  the  foam  of  ages.  Byron,  2>.  J",  xv.  99. 
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Mj  dajB,  thoogh  few,  haye  pass'd  below 

In  much  of  joy,  thoneli  more  of  woe  ; 

Yet  Btill»  in  noon  of  Tore  or  strife, 

I've  'scaped  the  weariness  of  life.  B^/vn, 

How  short  is  human  life  I  the  rery  breath 

Which  frames  my  words,  accelerates  my  death.   San,  More. 

WhatislifeP 
A  ffolf  of  troubbd  waters — ^where  the  sonl, 
Life  a  rex'd  bark,  is  toss'd  upon  the  wares 
Of  pain  and  pleasure  by  the  wayeiing  breath 
Of  passions.  X.  J7.  Landon* 

What  makes  the  happiest  life  below, 
A  few  plain  roles,  my  friend,  will  show. 
A  gooa  estate,  not  eam'd  with  toil, 
But  left  by  will,  or  gir'n  by  fate ; 
A  land  of  no  nngratofnl  sod, 
A  constant  fire  within  your  grate : 
No  law ;  few  cares  ;  a  quiet  mind ; 
Strength  unimpair'd,  a  healthful  fitune ; 
Wisdom  with  mnocence  combin'd  ; 
Friends  equal  both  in  years  Kidii^smd.  MartialxA1,(Merivale.) 

All  that's  bright  must  fade,— 

The  brightest  still  the  fleetest ; 

All  that  s  sweet  was  made 

But  to  be  lost  when  sweetest.  Moored  National  Airt. 

Oh !  life  is  a  waste  of  wearisome  hours. 

Which  seldom  the  rose  of  enjoyment  adorns ; 

And  the  heart  that  is  soonest  awake  to  the  flowers. 

Is  always  the  first  to  be  touch'd  by  the  thorns. 

Moore,  '  O  think  net  mjf  Spirit/ 
What's  life  P  at  best  a  wandering  breath ; 
When  saddest,  but  a  passing  sign ; 
When  happiest,  but  a  summer  wreath— 
A  scent  of  roses  floating  by.  Croljf, 

Tell  me  not  in  mournful  numbers, 
Life  is  but  an  emptr  dream  I 
For  the  soul  is  dead  that  slumbers, 

And  things  are  not  what  they  seem.  Longfellow,  Psalm  qfLife, 
Life  is  real,  life  is  earnest ; 
And  the  grare  is  not  its  goal ; 
Dust  thou  art,  to  dust  retumest ; 

Was  not  spoken  of  the  soul.  Longfellow, 

Y  2 
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LIFE — amimued. 

What  different  lots  our  stan  accord ! 

This  babe  to  be  hail'd  and  woo'd  as  a  lord  ! 

And  that  to  be  shann'd  like  a  leper ! 

One,  to  the  world's  wine,  honej,  and  com, 

Another,  like  Colchester-native,  bom 

To  its  vinegar  only  and  pepper.        Hood,  MUs  Eilmansegff, 

We  live  in  deeds,  not  years ;  in  thoughts,  not  breaths ; 

In  feelings,  not  in  figures  on  a  dial. 

We  should  count  time  by  heart-throbs.    He  most  lives 

Who  thinks  most,  feels  the  noblest,  acts  the  best.  Bailj^,  FetU 

If  life  be  heavy  on  your  hands, 

Are  there  no  beggars  at  your  gate, 

Nor  any  poor  about  your  lands  P 

Oh,  teach  the  orphan  boy  to  read, 

Or  teach  the  orpnan  girl  to  sew ; 

Pray  heaven  for  a  human  heart, 

And  let  your  selfish  sorrow  go.  Tennymm. 

Life — what  is  life  P  but  the  immediate  breath  we  draw : 

Nor  have  we  surety  for  a  second  gale. 

A  frail  and  fickle  tenement  it  is  ; 

Which,  like  the  brittle  glass  that  measures  time. 

Is  broke  e'er  half  its  sands  are  run. 

NoUt  and  Queries,  Dec.  19M,  1863. 
UCFHT. 

Hail,  holy  light  I  offspring  of  heaven  first-bom ! 

Or  of  th  Eternal  coetemal  beam. 

May  I  express  thee,  unblam'dP  since  God  is  light. 

And  never  but  in  unapproached  light 

Dwelt  from  eternity,  dwelt  then  in  thee. 

Bright  effluence  of  oright  essence  incrcate.  Milton^P.L.nt.l, 

Let  there  be  light !  Gk>d  said,  and  forthwith  light 

Ethereal,  first  of  things,  quintessence  pure. 

Sprung  from  the  deep ;  and,  from  her  native  east. 

To  journey  through  the  airy  gloom  began. 

Sphered  in  a  radiant  cloud.  Milton,  P.  Z.  yii.  2U. 

Before  the  sun, 
Before  the  heavens  thou  wert,  and  at  the  voice 
Of  God  as  with  a  mantle  didst  invest 
The  rising  world  of  waters  deep  and  dark« 
Won  from  the  void  of  formless  infinite.  MiHoih  P*  ^'  in.  8. 
Our  souls  have  holy  light  within, 
And  every  form  of  grief  and  sin 
Shall  see  and  feel  its  fire.  £benes^  SUmqU. 
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XIGHTVXB8. 

Pray  what  is  lighteT  than  a  featker  P 
Post,  my  fhend,  in  smniaer  weather. 
What's  Hghter  than  the  dnst,  I  praj  P 
The  wind  that  blows  them  both  away. 
What  is  lighter  than  the  wind  P 
The  liffhtness  of  a  woman's  mind, 
And  what  is  lighter  than  the  last  P 
Ah,  now,  my  mend,  yon  have  me  fast  1 
Note*  and  Q/uerUi,  Aug.  lUk,  1866. 

Be  thon  as  lightning  in  the  eyes  of  France, 

For  e'er  thon  ean'st  report  I  will  be  there. 

The  thnnder  of  my  cannon  shall  be  heard ; 

80  hence !  Be  thou  the  trompet  of  onr  wrath.  8h.  JT.  Jokn,  1. 1. 
ULDSB,  ULY  OF  XHE  VALLST,  WATEB  LILY. 
Like  the  lily, 

That  once  was  mistress  of  the  field  and  floorish'd, 

I'll  hang  my  head  and  perish.  8k,  Hen,  rai,  iii.  1. 

Obserre  the  rising  lily's  snowy  grace. 

Observe  the  yarions  ye^etable  race  ; 

They  neither  toil  nor  spin,  bat  careless  j^ow. 

Yet  see  how  warm  they  blush  t  how  bright  they  glow, 

What  Eegal  vestments  can  with  them  compare  ; 

What  Xi^  so  shining  I  or  what  Qneen  so  fair ! 

TAomeon^  Paraphrase  on  8i.  Ifattiew. 

No  flower  amid  the  garden  fairer  ffrows 

Than  the  sweet  lily  of  the  lowly  y^e, 

The  ^een  of  flowers.  £eaU, 

Oh!  beantifhl  thon  art ! 

Thon  scnlptore-like  and  stately  riyer  qneen 

Crowning  the  depths,  as  with  the  light  serene 

Of  a  pnre  heart. 

Bright  lily  of  the  ware  I 

Bimng  in  fearless  grace  with  every  swell, 

Then  seem'st  as  if  a  spirit  meekly  brave 

Dwelt  in  thy  celL  Mrs,  Hemans^ 

XiMJLXJUi  LIABILITY— «M  Speenlatoxs. 

The  histoi;y  of  hnman-lond  to  trace 

Since  Eve  the  flrst  of  dnpes  onr  doom  unriddled, 

A  certain  portion  of  the  human  race 

Has  certamly  a  taste  for  being  diddled. 

Witness  the  fsmous  Mississippi  dreams  ! 

A  rage  that  time  seems  only  to  redouble-— 

The  Banks,  Joint-Stocks,  and  all  the  flimsy  schemes, 

Tor  rolling  in  Pactolian  streams 
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LDOTEl)  LIABIUTT— ^Mi^MtwdL 

That  cost  our  modem  rognes  so  little  trouble 
No  matter  what,  to  pasture  cows  on  stubble 
To  twist  sea-sand  into  a  solid  rope, 
To  make  Erench  bricks  and  fancy  bread  of  rubble. 
Or  light  with  gas  the  whole  celestial  cope- 
Only  propose  to  blow  a  bubble, 
And  Lord  1  what  hundreds  will  subscribe  for  soap  ! 

Hood,  A  Black  Job. 
LIOV. 

The  lion,  dying,  ihrusteth  forth  his  paw. 

And  wounds  the  earth,  if  nothing'else,  with  rage 

To  be  o'erpow'r'd,  Sh.  Bivi.  n.  t.  1. 

The  lion  is,  beyond  dispute, 

Allow 'd  the  most  majestic  brute ; 

His  valour  and  his  generous  mind 

Prove  him  superior  of  his  kind.  Gay,  Fable  is. 

LI?8— «##  Kiising. 

0»  how  ripe  in  show 

Thy  lips,  those  kissing  cherries,  tempting  grow  ! 

8k,  Mid.  N,  in.  % 
UTESATiniB— M«  Authors,  Books,  Critios. 

He  liked  those  literary  cooks 

Who  skim  the  cream  of  other's  books. 

And  ruin  half  an  author's  graces 

By  plucking  bon-mots  from  their  places.  Han.  More^  Floreo, 
UVXLIEOOD. 

What  makes  a  knave  a  child  of  Gk>d, 

And  one  of  us  P--a  livelihood.  BtUUr,  Hud. 

LOCKB^MO  Hair,  Tcessoi. 

Two  locks,  which  sracefal  hung  behind 
In  equal  curls,  and  well  conspired  to  deck 
With  shining  ringlets  her  smooth  ivory  neck. 
I^j^  Po/>e,  Bape  qf  L.  II.  20. 

He  was  in  logic  a  great  critic, 

IVofoundly  skill'd  in  analytic ; 

He  could  distinguish  and  divide 

A  hair  'twixt  south  and  south-west  side.  Butler,  Hud.  1,  i.  65. 

If  a  man  who  tunups  cries, 

Cries  not  when  hisTather  dies, 

'Tis  a  sign  that  he  had  rather 

Have  a  turnip  than  his  father  P  Dr.  Johnson^  (Jokiuoniana),  9(X 
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XdOHBOH. 

Here  malice,  rapine,  accident,  conspire, 

And  now  a  rabble  rages,  now  a  fire ; 

Tbeir  ambush  bere  relentless  ruffians  lay, 

And  bere  the  fell  attorney  prowls  for  prey ; 

Here  falling  bouses  tbunder  on  your  bead. 

And  bere  a  female  atbeist  talks  you  dead.  D/*.  Johiuon,  Lond. 

London  I  tbe  needy  villain's  general  bome, 

Tbe  common  sewer  of  Paris  and  of  Eome  ; 

With  eager  thirst,  by  folly  or  by  fate, 

Sucks  in  the  dregs  of  eaen  corrupted  state.  Ih,  London* 

A  mighty  mass  of  brick,  and  smoke,  and  shipping, 

Dirtr  and  dusl^,  but  as  wide  as  eye 

Could  reach,  with  here  and  there  a  sail  just  skipping 

In  sight,  then  lost  amidst  the  foresty 

Of  masts  ;  a  wilderness  of  steeples  peeping 

On  tiptoe  through  their  sea-coal  canopy  ; 

A  huge  dim  cupola,  like  a  foolscap  crown 

On  a  foorshead— and  there  is  London  town  !  BfrQn,D.J.x.B2. 

The  ser'nth  day  this  ;  the  jubilee  of  man. 
London  1  right  well  thou  know'st  the  day  of  prayer ; 
Then  thy  spruce  citizen,  wash'd  artisan. 
And  snug  apprentice  gulp  their  weekly  air : 
The  coacn  of  hackner,  wnisky,  one-horse  chair, 
And  humblest  gig,  through  sundry  suburbs  whirl, 
To  Hampstead,  £rentfora,  Harrow,  make  repair ; 
Till  the  tir'd  jade  the  wheel  forgets  to  hurl, 
Provoking  envious  gibe  from  each  pedestrian  churl, 

Byron,  Childe  Sarold,i,  69. 
LOOKS— iM  Conntanaaee,  7aoe. 

Look,  as  I  blow  this  feather  from  my  face. 

And  as  the  air  blows  it  to  me  again ; 

Obeying  with  my  wind,  when  I  do  blow, 

And  yielding  to  another  when  it  blows ; 

Commanded  always  bv  the  greater  gust : 

Such  is  the  likeness  of  you  common  men.  Sh.  II*  vi.  3,  iii.  1. 

Thou  hast  a  grim  appearance,  and  thy  face 

Bears  a  command  in  it :  tho*  thy  tackle's  torn, 

Thou  showest  a  noble  vessel.  iSh.  CorioL  iv.  6. 

What  brutal  mischief  sits  upon  his  brow ! 

He  may  be  honest,  but  he  looks  damnation.  Dtyden,  Dqh  Seh. 
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Each  vassal  has  a  wild,  distracted  face, 

And  looks  as  full  of  business  as  a  blockhead 

In  time  of  danger.  Diyden. 

Oh  1  there  are  looks  and  tones  that  dart 

An  instant  sunshine  through  the  heart ; 

As  if  the  soul  that  minute  caught 

8ome  treasure  it  through  life  had  sought.  T,  Moore, 

LCKl!rACITT«-^M#  Boasting,  Borss. 
Thou  art  too  wild,  too  rude,  and  bold  of  roioe  ; 
Parts  that  become  thee  happily  enough, 
And  in  such  ejes  as  ours  appear  not  faults ; 
But  where  thou  art  not  known,  why,  there  they  show 
Something  too  liberal.  8k,  3£.  qfV,  ii.'  2. 

Their  copious  stories,  oftentimes  begun. 

End  witnout  audience,  and  are  never  done.  &k. 

But  still  his  tongue  ran  on,  the  less 

Of  weight  it  had,  with  greater  ease ; 

And,  with  its  everlasting  clack. 

Set  all  men's  ears  upon  the  rack.  Boiler,  H^d, 

IJLj  tongue  within  my  lips  I  rein, 
For  who  talks  much  must  talk  in  vain. 

Qayt  FabU$,  IntroduHion. 
Fools,  to  talking  ever  prone. 
Are  sure  to  make  their  follies  known.  Qa^y  Fable  i.  44. 

LOSS,  L0S8SS. 

Glancing  an  eve  of  pity  on  his  losses. 

That  have  of  late  so  huddled  on  his  back. 

Enough  to  press  a  royal  merchant  down.  Sh,  M,  (f  Ten.  it.  1. 

Though  losses  and  crosses 

Be  lessons  right  severe. 

There's  wit  there  ye'U  got  tliere. 

Yell  find  nae  other  where.  Bums, 

That  '  loss  is  common,'  would  not  make 

My  own  less  bitter— rather  more ; 

Too  common  !  never  morning  wore 

To  evening,  but  some  heart  did  break.  Tennyson,  In  Memoriam. 
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LOVX,  LOVTBtl  '9m  Baantj,  Ovpid,  DtdantiOB,  Vriflndship,  ImaglB*- 
tioB,  ImIouj. 
Game  lire  with  me,  and  be  my  lore. 
And  we  will  all  the  pleaanrei  prore 
That  TallejB,  groyes,  and  hilla,  and  fieldf , 
Woods,  or  flteepj  mountains,  yield.  Marlow6t  Pass,  Skepkerd, 

Lore  does  reign 
In  stoaieit  minds,  and  maketh  monrtroaa  war : 
He  maketh  war,  he  maketh  peace  aj;ain. 
And  yet  his  peace  is  bnt  continual  jar : 
O  miserable  men  that  to  him  tabjeet  are.    l^penser,  F,  Quesn, 
Tme  he  it  said,  whatever  man  it  said. 
That  lore  with  gall  and  honer  doth  abound  : 
Bat  if  the  one  to  with  the  otner  weieh'd, 
Eor  erery  drachm  of  honey  therein  found 
A  pound  of  gall  doth  oyer  it  redound.  BpsmssTt  Fairjf  Qimmi* 
For  loyers'  eyes  more  sharply  sighted  be 
Than  other  men's,  and  in  dear  lore's  delight 
See  more  than  any  other  eyes  can  see.  Spemssr, 

Such  is  the  power  of  that  sweet  passion. 
That  it  all  sordid  baseness  doth  expel. 
And  the  refined  mind  doth  newly  lashion 
Unto  a  fairer  form,  which  now  doth  dwdl 
In  his  high  thought,  and  would  itself  excel ; 
Which  he,  beholding  still  with  constant  sight. 
Admires  the  mirror  of  so  heayenly  lifbt. 

Spenser^  Symn  in  Honour  <f  Love. 
Por  seyeral  yirtues 
Haye  I  lik'd  seyeral  women :  neyer  any 
With  so  lull  soul,  but  some  defect  in  her 
Did  quarrel  with  the  noblest  grace  she  ow'd. 
And  put  it  to  the  foil :  But  you,  O  you, 
So  perfect  and  so  peerless,  are  created 
Of  eyery  creature  s  best  8h.  Tsmp.  ni.  1. 

Thou  Julia,  thou  hast  metamorphos'd  me  ; 
Made  me  neglect  my  studies,  lose  nry  time. 
War  with  g<x>d  counsel,  set  the  world  at  nought ; 
Made  wit,  with  musing  weak,  heart-sick  with  thought. 

8h.  Tioo  G,  1. 1. 
As  the  most  forward  bud 
Is  eaten  by  the  canker  ere  it  blow, 
Eyen  so  by  jMiye  the  young  and  tender  wit 
Is  turned  to  folly  ;  blasting  in  the  bud. 
Losing  his  yerdure  eren  in  the  prime. 
And  all  the  fair  effects  of  future  hopes.  8h.  Two  Q.  1. 1. 
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Fie,  fie  !  how  wayward  is  this  foolish  loye. 

That  like  a  testy  babe,  will  scratch  the  nurse, 

And  presently,  all  hmnbled,  kiss  the  rod  I        Sk.  Two  G,  i.  2. 

O  how  this  spring  of  loye  resembleth 

Th'  uncertain  glory  of  an  April  day ; 

Which  now  shows  all  the  beauly  of  the  sun, 

And  by  and  by  a  cloud  takes  all  away.  Sk,  Two  O,  i.  3. 

In  reyenffe  of  my  contempt  of  loye, 

Loye  hath  chas'd  sleep  from  my  enthralled  eyes. 

And  made  them  watchers  of  my  own  heart's  sorrow.  25.  ii.  4. 

For  now  my  loye  is  thaw'd ; 
Which,  like  a  waxen  image  'g|ainst  a  fire. 
Bears  no  impression  of  tl^  thing  it  was.         Sh,  Two  &.  ii.  4. 

0  gentle  Proteus,  loye's  a  mi^ty  lord  ; 
And  hath  so  humbled  me,  as,  I  confess. 
There  is  no  woe  to  his  correction, 

Not  to  his  seryice,  no  such  joy  on  earth ! 

Now,  no  discourse,  except  it  be  of  loye ; 

Now,  can  I  break  my  fast,  dine,  sup,  and  sleep, 

Upon  the  yery  naked  name  of  loye.  Sk,  I\oo  G.  ii.  4. 

Didst  thou  but  know  the  inly  touch  of  loye. 

Thou  would'st  as  soon  go  kindle  fire  with  snow. 

As  seek  to  quench  the  fire  of  loye  with  words.  8k.  TwoG.ii.7. 

The  more  thou  damm'st  it  up,  the  more  it  bums  ; 

The  current,  that  with  gentle  murmur  glides. 

Thou  know'st,  being  stopped,  impatientfy  doth  rage.  lb.  ii.  7. 

This  weak  impress  of  loye  is  as  a  figure 

Trenched  in  ice  :  which,  with  an  hour's  heat, 

Dissolyes  to  water,  and  doth  lose  its  form.    8k.  l\oo  G,  ni.  2. 

You  know  that  loye 
Will  creep  in  seryice  where  it  cazmot  go.      8k.  7\oo  G.  ry.  2. 

Loyers  break  not  hours. 
Unless  it  be  to  come  before  their  time ; 
So  much  they  spur  their  expedition.  8k.  7\oo  G»r»l, 

I  care  not  for  her,  I ; 

1  hold  him  but  a  fool,  that  will  endanger 

His  body  for  a  girl  that  loyes  him  not.  Sk.  Two  G.  y.  4. 

O,  'tis  the  curse  in  loye,  and  still  approy'd. 

When  women  cannot  love,  where  they're  beloy'd.        lb.  v.  4. 
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Love  like  a  shadow  flies,  when  substance  lore  pnrsaes  ; 
Parsning  that  which  flies,  and  flying  what  pursues. 

Sk,Mer.W.n.h 

If  music  be  the  food  of  lore,  play  on ; 

Giye  me  excess  of  it.  8h.  T,  Ni.  1. 1. 

I  cannot  lore  him : 
Yet  I  suppose  him  virtuous,  know  him  noble. 
Of  great  estate,  of  firesh  and  stainless  youth ; 
In  Toices  weU  dirulg'd,  free,  leam'd,  and  valiant. 
And,  in  dimension,  and  the  shape  of  nature, 
A  gracious  person :  but  yet  I  cannot  lore  hun.  Sh,  T.  Ni.  i.  6. 

Methinks  I  feel  this  youth's  perfections 

With  an  invisible  and  subtle  stealth, 

To  creep  in  at  mine  eyes.  8h.  T.  NL  i.  5. 

She  never  told  her  love. 
But  let  concealment,  like  a  worm  i'  the  bud, 
Feed  on  her  damask  cheek  ;  she  pined  in  thought. 
And,  with  a  green  and  yellow  melancholy. 
She  sat,  like  patience  on  a  monument^ 
Smiling  at  gnef.    Was  not  this  love  indeed  P  8h,  T.  Ni.  ii.  4. 

If  ever  thou  shalt  love. 
In  the  sweet  pangs  of  it  remember  me : 
For,  such  aa  I  am,  all  true  lovers  are  ; 
Unstaid  and  skittish  in  all  motions  else. 
Save,  in  the  constant  image  of  the  creature 
That  IB  beloved.  Sh.  T.  Ni.  ii.  4. 

Love  sought  is  good,  but  given  unsought  is  better. 

Sh.  T,  Ni.  III.  1. 
A  murd'rons  guilt  shows  not  itself  more  soon 
Than  love  that  would  seem  hid :  love's  night  is  noon. 

Sh.T.Num.l, 

Ah  me  !  for  aught  that  I  could  ever  read. 

Could  ever  hear  by  tale  or  history. 

The  course  of  true  love  never  dia  run  smooth : 

But,  either  it  was  different  in  blood ; 

Or  else,  misgrafled  in  respect  of  years ; 

Or  else  it  stood  upon  the  choice  of  Mends; 

Or,  if  there  were  a  sympathy  in  choice, 

War,  death,  or  sickness  did  lay  siege  to  it ; 

Making  it  momentary  as  a  sound, 

Swift  as  a  shadow,  short  as  any  dream.  Sh,  Mid,  N,  1. 1. 
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I  swear  to  thee  by  Cupid's  ttrongest  bow ; 

By  hifl  best  urrow  with  the  golden  head. 

By  ihe  simplicity  of  Yenus'  doyes ; 

By  that  which  knitteth  souls,  and  prospers  loves.  Sk.Md,N.i,l. 

Things  base  and  Tile,  holding  no  quality, 

Lore  can  transpose  to  form  and  dignity. 

LoTe  looks  not  with  the  eves,  but  with  the  mind ; 

And  therefore  is  wing'd  dupid  painted  blind. 

Not  hath  Lore's  mind  of  any  judgment  taste ; 

Wings,  and  no  eyes,  figure  unheedy  haste  : 

And  therefore  is  lore  said  to  be  a  child. 

Because  in  choice  he  is  so  oft  beguil'd.  8k,  Mid.  N,  1. 1. 

Leave  you  your  power  to  draw. 
And  I  shall  hare  no  power  to  follow  you.      Sk.  Mid.  iV.  ii.  2. 

All  fancy-sick  she  is,  and  pale  of  cheer 

With  sighs  of  love.  8k,  Mid.  N.  iii.  2. 

O,  why  rebuke  you  him,  that  lores  you  so  P 

Lay  breath  so  bitter  ou  your  bitter  foe.       8k.  Mid.  N.  in.  2. 

Lovers  and  madmen  have  such  seetiiinff  bnins. 

Such  shaping  fantasies,  that  apprehend 

More  thaji  cool  reason  ever  comprehends. 

The  lunatic,  the  lover,  and  the  poet. 

Are  of  imagination  all  compact.  8h.  Mid.  N.  v.  1. 

Never  durst  poet  touch  a  pen  to  write. 
Until  his  ink  were  temper  d  with  love's  sighs. 

Sk.  Love's.  L.L.IY.  3. 
Love  is  full  of  unbefitting^  strains ; 
All  wanton  as  a  child,  skipping,  and  vain  ; 
Form'd  by  the  eye,  and,  therefore,  like  the  eye. 
Full  of  strange  shapes,  of  habits,  and  of  forms, 
Varying  in  subjects  as  the  eye  doth  roll 
To  every  variea  object  in  his  glance.        Sk,  Love's  L.  L.  t.  2. 

Love  is  blind,  and  lovers  cannot  see 

The  pretty  Mies  that  themselves  commit.  8k.  M.  qf  Ven,  u.  6. 

Beshrew  your  eyes, 
They  have  o'er-looked  me,  and  divided  me : 
One  half  of  me  is  yours,  the  other  half  yours,— 
And  so  all  yours.  8k.  M.  of  Ven.  in.  2. 

Madam,  vou  have  bereft  me  of  all  words. 

Only  my  blclod  speaks  to  you  in  my  veins.  8k.  M.  qf  Ven.  in.  2. 
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And  then  the  loyer, 

Sigliing  like  a  fhmace,  with  a  woeful  ballad 

Made  to  hia  mistress'  eyebrow.  8k.  As  F.  L.  it.  7. 

Say  that  yon  love  me  not,  but  say  not  so 

In  bitterness  :  the  common  executioner, 

Whose  heart  the  aceustom'd  sieht  of  death  makes  hard, 

EaUs  not  the  axe  upon  the  humoled  neck, 

But  first  begs  pardon.  8k,  Am  F.  L.  hi.  5. 

I  pray  you  do  not  fall  in  Ioyo  with  me. 

For  I  am  falser  than  tows  made  in  wine : 

Besides,  I  like  yon  not.  8k,  A»  Y.  L,  m,  5. 

Wherefore  do  yon  follow  her. 

Like  foggy  south,  puffing  with  wind  and  rain  P 

You  are  a  thousand  times  a  properer  man. 

Than  she  a  woman :  'lis  sucn  fools  as  you. 

That  make  the  world  full  of  ill-faTour'd  cluldren.     lb,  iii.  5. 

Who  erer  loved,  that  lored  not  at  first  sight  P  Jb.  ni.  5. 

Good  shepherd,  tell  this  youth  what  'tis  to  lore. 

It  is  to  be  all  made  of  si^hs  and  tears, 

It  is  to  be  all  made  of  faith  and  service^ 

It  is  to  be  all  made  of  fantasy, 

AU  made  of  passion,  and  all  made  of  wishes ; 

All  adoration,  duty,  and  obseryance. 

All  humbleness,  all  patience,  and  impatience. 

All  purity,  aU  trial,  all  obseryance.  Sk,  At  T,  L,  y.  2. 

If  it  proye  so,  then  loying  goes  with  haps  ; 

Some  Cupids  kill  wi&  arrows,  some  with  traps. 

8k.  Jf.  Ado,  III.  1. 
Fair  soul, 

In  your  fine  frame  hath  loye  no  quality  P 

If  the  quick  fire  of  youth  light  not  your  mind. 

You  are  no  maiden,  but  a  monument.  8k.  All'i  W,  ly.  2. 

He  says,  he  loyes  my  daughter : 

I  think  so  too ;  for  neyer  gaz'd  the  moon 

Upon  the  water,  as  he'll  stand  and  read. 

As  't  were,  m^  daughter's  eyes ;  and,  to  be  plain, 

I  think  there  is  not  half  a  kiss  to  choose. 

Who  loyes  another  best.  8k.  Wint.  T  vr.  3. 

Prosperity's  the  yery  bond  of  loye : 

Whose  fresh  complexion  and  whose  heart  together 

Affliction  alters.  8k,  Wint,  T.  ly.  3. 

Sweet  loye,  I  see,  changing  his  property. 

Turns  to  the  sourest  and  most  deadly  hate.  8k.  Bick.  U.  in.  2. 
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LOVS,  L0VXB8 — Mtttimisd. 
Let  me  bat  bear  your  lore,  PU  bear  jour  cares. 

8k.  Hen.  IT,  1,  IT.  2. 
Her  yirtaes,  graced  with  external  gifts, 
Do  breedlove  s  settled  passions  in  my  heart.  Sk.Sen,  F7.1,it.6. 
I  never  su'd  to  friend  nor  enemy ; 
My  tongue  could  never  learn  sweet  smoothing  word  : 
But  now  thy  beauty  is  proposed  my  fee. 
My  proud  heart  sues,  and  prompts  my  tongue  to  speak. 

Sh.  Bieh.  III.  1. 2. 
To  be  wise,  and  love. 
Exceeds  man's  might ;  that  dwells  with  gods  above. 

8k.  Troa.m.2. 
When  love  begins  to  sicken  and  decay, 
It  useth  an  enforced  ceremony.  Sk.  Jul.  C  iv.  2. 

There's  beggary  in  the  love  that  can  be  reckoned. 

8k.  Ant.  CUop.  1. 1. 
I  know  not  why 
I  love  this  youth  ;  and  I  have  heard  you  say. 
Love's  reason's  without  reason.  8k.  Cymh.  it.  2. 

Men's  vows  are  women's  traitors.  8k.  Cymb.  iii.  4. 

Love  's  not  love, 
When  it  is  mingled  with  regards  that  stand 
Aloof  from  the  entire  point.  Sk.  Lear,  1. 1. 

Love  is  a  smoke  raised  with  the  fume  of  sighs  ; 

Being  purg'd,  a  fire  sparkling  in  lovers*  eyes  ; 

Being  vex  d,  a  sea  nourished  with  lovers'  tears ; 

What  is  it  else  P    A  madness  most  discreet, 

A  choking  gall,  and  a  preserving  sweet.  8k.  Bom.  1. 1. 

Alas !  that  love  whose  view  is  mujffled  stQl, 

Should  without  eyes  see  pathways  to  his  will.     8k.  Bom.  1. 1 . 

Buin'd  love,  when  it  is  built  anew 
Grows  fairer  than  at  first,  more  strong,  far  greater.    lb.  ii.  2. 

Stony  limits  cannot  hold  love  out : 
And  what  love  can  dp,  that  dares  love  attempt.  Sk.  Bom.  ii.  2. 

How  silver-sweet  soxmd  lovers'  tongues  by  night. 

Like  softest  music  to  attending  ears  1  Sk.  Bom.  ii.  2. 

Dost  thou  love  me  P    I  know  thou  wilt  say — ^ay  : 

And  I  will  take  thy  word.     Yet,  if  thou  swear'st, 

Thou  may'st  prove  false ;  at  lovers'  perjuries, 

They  say  Jove  laughs.  Sk.  Bom.  ii.  2. 
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O,  gentle  Borneo, 
If  thou  dost  lore,  pronounce  it  faithfully ; 
Or,  if  thou  think'st  I  am  too  quickly  won, 
111  frown,  and  be  perverse,  and  say  thee  nay, 
80  thou  wilt  woo ;  but,  else,  not  for  the  world.  Sh,  Bom.  11. 2. 

Sweet,  good  night ! 
This  bud  of  lore,  by  summer's  ripening  breath, 
May  prove  a  beauteous  flower  when  next  we  meet.     lb.  11. 2. 

Come  what  sorrow  can, 
I  cannot  countervail  th'  exchange  of  joy 
That  one  short  minute  gives  me  in  her  sight.    Sh.  Rom.  11. 6. 

Loye  moderately ;  long  loye  doth  so, 
Too  swift  arrives  as  tardy  as  too  slow.  8L  Bom,  n,  6. 

When  the  blood  bums,  how  prodigal  the  soul 
Lends  the  ton^e  vows.    These  blazes,  daughter. 
Giving  more  light  than  heat, — extinct  in  both 
Ev'n  m  their  promise  as  it  is  a  making. 
You  must  not  take  for  fire. 
Be  somewhat  scanty  of  your  maiden  presence. 
Set  your  entreatments  at  a  higher  rate. 
Than  a  command  to  parley.  8h.  Sam,  i.  3. 

Doubt  thou  the  stars  are  fire ; 
Doubt  that  the  sun  doth  move  : 
Doubt  truth  to  be  a  liar ; 
But  never  doubt,  I  love.  8h.  Ram.  n.  2. 

'T  is  a  question  left  us  yet  to  prove. 
Whether  love  leads  fortune,  or  else  fortune  love.iSA.J7am.iii.2. 
Where  love  is  great,  the  littlest  doubts  are  fear ; 
Where  little  fears  grow  great,  great  love  grows  there.  Ib.iii.  2. 
Nature  is  fine  in  love :  and,  where  't  is  fine, 
It  sends  some  precious  instance  of  itself 
After  the  thing  it  loyes.  Sh.  Ham.  iv.  5. 

There  lives  within  the  very  flame  of  love 
A  kind  of  wick,  or  snufi*,  that  will  abate  it ; 
And  nothing  is  at  a  like  goodness  still ; 
For  goodness,  growing  to  a  pleurisy. 

Dies  in  his  own  too-much.  Sh.  Ham.  TV.  7. 

She  is  so  conjunctive  to  my  life  and  soul. 
That,  as  the  star  moves  not  but  in  his  sphere, 
I  could  not  but  by  her.  Sh.  Ham.  rv.  7. 

J  will  a  round,  unvarnished  tale  deliver 
Of  my  whole  course  of  love.  0th,  i.  3. 
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Excellent  wretch ;  Perdition  catch  my  soal 

But  I  do  I0T6  thee !  and,  when  I  lore  thee  not 

Chaos  is  come  again.  Sk.  OH.  in.  8. 

I  had  rather  be  a  toad, 
And  lire  npon  the  vapour  of  a  dungeon, 
Than  keep  a  comer  in  the  thing  I  lore. 
For  others'  uses.  Sh.  Oik.  in.  3. 

If  he  be  not  one  that  truly  lores  jou. 
That  errs  in  ignorance,  and  not  in  cunning, 
I  hare  no  judgment  in  an  honest  face.  8h,  Otk.  in.  3. 

Unkindness  may  do  much. 
And  his  unkindness  may  defeat  my  life. 
But  nerer  taint  my  lore.  8k,  Otk,  it.  2. 

My  love  doth  so  approve  him. 
That  even  nis  stubbornness,  nis  cheeks  and  frowns, 
Haye  grace  and  favour  in  them.  8k,  Oik.  it.  3. 

Lore  is  a  spirit  all  compact  of  fire ; 

Not  gross  to  sink,  but  hght,  and  wHl  aspire.      8k.  Ten.  ^  Ad,, 
Fair  is  my  love,  but  not  so  fair  as  fickle ; 
Mild  as  a  dove,  "but  neither  true  nor  trusty ; 
Brighter  than  glass,  and  yet,  as  glass  is,  brittle  ; 
Softer  than  wax,  and  yet,  as  iron,  rusty  : 
A  lily  pale,  with  damask  die  to  mce  her : 
None  fairer,  nor  none  falser  to  deface  her.  Sk.  Pas.  PiL  tii. 

Some  glory  in  their  birth,  some  in  their  skill. 

Some  in  their  wealth,  some  in  their  body's  force ; 

Some  in  their  garments,  though  new-fangled  ill ; 

Some  in  their  hawks  and  hounds,  some  in  their  horse  ; 

And  evei^  humour  hath  its  adjunct  pleasure. 

Wherein  it  finds  a  joy  above  the  rest ; 

But  these  particuliura  are  not  my  measure ; 

All  these  1  better  in  one  ^enersl  best. 

Thy  love  is  better  than  high  birth  to  me, 

Bicher  than  wealth,  prouder  than  garments'  cost. 

Of  more  delight  than  hawks  or  horses  be ; 

And  having  tnee,  of  all  men's  pride  I  boast : 

Wretched  in  this  alone,  that  thou  mayst  take 

All  this  away,  and  me  most  wretched  make.       Sk.  Sonnet  91. 

My  love  is  strengthened,  though  more  weak  in  seeming ; 

I  love  not  less,  though  less  the  show  appear ; 

That  love  is  merchandized,  whose  rich  esteeming 

The  owner's  tongue  doth  publish  everywhere.  Sk^Sonnei  1Q2. 
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Let  me  not  to  the  marriafce  of  trae  minds 
Admit  impediments.    Love  is  not  lore 
Which  alters  when  it  alteration  finds, 
Or  bends  with  the  remover  to  remore  : 

0  no !  it  is  an  eyer-fixed  mark, 

That  looks  on  tempests  and  is  never  shaken ; 

It  is  the  star  to  every  wandering  bark, 

Whose  worth  's  unknown,  although  his  heisht  be  taken. 

Love  's  not  time's  fool,  though  rosy  lips  and  checks 

Within  his  bendinff  sickle's  compass  come ; 

Love  alters  not  wiui  his  brief  hours  and  weeks, 

But  bears  it  out  even  to  the  edge  of  doom. 

If  this  be  error,  and  upon  me  proved  ;— 

1  never  writ,  nor  no  man  ever  loved.  8k,  Sonnet  116. 
In  faith,  I  do  not  love  thee  with  mme  eyes, 

For  they  in  thee  a  thousand  errors  note ; 

But  'tis  my  heart  that  loves  what  thev  despise, 

Who  in  despite  of  view  is  pleased  to  aote.       Sk.  Sonnet  141 

Love  is  that  madness  which  all  lovers  have  ; 

But  yet  'tis  sweet  and  pleasing  so  to  rave  ; 

'Tis  an  enchantment  where  the  reason's  bound ; 

But  paradise  is  in  th'  enchanted  ground  : 

A  palace  void  of  envy,  cares,  and  strife, 

Wnere  gentle  hours  delude  so  much  of  life.  Beaumont  ^FUt 

To  ask  the  reason  why  thou  art  in  love. 

Or  what  might  be  the  noblest  end  in  love, 

Would  overthrow  that  kindlv  rising  warmth, 

That  many  times  slides  gently  o'er  the  heart.  Beau,  4'  ^*  Cox. 

The  end  of  love  is  to  haTc  two  made  one, 

In  wiU  and  in  affection.  Ben  Jonson. 

Such  is  the  posie  love  composes ; 

A  stinging  nettle  miz'd  with  roses.  Bt-oum,  Pastorale. 

Love  ne'er  should  die ; 
Tib  the  soul's  cordial ;  'tis  the  fount  of  life : 
Therefore  should  spring  eternal  in  the  breast. 
One  object  lost,  another  should  succeed ; 
And  aUoor  Hfe  be  love.  Broten,  Paetoretls. 

EqualitY  is  no  rule  in  love's  grammar : 
That  sole  unhappiness  is  left  to  princes 
To  marry  blood.        Beaumont  i  Fletcher,  Maid  in  the  Mill. 
Love's  of  a  strangely  open  simple  kind. 
And  thinks  none  sees  it, 'cause  itself  is  blind.  Cowley. 
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lOVE,  LOVERS — eantitwed, 
A  mighty  pain  to  love  it  is,     ^ 
And  tis  a  pain  that  pain  to  miss  ; 
But  of  all  pains,  the  greatest  pain 

It  is  to  lore,  but  lore  in  vain.  CotcUy, 

LoYe  is  maintain'd  by  wealth,  when  all  is  spent. 
Adversity  then  breeas  the  discontent.        Merrick,  Jph,  144. 
Why  so  pale  and  wan,  fond  lover. 
Prithee,  why  so  pale  P 
Will,  when  looking  well  can't  move  her, 
Jjooking  ill  prevail  P 

Prithee,  why  so  pale  P  Sir  Jno.  Suckling,  on  a  Weddinff* 

Instruct  me  now  what  love  will  do ; 
'TwiU  make  a  tongueless  man  to  woo. 
Inform  me  next  wnat  love  will  do ; 
'Twill  strangely  make  a  one  of  two. 
Teach  me  besides  what  love  will  do  ; 
•Twill  quickly  mar  and  make  ye  too. 
Tell  me,  now  last,  what  love  will  do ; 

'TwiU  hurt  and  heal  a  heart  pierc*d  through,     lb.  Sesp.  253. 
Love's  of  itself  too  sweet ;  the  best  of  all 
Is,  when  love's  honey  has  a  dash  of  gall.  Herrick,  Apk,  390. 

When  words  we  want,  love  teacheth  to  indite ; 

And  what  we  blush  to  speak,  she  bids  us  write.  lb.  Apk.  146. 

Let  moderation  on  thy  passions  wait ; 

Who  loves  too  much,  too  much  the  lov'd  will  hate.     lb,  253. 

If  all  the  world  and  love  were  young, 

And  truth  in  every  shepherd's  tongue, 

These  pretty  pleasures  might  me  move 

To  live  with  thee,  and  be  my  love. 

Raleigh,  Njfmph**  Beply  to  Pass.  SkepL 
Blushes  a  woman's  passions  may  reveal, 
.    But  men  their  passions  by  their  words  should  telL      Orrery^ 
An  "  ignis  fatuus"  that  bewitches, 

And  leads  men  into  pools  and  ditches.  SuiUr,  Hvd.  1,  i.  509. 
The  darts  of  love,  like  lightning,  wound  within. 
And,  tho'  they  pierce  it,  never  nurt  the  skin  ; 
They  leave  no  marks  behind  ^em  where  they  fly, 
Tho  through  the  tend'rest  part  of  all,  the  eye.i^.  CiU  4c  P«««. 
Quoth  he,  to  bid  me  not  to  love 
Is  to  forbid  my  pulse  to  move, 


My  beard  to  grow,  my  ears  to  stick  up. 
Or,  when  I'm  in  a  fit  to  hiccup ! 


Bi^tUr,  Hvd. 
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LOVE,  UOfYEBB-'^ontimied. 
All  love  at  first,  like  gen'roos  wine. 
Ferments  and  frets  until  'tis  ftne ; 
But  wLen  'tis  settled  on  the  lee 
And  from  the  impurer  matter  free, 

Beoomes  the  richer  still  the  older.  Builer,  ffudibras. 

Lore  ifl  a  fire,  that  bums  and  sparkles 
In  men  as  nat'raUj  as  in  charcoals. 
Which  S00I7  <^emists  stop  in  holes 
When  out  of  wood  they  extract  coals  : 
80  loyers  should  their  passion  choke. 

That  though  they  bum  they  may  not  smoke.      Butler,  Hud, 
In  all  amours  a  lover  bums, 
With  frowns,  as  well  as  smiles,  by  turns  ; 
And  hearts  have  been  as  ofl  with  sullen, 
Ajs  charming  looks,  surprised  and  stolen.    lb.  Hud,  in.  1.  913. 
What  mad  lover  ever  dy'd. 
To  ffain  a  soft  and  gentle  bride  P 
Or  K>r  a  lady  tender-hearted, 

In  puiHng  streams  or  hemp  departed  F  BuiUr,  Hud.  2.  i.  23. 
A  lover  is,  the  more  he's  brave 
T'  his  mistress,  but  the  more  a  slave ; 
And  whatsoever  she  commands. 
Becomes  a  favour  from  her  hands. 
Which  he's  oblig'd  t'  obey,  and  must^ 
Whether  it  be  unjust  or  just.  lb.  Ep.  ip  ki$  Lady,  193. 

For  money  has  a  power  above 
The  stars,  and  fate,  to  manage  love. 
Whose  arrows,  learned  poets  hold. 

That  never  miss,  are  tipp'd  with  gold.  Ib^Ladift  Answer,  131. 
Love,  the  most  generous  passion  of  the  mind. 
The  softest  refuge  innocence  can  find ; 
The  safe  director  of  unguided  youth. 
Fraught  with  kind  wishes,  and  secured  by  truth. 
The  cordial  drop  heaven  in  our  cim  has  thrown. 
To  make  the  nauseous  draughts  of  life  go  down  ; 
On  which  one  only  blessing  God  mi^ht  raise. 
In  lands  of  a^eists,  subsidies  of  praise.  Bachester^ 

I  look'd  and  gas'd,  and  never  miss'd  my  heart. 
It  fled  so  pleasingly  away ;  but  now  my  soul 
Is  all  Lavinia's ;  now  she  is  fix'd 
Firm  in  my  heaort ;  by  secret  vows  made  there, 
Th*  indelible  records  of  faithful  love  !  Otway,  Cai  Mar. 

%  2 
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LOYS,  UOIVKBB—continutd. 

Jjoyo  reiffns  a  verr  tyrant  in  my  heart. 

Attended  on  his  tnrone  by  all  nis  guards 

Of  ftirioos  wishes,  fears,  and  nice  suspicions.  Ottoay,  Orphan, 

All  lore  may  be  expelled  by  other  loYe, 

Ae  poisons  are  by  poisons.  Dry  don.  All  for  Love, 

Lore  ffives  esteem,  and  then  he  gives  desert ; 

He  eiuier  finds  equality,  or  makes  it : 

Like  death,  he  knows  no  difference  in  degrees, 

But  planes  and  leyela  all.  Dryden,  Marritye-a-la-Mode. 

Lore  reckons  hours  for  months,  and  days  for  years ; 

And  eyery  little  absence  is  an  age.  Dryden,  Ampk, 

True  loye  is  neyer  happy  but  by  halves  ; 
An  April  sunshine,  that  hj  fits  appears  ; 
It  smiles  by  moments  but  it  mourns  by  years.  lb.  K,  Arthur. 

Loye  is  a  passion 
Which  kindles  honour  into  noble  acts.  Dryden,  Rival  Ladiet, 

The  proverb  holds,  that  to  be  wise  and  love, 

Is  hiurdly  granted  to  the  gods  above.  Dryden,  Pal,  SfAreUe,  ii. 

Love  the  sense  of  right  and  wrong  confounds, 

8trong  love  and  proud  ambition  luive  no  bounds.  lb*  in.  803. 

Love  endures  do  tie, 
i^nd  Jove  but  laughs  at  lovers'  perjury.  lb,  it.  148. 

The  power  of  love 
In  earth,  and  seas,  and  air,  and  heaven  above, 
Bules,  unresisted,  with  an  awinl  nod. 
By  daily  miracles  declared  a  god. 
He  blinds  the  wise,  gives  eyesicht  to  the  blind, 
And  mouhls  and  stamps  anew  the  lover's  mind.     Jb,  n.  3^0. 

Love  various  minds  does  variously  inspire  : 

He  stirs  in  fentie  natures  gentle  fire. 

Like  that  of  incense  on  the  altar  laid ; 

But  raging  fiames  tempestuous  souls  invade,— 

A  fire,  which  every  windy  passion  blows ; 

With  pride  it  mounts,  and  ¥rith  revenge  it  glows. 

Dryden,  Tyrannie  qf  Lov^ 
hove  teaches  cunning  even  to  innocence  ; 
And  where  he  gets  possession,  his  first  work 
Is  to  dig  deep  withm  a  heart,  and  there 
Lie  hid,  and  like  a  miser  in  the  dark. 
To  feast  alone.  Dryden,  Tempett,  2128. 
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LOVE,  LOTEBB'-^emtinued, 

The  ills  of  lore,  not  those  of  fate,  I  fear. 

These  I  can  braye,  but  those  I  cannot  bear.  Drf/detu 

Lore  never  fails  to  master  what  he  finds. 

But  works  a  different  way  in  different  minds, 

The  fool  enlightens,  and  the  wise  he  blinds.    lb,  Oymon^  464. 

Love  is  a  child  that  talks  in  broken  langnaffe, 

Yet  then  he  speaks  most  plain.  Dryden,  Trail.  6f  Ores,  2218. 

How  many  are  not  loy'd  who  think  they  are ! 

Yet  all  are  willing  to  belieye  the  fair : 

Andy  though  'tis  beaatrr's  known  and  obyions  cheat. 

Yet  man's  self  love  stifl  fayours  the  deceit.  lb.  Con*  Chren.  ii.l. 

I  am  not  what  I  was :  since  yesterday. 

My  food  forsakes  me,  and  my  needful  rest ; 

Ipine,  I  languish,  loye  to  be  alone ; 

Think  much,  speak  little,  and  in  speaking  sigh. 

When  I  see  Torrismond,  I  am  unquiet, 

And  when  I  see  him  not,  I  am  in  pain.  Dry  den,  l^an.  Friar. 

When  yet  a  virgin  free  and  undisposed, 

I  lov'd,  but  saw  you  only  with  my  eyes  ; 

I  could  not  reach  the  beauties  of  your  soul : 

I  have  liy'd  since  then  in  contemplation, 

And  long  experience  of  jour  ^wing  goodness ; 

What  then  was  passion  is  my  judgment  now, 

Thro'  all  the  several  chanffes  of  your  life 

Confiim'd  and  settled  in  i^oringyou.  Haynes,  Fatal  Mistake. 

If  you  miscany,  you  are  lost  so  far ; 

For  there's  no  erring  twice  in  love  or  war.  Pon^etf  Love  2H. 

Let  those  love  now,  who  never  loved  before, 

Letthose  who  always  loved,  now  love  the  moTe.Pamell,Perv.  V, 

liove  is,  or  ought  to  be,  our  greatest  bhss ; 

Since  every  other  joy,  how  dear  soever. 

Gives  way  to  that,  and  we  leave  all  for  love. 

Bawey  Lady  J.  Grey,  ii.  1. 
When  love  once  pleads  admission  to  our  hearts. 
In  spite  of  all  the  virtue  we  can  boast. 
The  woman  that  deliberates  is  lost.  Addieon^CatOf  iv.  1. 

Thou  know'st  it  is  a  blind  and  fooHsh  passion. 
Pleased  and  disgusted  with  it  knows  not  what.  Addieon,  Cato. 
With  what  graceful  tenderness  he  loves ! 
And  breathes  the  softest,  the  sincerest  vows  ! 
Complacency,  and  truth,  and  manly  sweetness, 
PweU  ever  on  his  tongue,  and  sootke  his  thoughts.  lb,  CaUk 
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&OVS,  LOTICBII     continued. 
When  lore's  well  tim'd,  'tii  not  a  fault  to  lore  : 
The  strong,  the  brare,  the  virtaons,  -and  the  wiee. 
Sink  in  the  soft  captiyity  together.  Addison,  CcUo* 

Lore  is  not  to  be  reason'd  down,  (xr  lost 
In  high  ambition,  or  a  thirst  of  greatness : 
'Tis  second  life,  it  grows  into  the  soul,  ^ 

Warms  er'zy  rein,  and  beats  in  ey'iy  pulse.    Addison,  (Jato. 
She  that  would  raise  a  noble  lore,  must  find 
Ways  to  beget  a  passion  for  her  mind ; 
She  must  be  that  which  she  to  be  would  seem ; 
For  all  true  lore  is  grounded  in  esteem 
Plainness  and  truth  gain  more  a  generous  heart 
Than  all  the  crooked  subtleties  of  art.  8keff.  D.  Buekinffkam, 

Lore,  well  thou  know'st,  no  partnership  allows  : 

Cupid  averse  rejects  divided  vows.    Prior,  Henry  if  Emma. 

I  court  others  in  verse,  but  I  love  thee  in  prose  ; 

They  have  my  whimsies,  but  thou  hast  my  heart.        Prior. 

Fantastic  tyrant  of  the  amorous  heart, 

How  hard  thy  yoke !  how  cruel  is  thy  dart ! 

Those  'scape  thy  anser,  who  refuse  tny  sway. 

And  those  are  punish'd  most  who  most  obey.  Ih,  Solomon,  2. 

If  there's  delight  in  love,  'tia  when  I  see 

That  heart,  which  others  bleed  for,  bleed  for  me. 

Congreve,  The  Way  qfthe  World,  ni.  12. 
Life  without  love's  a  load,  and  time  stands  stiQ ; 
What  we  refuse  to  him,  to  death  we  give ; 
And  then,  then  only,  when  we  love,  we  live.  Congreve. 

Love  is  that  passion  which  refines  the  soul :  , 

First  made  men  heroes,  and  those  heroes  gods. 

Its  genial  fires  inform  the  sluggish  mass ;  | 

The  rugged  soften,  and  the  tim'rons  warm  ; 
GiveB  wit  to  fools  and  manners  to  the  clown. 

Higgons,  Oen.  Conq.  i 

Love,  thou  hast  every  bliss  in  store, 

'Tis  (Hendship,  and  'tis  something  more ;  I 

Each  other  eveiy  wish  they  give—  , 

Not  to  know  love,  is  not  to  hve.  Gay,  Fables, 

Love  is  not  in  our  power, 
Nay,  what  seems  stranger,  is  not  in  our  choice, 
We  only  love  where  fate  ordains  we  should. 
And,  blmdly  fond,  oft  slight  superior  merit. 

Frowde,  Fall  qfSagunlum* 
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Lore  is  a  sabjeet  to  himself  alone, 

And  knows  no  other  empire  than  his  own.  Lamdowne. 

Soon  aa  thy  letters  tremblini;,  I  unclose. 

That  well-xnown  name  awakens  all  my  woes. 

Oh,  name  for  ever  sad  1  for  eyer  dear  I 

Still  breath'd  in  sighs,  still  ntter'd  with  a  tear!  JPcp#,  JBUnsa. 

Iioye,  free  as  air,  at  sight  of  hnman  ties, 

Spreads  his  light  wings,  and  in  a  moment  flies.  Pope,  EloUa* 

O,  happy  state,  when  souls  each  other  draw. 

When  lore  is  liberty,  and  nature  law  .* 

All  then  is  fall,  possessing  and  possess'd. 

No  craving  void  left  aching  in  the  breast ; 

£y'n  thought  meets  thought,  ere  firom  the  Hns  it  part. 

And  each  warm  wish  springs  mntnal  ftook  the  neart.  Pope^  SI* 

"Love  ifhj  do  we  one  passion  call. 

When  'tis  a  compoond  of  them  all  P 

Where  hot  and  cold,  where  sharp  and  sweet, 

In  all  their  equipages  meet ; 

Where  pleastures  mix'd  with  pains  appear. 

Sorrow  with  joy,  and  hope  with  fear.  Sw^^  Caden.  ^FofMMa. 

Let  the  fools 
Who  follow  fortune,  lire  up^  her  smiles ; 
All  our  prosperity  is  placed  in  lore : 
We  hare  enough  of  that  to  make  us  happy.  Soutkmm0,  Oron. 

I  haye  a  heart !  but  if  it  could  be  false 

To  my  first  rows,  ever  to  lore  afipun. 

These  honest  hands  should  tear  it  from  my  breast. 

And  throw  the  traitor  from  me,  Souikertte, 

A  lorer  is  the  very  food  of  nature. 

Made  sick  by  his  own  wantonness  of  thought. 

His  fever'd  fancy.  Tkomsam,  SophomUha. 

Wilt  thou  be  imdone  P 
Sesiffn  the  towering  thought  P  the  vast  design 
With  future  glories  biff  I  the  warrior's  wreaw  P 
The  praise  of  senates  r  an  applauding  world  P 
AllforasighP  all  for  a  soft  embrace  P      Tkamion,  8opA.Y.2, 

Whj  should  we  ki]l  the  best  of  passions,  lore  P 

It  aids  the  hero,  bids  ambition  nae 

To  nobler  heights,  inspires  immortal  deeds, 

£y'n  sofkens  brutes,  and  adds  a  grace  to  virtue.  lb.  Soph,  y.  2. 
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LOVE,  L0VEB8— 0Mi<m»Mf. 

And  let  th'  aspiring  youth  beware  of  love. 

Of  the  smooth  glance  beware  ;  for  'tis  too  late. 

When  on  his  heart  the  torrent-softness  Doors. 

Then  wisdom  prostrate  lies,  and  fading  fame 

Dissolres  in  air  away*  Thonuon,  Spring,  980. 

Banish  that  fear ;  my  flame  ean  never  waste. 

For  love  sincere  refines  upon  the  taste.  Oibbert  Dou,  CruL  ▼.  I. 

Perish  the  lover,  whose  imperfect  flame 

Forgets  one  feature  of  the  nymph  he  loved.  Shemtone, 

Yet  do  not  my  folly  reprove ; 

She  was  fair—and  my  passion  begun ; 

She  smiled — and  I  could  not  but  love : 

She  is  faithless — and  I  am  undone.     Skeiutane,  PaHorah  iv. 

Art  thou  not  dearer  to  mv  eyes  than  light  P 

Dost  thou  not  circulate  through  all  my  veins. 

Mingle  with  life,  and  form  my  very  soulP  Young,  Bunris.y.l, 

Love,  like  wine,  gives  a  tumultuous  bliss, 

Heightened  indeed  beyond  all  mortal  pleasures ; 

Sut  mingles  pangsi  and  madness  in  the  bowl.  Taung,  Rev,  1. 1. 

The  maid  that  loves. 
Goes  out  to  sea  upon  a  shattered  plank. 
And  puts  her  trust  in  miracles  for  safety.     Young,  Sev,  iv.  1. 
But  oh !  those  eyes  !  those  murderers !  oh  whence. 
Whence  didst  thou  steal  those  burning  orbsP  from  heaven? 
Thou  didst ;  and  'tis  religion  to  adore  mem.  Young,  Bev.  v.  2. 

Who  never  lov'd,  ne'er  suffered ;  he  feels  nothing, 

Who  nothing  feels  but  for  himself  alone ; 

And  when  we  feel  for  others,  reason  reels 

Overloaded,  from  her  path,  and  man  runs  mad.  Young,  N.  T.  v. 

If  love  were  endless,  men  were  gods ;  'tis  that 

Does  counterbalance  travail,  danger,  pain, — 

'Tis  Heaven's  expedient  to  make  mortals  bear 

The  light,  and  cheat  them  of  the  peaceful  grave.  Young. 

Keen  are  the  pangs 
Of  hapless  love  and  passion  unapproved ; 
But  wnere  consenting  wishes  meet,  and  vows, 
Beciprocally  breathed,  confirm  the  tie, 
Joy  rolls  on  joy,  an  unexhausted  stream, 
And  virtue  crowns  the  sacred  scene  with  peace.        SmoUett 
None  without  hope  e'er  lov'd  the  brightest  fair ; 
But  love  can  hope,  where  reason  womd  despairi  X.  LytUUon. 
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LOTS,  UYBB—eoniinudd. 

Jjofve  well  repaid,  and  not  too  weakly  sunk 

In  wanton  and  nnmanly  tenderness. 

Adds  bloom  to  health ;  o'er  ev'ry  rirtae  sheds 

A  gay,  humane,  a  sweet,  and  generous  graee. 

And  brightens  all  the  ornaments  of  man.  Armstrong^  Art  P.H, 

Xiore  is  a  passion  whose  effects  are  yarioas,  l-^*  ^^' 

It  eyer  brmgs  some  changes  upon  the  soul. 
Some  yirtae  or  some  yice,  till  then  unknown, 
Degnkdes  the  hero,  and  makes  cowards  yaliant. 

JR.  Brooke^  Gustatnu  Vasa, 

Tis  loye  combin'd  with  gaUt  alone,  that  melts 

The  softened  sonl  to  cowardice  and  sloth ; 

But  yirtaoos  passion  prompts  the  great  resolye. 

And  fims  the  slnmbermg  spark  of  heay'nly  fire.  JohMonJrene, 

It's  gnde  to  be  merry  and  wise. 

It's  gnde  to  be  honest  and  tme. 

And  afore  yon're  off  wi'  the  anld  loye 

It's  best  to  be  on  wi'  the  new.  Old  Scotch  Song, 

It's  good  to  be  off  wi'  the  old  loye 
Before  ye  be  on  wi'  the  new. 

Old  Scotch  Song,  quoted  hySirW,  Scott  in  Bride  of  Lam, 
Had  we  neyer  loyed  so  kindly, 
Had  we  never  loyed  so  blindly, 
Neyer  met  or  never  parted, 
We  had  ne'er  been  broken-hearted.  Bur7u,Song  A  Fond  JSus, 

Not  yemal  showers  to  budding  flowers. 

Not  autumn  to  the  farmer, 

So  dear  can  be  as  thou  to  me. 

My  fidr,  my  lovely  charmer  I  Burns, 

It  warms  me,  it  charms  me  to  mention  but  her  name  : 

It  heats  me,  it  beats  me,  and  sets  me  a'  on  flame  1 

Burfu,  Epietle  to  Davie, 
When  pleasure  sparkles  in  the  cup  of  youtii. 
And  the  gay  hours  on  downy  wing  advance. 
Oh  !  then  'tis  sweet  to  hear  the  lip  of  truth 
Breathe  the  soft  vows  of  love,  sweet  to  entrance 
The  raptur'd  soul  by  intermingling  glance 
Of  mutual  bliss.  Mrs,  Tighe,  Psj/cke,  yi. 

Economy  in  love  is  ^eace  to  nature, 

Much  liKe  economy  m  worldly  matter ; 

We  should  be  pruaent-,  never  live  too  fast ; 

IVofusion  will  not,  cannot  always  last.  Peter  Pindar^ 
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LOVE,  UOYOM-^eontinued, 
Lore  in  a  hut,  with  water  and  a  orast. 

Is— lore,  forgiye  us !  cinders,  ashes,  dust.        KeaU^  Zfljuta. 
A  slight  blush,  a  soft  tremor,  a  calm  kind 
Of  gentle  feminine  delight,  and  shown 
More  in  the  eyelids  than  the  eyes,  resign'd 
Bather  to  hide  what  pleases  most  unknown, 
Are  the  best  tokens  (to  a  modest  mind) 
Of  lore,  when  seated  on  his  loveliest  tnrone— 
A  sincere  woman's  breast ;  for  over-warm, 
Or  over-cold,  annihilates  tiie  charm.  Byron* 

Away  I  away!  my  early  dream, 
Bemembrance  never  must  awake ; 
Oh !  where  is  Lethe's  fabled  stream  P 

My  foolish  heart  be  still,  or  break.  Byron, 

It  is  the  same  together  or  apart, 
From  life's  commencement  to  its  slow  decline : 
We  are  entwined :  let  death  come  slow  or  &8t, 
The  tie  which  bound  the  first  endures  the  last !  Byron* 

Why  did  she  love  him  P    Curious  fool !  be  still ; 

Is  human  love  the  growth  of  human  will !    Byron,  LarOf  88. 

Alas !  what  else  is  love  but  sorrow  P    Even 

He  who  made  earth  in  love,  had  soon  to  grieve 

About  its  first  and  best  inhabitants.  Byron,  Heaven  S[B,  i.  3. 

I  loved  her  well ;  I  would  have  loved  her  better. 

Had  love  been  met  with  love :  as  't  is,  I  leave  her 

To  brighter  destinies,  if  so  she  deems  them.    Byron^  H.  t(  B> 

The  war  of  elements  no  fears  impart 

To  love,  whose  deadliest  bane  is  human  art : 

There  lie  the  only  rocks  our  course  can  check./i^.^rufe  ofAh^ 

If  changing  cheek,  and  scorching  vein. 

Lips  taught  to  writhe,  but  not  complain, 

If  burstmg  heart,  and  madd'ning  brain. 

And  daring  deed,  and  vengeful  steel. 

And  all  that  I  have  felt,  and  feel. 

Betoken  love— that  love  was  mine.  Byron,  Oiaonr. 

Oh !  I  envv  those 
Whose  hearts  on  hearts  as  faithfdl  can  repose, 
Who  never  feel  the  void — ^the  wandering  thought 
That  sighs  o'er  visions — such  as  mine  hath  wrought.  Jo' 

Earth  holds  no  other  like  to  thee« 
Or  if  it  dothi  in  vain  for  me.  Byron^  GUiowr. 
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LOVE,  ZaVKBB—ooniinued. 
Lore  indeed  is  light  from  hearen ; 
A  spavk  of  that  immortal  fire, 
With  angels  shared,  by  Allah  ^ven. 
To  lift  from  eartii  our  low  desire. 
PeFotion  wafts  the  mind  abore. 
Bat  hearen  itself  descends  in  lore ; 
A  feeling  firom  the  Godhead  cauffht, 
To  wean  from  self  each  sordid  thonght ; 
A  ray  of  him  who  formed  the  whole  | 
A  glory  dzding  ronnd  the  soul  1  B$fron,  GHaaur,  1127. 

Love  will  find  its  way 
Throi^h  paths  where  wolres  would  fear  to  prey, 
And  it  it  dares  enough 't  were  hard 

If  passion  met  not  some  reward.  Byron,  Giaour. 

The  cold  in  clime  are  cold  in  blood, 
Their  lore  can  scarce  deserre  the  name  ; 
Bat  mine  was  like  the  lara  flood 

That  boils  in  .^Btna's  breast  of  flame.  Byron,  Oiaour, 

And  there  were  sighs,  the  deeper  for  suppression. 
And  stolen  glances,  sweeter  for  the  theft. 
And  burning  blushes,  tho'  for  no  transgression. 
Tremblings  when  met,  and  restlessness  when  left.  Byron,D,J. 
Ob,  lore  I  what  is  there  in  this  world  of  ours 
Which  makes  it  fatal  to  be  lov'd  P    Ah,  why 
With  cjpress  branches  hast  thou  wreathed  thy  bowers, 
And  made  thy  best  interpreter  a  sigh  P       Byron,  D,  J,  iii.  2. 

I«0Te  bears  within  itself  the  rer^  ^erm 

Of  change  :  and  how  should  this  be  otherwise  P 

That  Tiofent  things  more  quickly  find  a  term 

Ib  shown  through  nature's  whole  analogies.         Byron,  D.  J, 

0  lore  I  how  perfect  is  thy  mystic  art. 

Strengthening  the  weak,  and  trampling  on  the  strong, 

How  self-deceitful  is  the  sagest  part 

Of  mortals  whom  thy  lure  bAthled  along.  Byron,  D.  </*.  1. 106. 

Han's  lore  is  of  man's  life  a  thing  apart, 

"^  woman's  whole  existence ;  man  may  range 

The  court,  camp,  church,  the  vessel,  and  the  mart, 

Sword,  gown,  gain,  glory,  often  in  exchange ; 

Pride,  fame,  ambition,  to  fill  up  his  heart, 

And  few  there  are  whom  these  cannot  estrange ; 

Men  hare  all  these  resources,  we  but  one — 

To  lore  again,  and  be  again  undone.  Byron,  D.  J,  1. 194. 
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LOTS,  lAXTSBM^foniinued. 
Love*8  a  caprioious  power ;  I Ve  knows  it  hold 
Out  through  a  fever  caused  by  its  own  heat ; 
But  be  much  puzzled  by  a  cough  and  cold. 
And  find  a  quinsy  very  hard  to  treat.         Byrom,  D.  J.  ii.  22. 
Ceres  presents  a  plate  of  Termicelli,— 
For  lore  must  be  sustained  like  flesh  and  blood, — 
While  Bacchus  pours  out  wine  ;  or  hands  a  jelly : 
Eggs,  oysters,  too,  are  amatory  food.        Byron,  D.  X  ii.  176* 
My  days  of  love  are  over,  me  no  more 
The  cliarms  of  maid,  wife,  and  still  less  of  widow, 
Can  make  the  fool  of  which  they  made  before.         Ih.  i.  216. 
Alas  I  the  love  of  women  I  it  is  known 
To  be  a  lovely  and  a  fearAil  thing : 
For  all  of  theirs  upon  that  die  is  thrown. 
And,  if  'tis  lost,  hfe  hath  no  more  to  brings 
To  them,  but  mockeries  of  the  past  alone.  Byron,  D.  J.  ii.  199 
Oh  Love !  thou  art  the  very  god  of  evil« 
For,  after  all,  we  cannot  call  the  devil.     Byron^  D.  J.  ii.  205* 
O  love  !  O  glory  I  what  are  ye  who  fly, 
Around  us  ever,  rarely  to  alight  P 
There's  not  a  meteor  m  the  polar  sky 
Of  such  transcendant  and  more  fleeting  flight. 
Chill,  and  chain'd  to  cold  earth,  we  lift  on  high 
Our  eyes  in  search  of  either  lovely  light ; 
A  thousand  and  a  thousand  colours  they 
Assume,  then  leaves  us  on  our  freezing  way.  lb.  D.  X  vii.  1. 
"  Love  rules  the  camp ;  the  court,  the  grove,  for  love 
Is  heaven,  and  hearen  is  love :"  so  sings  the  bard ; 
Which  it  were  rather  difGLcult  to  prove, 
(A  thing  with  poetry  in  general  hard). 
Perhaps  there  may  be  something  in  "  the  grove," 
At  least  it  rhymes  to  "  love  :"  but  I'm  prepared. 
To  doubt  (no  less  than  landlords  of  their  rental,) 
If  "  courts  and  camps  "  be  quite  so  sentimental,     lb.  zii.  13. 
Yes,  it  was  love,  if  thoughts  of  tenderness. 
Tried  in  temptation,  strengthen'd  by  distress, 
Unmoved  by  absence,  firm  in  every  clime. 
And  yet— oh,  more  than  all !  untired  by  time.  Byron,  Corner. 
'Tis  his  nature  to  advance  or  die ; 
He  stands  not  still,  but  or  decays  or  grows 
Into  a  boundless  blessing,  which  may  vie   ' 
With  the  immortal  lights,  in  its  etermty.  lb.  C.  Har.  in*  1(^* 
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ZXyTB,  L0VSB8— MfiftMMtf^. 

Oh  lore !  young  love  I  bouDcL  in  thy  rosy  band, 

Ijet  sage  or  cynic  pratde  as  he  will, 

Thefle  noun,  and  only  these,  redeem  life's  years  of  ill ! 

Byron,  Ch,H.  11.8I. 
O  !  that  the  desert  were  my  dwelling  place, 
With  one  fair  spirit  for  my  minister. 
That  I  might  uL  forget  the  human  race. 
And,  hating  no  one,  loye  but  only  her.  lb,  C  S.  Pilg.  it.  177. 
For  glances  beget  ogles,  ogles  sighs. 
Sighs  wishes,  wishes  words,  and  words  a  letter : 
And  then  €k>d  knows  what  mischief  may  arise, 
When  loye  links  two  young  people  in  one  fetter.     lb.  Bep^o, 

She  was  his  life. 
The  ocean  to  the  rirer  of  his  thoughts, 
Which  terminated  all.  Byron,  The  Dream,  56. 

The  rose  is  fairest  when  'tis  budding  new. 
And  hope  is  brightest  when  it  dawns  from  fears ; 
The  Bose  is  sweetest  washed  with  morning  dew, 
And  lore  is  loveliest  when  embalmed  in  tears.  Scott,Lady, ir.l. 
True  love's  the  gift  which  God  has  given 
To  man  alone  beneath  the  heaven  ; 
It  is  not  fantasy's  hot  fire, 
Whose  wishes,  soon  as  granted  fly ; 
It  liveth  not  in  fierce  desire. 
With  dead  desire  it  doth  not  die ; 
It  is  the  secret  sympathy. 
The  silver  link,  the  silken  tie.* 
Which  heart  to  heart,  and  mind  to  mind, 
In  body  and  in  soul  can  bind.  ScoU,  Lay,  v.  13. 

In  peace,  love  tunes  the  shepherd's  reed ; 
In  war,  he  mounts  the  wamor's  steed : 
In  halls,  in  gay  attire  is  seen ; 
In  hamlets,  dances  on  the  green, 
Love  rules  the  court,  the  camp,  the  grove, 
And  men  below,  and  saints  above ; 
For  love  is  heaven,  and  heaven  is  love.         8eott,  Lay,  iii.  1. 

In  maiden  confidence  she  stood. 

Though  mantled  in  her  cheek  the  blood* 

And  told  her  love  with  such  a  sigh 

Of  deep  and  hopeless  agony.    ScoH,  Lady  of  the  Lake,  iv.  18. 

Oh,  why  should  man's  success  remove 

The  veiy  charms  that  make  his  love  I  Scott,  Marmion,  in.  17. 
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LOVE,  lAiYEBB—continusd. 
What  say'st  thou,  wise  one  P  that  all-powerful  lo76 
Can  fortone's  strong  impediment  remove  P 
Kor  is  it  strange  that  worth  shoold  wed  to  worth. 
The  pride  of  genius  with  the  pride  of  birUi.  Orahbe. 

In  many  ways  does  the  full  heart  reveal 
The  presence  of  the  love  it  would  conceal.  Coleridge. 

I  have  heard  of  reasons  maaifold 

Why  love  must  needs  be  blind. 

But  this  the  best  of  all  I  hold*— 

His  eyes  are  in  his  mind«  Coleridge,  to  a  Lad$. 

Man,  while  he  loves,  is  never  quite  deprav'd, 

And  woman's  triumph,  is  a  lover  sav'd.  Hon.  Gh,  Lamb, 

Give  me  but 
Something  whereunto  I  may  bind  my  heart ; 
Something  to  love,  to  rest  upon,  to  clasp 
Affection's  tendrils  round.  Mrs,  Semams, 

Hear,  Father !  hear, — and  aid ! 

If  I  have  loved  too  well,  if  I  have  shed. 

In  my  vain  fondness,  o'er  a  mortal  head 

Gifts,  on  Thy  shrine,  my  GK)d,  more  fidy  laid ; 

If  I  have  souffht  to  live 

But  in  one  lignt,  and  made  a  mortal  eye 

The  lonely  star  of  my  idolatry, 

Thou  that  art  love,  on  I  pity  and  forgive !  Mrs^JETewuns, 

Our  love  was  like  most  other  loves  ; 
A  little  glow,  a  little  shiver, 
A  rose-bud,  and  a  pair  of  gloves. 
And  "  Flv  not  yet  —upon  the  river ; 
Some  jealousy  of  some  one's  heir, 
Some  hopes  of  dying  broken-hearted, 
A  miniature,  a  lock  of  hair, 
The  usual  vows,— and  then  we  parted. 
We  parted  ;  months  and  years  rolled  by ; 
We  met  again  four  summers  after ; 
Our  parting  was  all  sob  and  sigh ; 
Our  meeting  was  all  mirth  and  Unghter : 
For  in  my  heart's  most  secret  cell 
There  had  been  many  other  lodgers  ; 
And  she  was  not  the  ball-room's  belle ; 
But  only— Mrs.  Sometlmur  Bogers ! 

Praed,  Belle  t^ike  Ball-ro^m* 
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LOTS,  L0VSB8 — eanUmisd, 

Do  anything  but  lore !  or,  if  thou  lorest^ 

And  art  a  woman,  hide  thj  lore  from  him 

Whom  thou  dost  worship :  nerer  let  him  know 

How  dear  he  is ;  flit  like  a  bird  before  him ; 

Lead  him  from  tree  to  tree,  from  flower  to  flower ; 

Bnt  be  not  won ;  or  thou  wilt,  like  that  bird. 

When  caught  and  caffed,  be  left  to  pine  ne^cted. 

And  perish  in  forgetnilness.  X.  E.  Landom* 

O  love  !  thj  essence  is  thy  pnrity ! 

Breathe  one  nnhaUowed  breath  upon  thy  flame. 

And  it  is  gone  for  erer,  and  but  leaTes 

A  sullied  yase — ^its  pure  light  lost  in  shame.     X.  JE.  LawUn. 

Ther  sin  who  tell  us  lore  can  die  ; 

It's  noly  flame  for  erer  bumeth ; 

"PTom  hjearen  it  came»  to  heayen  retumeth  t 

Too  oft  on  earth  a  troubled  guest. 

At  times  receiy'd,  at  times  oppressed. 

It  here  is  tried  and  purifled. 

In  heaven  it  hath  its  perfect  rest : 

It  soweth  here  with  grief  and  care, 

But  the  haryest-time  of  love  is  there.  Somikey,  Curse  K,  x.  1<X 

In  joyous  youth,  what  soul  hath  never  known 

Thought,  feeling,  taste,  harmonious  to  its  own  P 

Who  hath  not  paused  while  beauty's  pensive  eye 

Ask'd  firom  his  neart  the  homage  of  a  sigh  P 

Who  hath  not  own'd,  with  rapture-smitten  frame, 

The  power  of  grace,  the  magic  of  a  name  P  CampbeU,Pt^ope» 

And  still,  when  a  pair  of  lovers  meet. 

There's  a  sweetness  in  air,  unearthly  sweet, 

That  savours  still  of  that  happy  retreat 

Where  Eve  by  Adam  was  courted : 

Whilst  the  Joyous  Ihrush,  and  the  gentle  dove, 

Woo'd  their  mates  in  the  boughs  above, 

And  the  serpent,  as  yet,  only  sported.  Sood,  MUs  Kilmamugg* 

For  all  is  bright,  and  beauteous,  and  clear. 

And  the  meanest  thing  most  precious  and  dear 

When  the  mane  of  love  is  present : 

Love,  that  lends  a  sweetness  and  grace 

To  the  humblest  spot,  and  the  plamest  face— 

That  turns  Wilderness  Bow  into  Paradise  Place, 

And  Gariick  Hill  to  Mount  Pleasant  i    lb.  Miss  Kiimansegg. 
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LOTS,  LOVERS— Mn^ifiMMf. 

Who  hath  not  felt  that  breath  in  the  air, 

A  perfume  and  freshness  strange  and  rare, 

A  warmth  in  the  light,  and  a  bhss  eyerjwhere, 

When  young  hearts  yearn  together  P 

All  sweets  toIow,  ana  all  sunnj  above. 

Oh  !  there's  nothing  in  life  like  making  love, 

Sare  making  bay  in  fine  weather !    Hood^  Mutt  KUoiansegg. 

'   I  love  thee,  I  love  thee !  'tis  all  that  I  can  say- 
It  is  my  vision  in  the  night,  my  dreaming  in  the  day ; 
The  verf  echo  of  my  heart,  the  blessing  when  I  pray  : 
I  love  thee,  I  love  tnee !  is  all  that  I  can  say.  21  Uowi,  Foemsn 
There  is  a  comfort  in  the  strength  of  love  ; 
Twill  make  a  thing  endurable,  which  else 
Would  overset  the  brain,  or  break  the  heart      Wordtworth, 
Oh  nature  I  though  blessed  and  bright  are  thy  rays. 
O'er  the  brow  of  creation  enchantinely  thrown, 
Yet  faint  are  they  all  to  the  lustre  that  plays 
In  a  smile  from  the  heart  that  is  dearly  our  own.     21  Moore. 
I  know  not,  I  ask  not,  if  guilt's  in  that  heart, 
I  but  know  that  I  love  thee,  whatever  thou  art.  lb.  Come  rest. 

The  choice  what  heart  can  doubt, 
Of  tents  with  love  or  thrones  without.   Moore,  Lalla  Bookh, 
Alas— how  light  a  cause  may  move 

I  Dissension  between  hearts  {hat  love ! 

I  Hearts  that  the  world  in  vam  had  tried, 

I  And  sorrow  had  more  closely  tied ; 

That  stood  the  storm,  when  waves  were  rough. 

Yet  in  a  sunny  hour  fall  off, 

lake  ships  that  have  gone  down  at  sea. 

When  heaven  was  aU  tranquillity.  Moore,  LaUa  BooH. 

Oh !  what  was  love  made  for,  if  'tis  not  the  same 
Through  joy  and  through  sorrow— through  gloiy  and  shame  ? 

T.  Moore. 
Oh  I  thou  shalt  be  all  else  to  me. 
That  heart  can  feel  or  tongue  can  feign ; 
I'll  praise,  admire,  and  worship  thee. 

But  must  not,  dare  not  love  again.  T.  Moore. 

O  mafijio  of  love !  unembellish'd  by  you. 
Has  the  garden  a  blush  or  the  herbage  a  hue  P 
Or  blooms  there  a  prospect  in  nature  or  art. 
Like  the  vista  that  shines  through  the  eye  to  the  heart  P    I6» 
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LOVX,  UOTEBB — contimied, 
A  light  comes  o'er  me  from  those  looks  of  lore, 
Like  the  first  dawn  of  meroy  from  ahove.  21  Moore, 

80  brief  oar  existence,  a  elimpse  at  the  most 
Is  all  we  can  have  of  i^e  few  we  hold  dear ; 
But  oft  even  joy  is  nnheeded  and  lost, 
For  want  of  some  heart  that  could  echo  it  near. 
Ah,  well  may  we  hope  when  this  short  life  is  ^one, 
To  meet  in  some  world  of  more  permanent  bliss ; 
For  a  smile  or  a  srasp  of  the  hand  hast'ning  on 
Is  all  we  enjoy  of  each  other  in  this.    7.  Moore,  *And  doth  not 
Ob  !  who,  that  has  erer  had  raptnre  complete,      [<?  meeting: 
Would  ask  bow  we  feel  it,  or  ^y  it  is  sweet ; 
How  rays  are  oonfns'd,  or  bow  particles  fly, 
Tbroogh  the  medium  refin'd  of^a  glance  or  a  sigb ! 
Is  there  one,  who  but  once  would  not  rather  have  known  it  P 
Than  written,  with  Harvey,  whole  yolumes  upon  \i,T.Moure. 
True  lore  is  at  home  on  a  carpet. 
And  mightily  likes  his  ease,— 
And  true  lore  has  an  eye  for  a  dinner. 
And  starves  beneath  shady  trees. 
His  wing  is  the  fan  of  a  lady. 
His  foot  *s  an  invisible  thing, 
And  his  arrow  is  tipp  d  with  a  jewel. 

And  shot  from  a  silver  string.  N,  P,  Willis,  Poems, 

Then  come  the  wild  weather— come  sleet  or  come  snow. 
We  wiU  stand  by  eacb  other,  however  it  blow  ; 
(>ppres8i<m  and  sickness,  and  sorrow  and  pain. 
Shall  be  to  our  true  love  as  links  to  the  chain. 

Longfellow,  from  the  German, 
Tbe  first  sound  in  the  song  of  lore 
Bearce  more  than  silence  is,  and  yet  a  sound. 
Hands  of  invisible  spirits  touch  the  strings 
Of  that  mysterious  mstrument  the  soul, 
A  play  the  prelude  of  our  fate.  Longfelhw, 

"Loirt  is  erer  bos^  with  his  shuttle, 
Is  ever  weaving  mto  life's  dull  warp 
Bright  gorgeous  flowers,  and  scenes  Arcadian  : 
Hanging  our  gloomy  prison-house  about 
With  tapestries,  that  make  its  walls  dilate 
In  never-endiDg  vistas  of  delight.  Longfellotc, 

I  hold  it  true,  whate'er  befall, 
I  feel  it  when  I  sorrow  most ; 
Tis  better  to  have  loved  and  lost, 

Than  never  to  have  loved  at  all.    Tennyson,  In  Memor.  xxvti. 

A    v 
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854  IiOYB,  LOTSRS. 

LOTS,  LOVTOH    mUmueeL 
Lore  strong  in  wish,  is  weak  in  reason^  still 
Forming  a  thoasand  ills,  which  ne'er  shall  be, 
And,  like  a  coward,  kills  itself  to-day 
Wilji  fancj'd  grief  for  fear  it  die  to-morrow.  Sewell,  Raleigh. 

0  love  !  when  womanhood  is  in  the  flush. 
And  man  is  a  young  and  unspotted  thing. 

His  first  breathed  word,  and  her  half-conscious  blush. 

Are  fair  as  light  in  hearen,  or  flowers  in  spring.  Cuniujigham, 

1  lored  thee,  beautiftd  and  kind. 
And  plighted  an  eternal  vow ; 
So  altered  are  thy  face  and  mind, 

'Twere  perjury  to  lore  thee  now.  Earl  Nugent. 

Oh,  woman's  Ioto  !  at  times  it  may 

Seem  cold  or  clouded,  but  it  bums 

With  true,  undeyiatinff  ray, 

And  never  from  its  idol  turns. 

Its  sunshine  is  a  smile — a  frown 

The  heavy  cloud  that  weighs  it  down.  CVv/y. 

Tell  her  I'll  love  her  while  the  clouds  drop  rain, 

Or  while  there's  water  in  the  pathless  mam.  Old  Song, 

My  heart  with  love  is  beating, 

Transported  by  your  eyes  ; 

Alas  1  there's  no  retreating. 

In  vain  your  captive  flies.  Old  Song, 

Let  no  one  say  that  there  is  need 

Of  time  for  love  to  grow ; 

Ah  no  !  the  love  that  kills  indeed 

Despatches  at  a  blow.  Lord  Hollaad. 

He,  who  for  love  has  undergone 

The  worst  that  can  befall. 

Is  happier  thousand-fold  than  one 

Who  never  loved  at  all ; 

A  mce  within  his  soul  has  reigned. 

Which  nothing  else  can  bring — 

Thank  Gtxl,  for  all  that  I  have  gained. 

By  that  high  suflTering.  M.  M%lne$  {Lord  Houghton)* 

The  heart  that  passion  never  fired 

Of  other's  love,  can  nothing  tell — 

How  can  I  teach  you  what  s  inspired, 

Unless  you  are  inspired  as  well  r  SoughUm. 

Love  buys  not  with  the  ruthless  usurer's  gold 

The  loatnsome  prostitution  of  a  hand 

Without  a  heart.    Love  sacrifices  all  things 

To  bless  the  thing  it  loves.      BuUoer  L^Uon,  Ladjf  qf  Lgoiu. 
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LOTEEfl*   TOWS — LUST.  356 

lOVKMr  VOWi. 

Wliat  mad  loTer  ever  dv'd. 

To  eain  a  soft  and  gentle  bride  P 

Or  for  a  lady  tender-hearted. 

In  purling  streams  or  hemp  departed  P     Butler,  Hud,  ni.  23. 

Toa  know  how  fickle  common  lovers  are : 

Their  oaths  and  tows  are  cantionsly  belieyed, 

For  few  there  are  bat  have  been  once  deceived.         Dryden, 


Yet  when  I  approach 
Her  loveliness,  so  absolute  she  seems, 
And  in  herself  complete  *,  so  well  to  Imow 
Her  own,  that  what  she  wills  to  do  or  say, 
Seems  wisest,  virtuousest,  discreetest,  best. 

Milton,  P.  Z.  Tin.  647. 
Her  eentle  limbs  she  did  undress, 
'    And  Lud  down  in  her  loveliness.         Coleridge,  Ckristahel,  i. 

LOTALIY. 

I  would  serve  mj  king, 
Serve  him  with  all  my  fortune  here  at  home, 
And  serve  him  with  mv  person  in  the  wars ; 
Watch  for  him,  fight  for  Jbim,  bleed  for  him,  die  for  him ; 
As  every  true-born  subject  ought.  Otwa^,  Orphan. 

'Tis  not  the  walls  or  purple  that  defends 

A  prince  from  foes,  but  tis  hu  fort  of  friends. 

Merrick,  Aph,  130. 
Subjects  like  these  are  seldom  seen. 
Who  not  forsake  me  at  my  greatest  need, 
Nor  for  base  lucre  sold  their  loyalty ; 
But  shared  my  dan^j^ers  to  the  List  event. 
And  fenced  them  with  their  own.  Dry  den. 

Let  fools  the  name  of  loyalty  divide, 

Wise  men  and  gods,  are  on  the  strongest  side. 

SedUy,  Ant,  Cleop. 
LVBI. 
Love  comforteth,  like  sunshine  after  rain, 
Bat  lust's  effect  is  tempest  after  sun ; 
Love's  gentle  spring  doth  always  fresh  remain. 
Lust's  winter  comes  ere  summer  half  be  done ; 
Love  surfeits  not— lust,  like  a  glutton,  dies ; 
Love  is  all  truth— lust  full  of  foulest  lies.  Sh.  Ven,  ^  Ad.  134. 

▲  A  2 
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856  LUST— LTIKa 

LITBT— Mfi^lfiiiMf. 

But  wlien  lust 
Lets  in  defilement  to  the  inward  parts, 
The  soul  grows  clotted  by  contagion, 
Imbodies  and  imbrutes,  till  she  auite  lose 
The  diyine  property  of  her  first  being.      Milton^  Comu»,  463. 

Lust  is,  of  all  the  frailties  of  our  nature. 

What  most  we  ought  to  fear;  the  headstrong  beast 

Bushes  along,  impatient  of  the  course ; 

Nor  hears  the  rider  s  call, nor  feels  the  rein.  Rawe,  R,  Conteii, 

I  know  the  rery  difference  that  lies 

'Twixt  haUow'd  love  aud  base  unholy  lust ; 

I  know  the  one  is  as  a  golden  spur,  * 

Urging  the  spirit  to  all  noble  aims  ; 

The  oUier  but  a  foul  and  miry  pit, 

O'erthrowing  it  in  midst  of  its  career.  F.K.BuiUr^  FrameisL 
LTrZUST. 

War  destroys  men,  but  luxury  mankind 

At  once  corrupts ;  the  body  and  the  mind.  Crowne,  CaUgtda. 

What  will  not  luxury  use  P    Earth,  sea,  and  air. 

Are  daily  ransack'd  for  the  bill  of  fare  ; 

Blood  stufi^'d  in  skins  is  British  Christians*  food. 

And  France  robs  marshes  of  the  croaking  brood.  Gaj/,  Trivia. 

O  luxury  !  thou  curs'd  by  heaven's  decree. 

How  ill-exchan||['d  are  tmngs  like  these  for  thee  P 

How  do  thy  potions,  with  insidious  joy, 

Diffuse  their  pleasures  only  to  destroy !  OoUsmttk^  Det.  TO 

Sofas,  't  was  half  a  sia  to  sit  upon. 

So  costly  were  they ;  carpets,  every  stitch 

Of  workmanship  so  rare,  they  made  you  wish 

Yon  could  glide  o'er  them  like  a  golden  fish.  Byron  D.  J.  ^-65. 

Pell  luxury  I  more  perilous  to  youth 

Than  storms  or  quicksands,  poverty  or  chains. 

S.  More,  BeUhazsar,  i. 
LTIKG-^tM  list. 

Dare  to  be  true,  nothing  can  need  a  lie ; 

A  fault  which  needs  it  most,  grows  two  thereby. 

G.  Herbert,  The  Church  Pore*- 

And  he  that  does  one  fault  at  first, 

And  hes  to  hide  it,  makes  it  two.  Watte,  Againet  Lj/fMg. 
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HACHlATELLI—MADBieAIi.  867 

VAGHIAVSLU. 

Nick  Machiavel  Had  ne'er  a  trick 
Tho'  he  gave  his  name  to  oor  Old  Nick, 
Bnt  WHS  below  the  least  of  these, 

That  pass  th'  world  for  holiness.         Butler,  Hud,  3.  i.  1314 
XASHESS— «M  Deceit 

By  mine  honesty. 
If  she  be  mad,  as  I  believe  no  other. 
Her  madness  hath  the  oddest  frame  of  sense 
(Such  a  dependency  of  thing  on  things) 
As  e'er  I  heard  in  madness.  8h,  M.for  Jf.  t.  1. 

I  am  not  mad ; — ^I  woold  to  hearen  I  were ! 
For  then,  'tis  like  I  should  forget  myself; 
O,  if  I  coold,  what  grief  should  I  forget !  Sk,  K.  John,  in.  4. 
That  he  is  mad,  'tis  true  ;  'tis  true,  'tis  pity ; 
And  pity  'tis  'tis  true.  8h,  Ham,  ii.  2. 

Though  this  be  madness,  yet  there's  method  in  it.  lb. 

Madness  in  great  ones  must  not  unwatch'd  go.  8h.Ham.iii.\. 

Oh  what  a  noble  mind  is  here  o'erthrown  1 

The  courtier's,  soldier's,  scholar's,  eye,  tongue,  sword, 

Th'  expectancy  and  rose  of  the  fiur  state.      8h,  Mam»  ui.  1. 

My  pulse,  as  yours,  doth  temp'rately  keep  time. 

And  makes  as  healthful  music :  'tis  not  madness, 

That  I  have  utter'd :  bring  me  to  the  test. 

And  I  the  matter  will  re-word ;  which  madness 

Would  gambol  from.  8h.  Ham.  iii.  4. 

Alas,  how  is't  with  you. 
That  you  do  bend  your  eyes  on  vacancy, 
And  with  th'  incorporal  air  do  hold  discourse  ?  8h.  Ham,  iii.  4, 
There  is  a  pleasure  sure,  in  being  mad. 
Which  none  but  madmen  know.        Dryden,  8pan.  Fr,  ii.  1. 

He  raves,  his  words  are  loose 
As  heaps  of  sand,  and  scattering  wide  from  sense : 
So  high  he's  mounted  on  his  airy  throne. 
That  now  the  wind  has  got  into  his  head. 
And  turns  his  brains  to  frenzy.  Dryden,  Span,  Fr*  ii.  1. 

Great  wits  are  sure  to  madness  near  allied, 
And  thin  partitions  do  their  bounds  divide. 

lb,  Ahs,  4"  AchU.  I.  163. 
MADBIGAL. 

When  two  score  throats  together  squall, 

It  may  be  call'd  a  madrigal.  SwifU 
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358  M  A.ONET — M  A.LICE. 

MAOHET. 
Th'  obedient  steel  with  living  instinct  mores, 
And  veers  for  ever  to  the  pole  it  loves.  Darwin, 

That  trembling  vassal  of  the  pole, 
The  feeling  compass,  navigation's  sonl.  Byron. 

XAIDSNHOOD-^Mi  OeUhaey. 

She'll  not  be  hit 
With  Cnpid's  arrow,  she  hath  Dian's  wit ; 
And,  in  strong  proof  of  chastity  well  arm'd. 
From  love's  weak  childish  bow  she  lives  nnharm'd. 
She  will  not  stay  the  siege  of  loving  terms, 
Nor  bide  th'  encounter  of  assailing  eyes, 
Nor  ope  her  lap  to  saint-sedncing  gold.  Sk.  Rom.  1. 1. 

Maids'  najTS  are  nothing,  they  are  shy, 

But  to  desire  what  they  deny.  Herrich,  Apk,  131. 

How  happy  is  the  blameless  vestal's  lot. 

The  world  forgetting,  by  the  world  forgot  ?Pqpe,  EloUa  to  Ah, 

The  hand  of  time  alone  disarms 

Her  face  of  its  superflnons  charms. 

Bat  adds  for  every  grace  resign'd, 

A  thousand  to  adorn  her  mind.  Broome, 

XAIDEirB. 

Maidens,  like  moths,  are  ever  caught  by  glare. 

And  mammon  wins  his  way  where  serapl^  might  despair. 

Bjfron,  ChUde  Harold,  i.  9. 
A  child  no  more  !  a  maiden  now — 
A  graceM  maiden,  with  a  gentle  brow  ; 
A  cheek  tinged  lightly,  ana  a  dovelike  eye ; 
And  all  hearts  bless  her  as  she  passes  by.  Mary  HowUt, 

XAUGB. 

Malice  scom'd,  puts  out 
Itself;  but  argued,  gives  a  kind  or  credit 
To  false  accusation.  Mauinger, 

He,  who  would  free  from  malice  pass  his  days. 

Must  live  obscure,  and  never  merit  praise.     Gay,  EpUUe  iv. 

Oh  !  never  "  hold  malice,"  it  poisons  our  life 
With  the  gall-drop  of  hate  and  the  nightshade  of  strife  ; 
Let  us  scorn  where  we  must,  and  despise  where  we  may ; 
But  let  anger,  like  sunlight,  go  down  with  the  day.  Sliza  Cook, 
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XAMMOH. 

Mammon  led  them  on  : 
Mammon,  the  least  erected  spirit  that  fell 
From  heaven ;  for  e'en  in  heaven  his  looks  and  thoughts 
Were  always  downward  bent,  admiring  more 
The  riches  of  heaven's  pavement,  trodden  gold, 
Than  aught,  divine  or  holy,  else  enjoy'd 
In  vision  beatific.  MiUon^  P.  L.  i.  679. 

XAV— ^fM  Authority,  Ghaxaoter,  Charity,  Courage,  Cowardioe,  Belay, 
Home,  Hypoeri«y,  Uleneos. 
O,  what  may  man  within  him  hide, 
Though  angel  on  the  outward  side  I         8h,  M,for  3£.  iii.  2. 

They  say,  best  men  are  moulded  out  of  faults ; 

And  for  the  most,  become  much  more  the  better 

For  being  a  little  bad.  Sk,  M.for  M.  v.  1. 

Oh,  what  mm  dare  do  t  what  men  may  do ! 

What  men  daily  do,not  knowing  what  they  do.  8h,M.Ado,ivA, 

If  you  were  men,  as  men  you  are  in  show, 

You  would  not  use  a  genue  lady  so.  Sh,  Mid,  N,  in.  2. 

In  speech,  in  gait. 
In  diet,  in  affections  of  delight, 
In  militaiy  rules,  humours  of  blood. 
He  was  the  mark  and  glass,  copy  and  book. 
That  fiishion'd  others.  8A.  Sen,  rr.  2.  n.  3. 

But  we  all  are  men. 
In  onr  own  natures  frail ;  and  capable 
Of  our  flesh,  few  are  angels.  8L  Hen.  rin.  v.  2. 

Tetchy  and  wayward  was  thy  infancy, 

Thy  school-days  frightful,  desp'rate,  wild,  and  furious. 

Thy  prime  of  manhood  daring,  bold,  and  vent'rous. 

8h.  Bio.  m,  IV.  4. 
A  rarer  spirit  never 
Did  steer  humanitrf ;  but  you,  gods,  will  give  us 
Some  faults  to  make  us  men.  ah.  AtU.  Cleop.  T.  1. 

€rod  made  him,  therefore  let  him  pass  for  man.  8h.M.ofV.\,2. 

His  life  was  gentle ;  and  the  elements 

So  mix'd  in  hmi,  that  nature  might  stand  up, 

And  say  to  all  the  world,  this  was  a  man !      Sh.  Jul.  C.  v«  5. 

There's  no  trust, 
No  faith,  no  honesty  in  men ;  all  perjur'd, 
Ail  forsworn,  all  naught,  all  dissemblers.         Sh.  Bom.  in.  2. 
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360  MAK. 

XAV — eotUiiwed, 

He  was  a  man,  take  him  for  all  in  all, 

I  shall  not  look  upon  his  like  again.  SL  Ham.  t.  2. 

A  combination,  and  a  fonn,  indeed, 

Whi-re  every  god  did  seem  to  set  his  seal. 

To  give  the  world  assurance  of  a  man.  Sh.  Ham,  iii.  4. 

Men,  more  divine,  the  masters  of  all  these, 

Lords  of  the  wide  world,  and  wild  wat'rj  seas, 

Indued  with  intellectual  sense  and  souls, 

Of  more  pre-eminence  than  fish  and  fowls. 

Are  masters  to  their  females,  and  their  lords.  Sh.  C.  E.  n.  1. 

Men  should  be  what  they  seem ; 
Or,  those  that  be  not,  would  they  might  seem  none  ! 

8h.  Oik.  III.  3. 
I  will  sooner  trust  a  crocodile. 
When  he  sheds  tears  ;  for  he  kills  suddenly, 
And  ends  our  cares  at  once  ;  or  anything 
That's  evil  to  our  nature,  than  a  man  ; 
I  find  there  is  no  end  of  his  deceivings. 
Nor  no  avoiding  them,  if  we  give  way.  Beaum.  4"  i^«  Coxcomb. 

Man  Lb  one  world,  and  hath 
Another  to  attend  him.  Herbert ,  Man. 

Man  is  a  name  of  honour  for  a  king ; 

Additions  take  away  irom  each  chief  thing.  Chapman* 

In  the  sweat  of  thy  face  shalt  thou  eat  bread. 

Till  thou  return  unto  the  ground  ;  for  thou 

Out  of  the  ground  was  taken  :  know  thy  birth, 

For  dust  thou  art,  and  shalt  to  dust  return.  Jifi7/oii,P.X.z.205. 

Trust  not  a  man  ;  we  are  by  nature  false. 
Dissembling,  subtle,  cruel,  and  un constant : 
When  a  man  talks  of  love,  with  caution  hear  him ; 
But  if  he  swears,  he'll  certainly  deceive  thee. 

Otway,  Orphan,  n.  1- 

Mankind  each  other's  stories  still  repeat, 

And  man  to  man  is  a  succeeding  cheat.  Howard,  D.  qfLerma* 

Men  are  but  children  of  a  larger  growth ; 
Our  appetites  are  apt  to  change  as  theirs, 
And  fuU  as  craving  too,  and  fou  as  vain. 

Dryden,  All/or  Love^  IT.  1. 
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MAX.  861 

MAV —  eofiiinued. 

Mankind  one  day  serene  and  free  appear ; 

The  next,  they're  cloudy,  sullen,  and  severe  ; 

^ew  passions,  new  opinions  still  excite ; 

And  what  they  like  at  noon,  they  leave  at  night.  Garth. 

Consider,  man ;  weigh  well  thy  frame, 

The  king,  the  beegar,  are  the  same ; 

Dust  form'd  ns  adC    Each  breathes  his  day, 

Then  sinks  into  his  native  clay.  Ga^,  JFhffle*^  xvi.  2. 

Man  is  practised  in  disguise. 

He  cheats  the  most  discerning  eyes.       IB.  Shep,  and  Philo*. 

Each  animal. 
By  natural  instinct  taught,  spares  his  own  kind  : 
But  man,  the  tyrant  man,  revels  at  larfj^e. 
Freebooter  unrestrained,  destroys  at  will 
The  whole  creation;  men  and  beasts  his  prey, 
These  for  his  pleasure,  for  his  glory  those. 

Samerville,  Field  SporU, 
£now  then  thyself,  presume  not  God  to  scan. 
The  TOKipeT  study  of  mankind  is  man. 
Plac  d  on  this  isthmus  of  a  middle  state, 
A  being  darkly  wise,  and  rudely  great : 
With  too  much  knowledge  for  the  sceptic  side. 
With  too  much  weakness  for  the  stoic  s  pride. 
He  hangs  between ;  in  doubt  to  act,  or  rest ; 
In  doubt  to  deem  himself  a  god  or  beast ; 
In  doubt  his  mind  or  bodv  to  prefer ; 
Bom  but  to  die,  and  reaa  ning  but  to  err.  Pope,  £,  M.  ii.  1. 

Fix'd  like  a  plant  on  his  peculiar  spot. 

To  draw  nutrition,  propagate,  and  rot.      Pope,  E*  M.  ii.  Gd. 

On  life's  vast  ocean  diversely  we  sail, 

Beason  the  card,  but  passion  is  the  gale.  Pope,  E.  M.  ii.  107. 

Virtuous  and  vicious  every  man  must  be. 

Few  in  th'  extreme,  but  afi  in  the  degree.  Pope,E,  M,  ii.231. 

Worth  makes  the  man,  and  want  of  it  the  fellow. 

The  rest  is  all  but  leather,  or  prunella.   Pope,  E.  M.  iv.  203. 

Chaos  of  thought  and  passion,  all  confused  ; 

Still  by  himself  abused  or  disabused ; 

Created  half  to  rise,  and  half  to  fall ; 

Great  lord  of  all  things,  yet  a  prey  to  all ; 

Sole  judge  of  truth,  in  endless  error  hurled  ; 

The  glory,  jest,  and  riddle  of  the  world.     Pope^  E.  Jf.  ii.  13. 
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862  MA-y. 

MAX — continued, 

Know,  nature's  cldldren  all  divide  her  care ; 

The  fia  that  warms  a  monarch,  warm'd  a  bear. 

While  man  exclaims,  "  Sea  all  thin^  for  mv  use !" 

"  See  man  for  mine  I"  replies  a  pamper'd  goose. 

And  just  as  short  of  reason  he  must  fall. 

Who  thinks  all  made  for  one,  not  one  for  all.  Pop^,j&.lf.ni.4i 

Behold  the  child,  by  nature's  kindly  law, 

Pleas'd  with  a  rattle,  tickl'd  with  a  straw ;  ^ 

Some  Uyelier  plaything  gives  his  youth  delight, 

A  little  louder,  but  as  empty  ^uite  ;— 

Scarfs,  garters,  gold,  amuse  his  riper  stage, 

And  beads  and  j>rayer-book8  are  the  toys  of  age. 

Fleas'd  with  this  bauble  still,  as  ihat  before, 

Till  tired,  he  sleeps,  and  life's  poor  play  is  o'er.     lb,  n.  S75. 

I^ot  always  actions  show  the  man ;  we  find 

Who  does  a  kindness,  is  not  therefore  kind  ; 

Perhaps  prosperity  becalm'd  his  breast, 

Perhaps  the  wind  just  shifted  firom  the  east : 

Not  therefore  humble  he  who  seeks  retreat. 

Pride  guides  his  steps,  and  bids  him  shun  the  great : 

Who  combats  bravely  is  not  therefore  brave. 

He  dreads  a  death-bed  like  the  meanest  slave : 

Who  reasons  wisely  is  not  therefore  wise, 

His  pride  in  reasoning,  not  in  acting  lies.  Pope,  M.  E.  it.  109. 

See  the  same  man  in  vigour,  in  the  gout ; 

Alone,  in  company,  in  place,  or  out ; 

Early  at  business,  and  at  haizard  late ; 

Mad  at  a  fox-chase,  wise  at  a  debate ; 

Drunk  at  a  borough,  civil  at  a  ball ; 

Friendly  at  Hackney,  faithless  at  Whitehall.  Pope,  M,  £.i.71. 

Man  is  a  very  worm  bv  birth. 

Vile,  reptile,  weak  and  vain ; 

Awhile  he  crawls  upon  the  earth. 

Then  sinks  to  earth  again.  Pope. 

Vain  human-kind !  fantastic  race  ! 

Thy  various  follies  who  can  trace  P 

Self-love,  ambition,  envy,  pride. 

Their  empire  in  our  hearts  divide.  8v^' 

Fond  man !  the  vision  of  a  moment  made ! 

Dream  of  a  dream  !  and  shadow  of  a  shade  2  Young,  Par.  onM* 

How  poor,  how  rich,  how  abject,  how  august. 

How  complicate,  how  wonderftil  is  man ! 

How  passing  wonder  He,  who  made  him  such ! 

Who  centred  in  our  make  such  strange  extremes.  N.  T»  i-  7^ 
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'MAg^eouHntied 
To  each  his  mfTerings  :  all  are  men, 
Gondemn'd  alike  to  groan ; 
The  tender  for  another's  pain, 
The  unfeeling  for  his  own.  Or€^,  Prcspeei  qfEton  College,  10. 

Man  wants  hnt  little  here  helow, 

Nor  wants  that  little  long.  Ghldsmitk,  Bjermii,  8. 

Men  are  machines,  with  all  their  boasted  freedom. 

Their  moyements  tnm  npon  some  favourite  passion ; 

Let  art  but  find  the  latent  foible  ont. 

We  touch  the  spring,  and  wind  them  at  our  pleasure. 

S*  Brooke,  €htetavue  Vaea, 
What  iho'  on  homely  fare  we  dine. 
Wear  hodden  grey,  and  a'  thatP 
Gie  fools  their  silk,  and  knaves  their  wine, 
A  man's  a  man  for  a'  that.  Bum*,  Sanest  Poverfy. 

An  flesh  is  fprass,  and  all  its  g^ory  fades 
Like  the  fair  flower,  disheveU'd  in  the  wind : 
Biches  have  wings,  and  grandeur  is  a  dream. 

•Tis  man's  pride,      <^^^r.  Task,  in.  261. 
His  highest,  worthiest,  noblest  boast, 
The  privilege  he  prizes  most. 

To  stand  by  helpless  woman's  side.  Miss  Holfbrd,  Marg,  Anj. 
The  mind  of  man  is  vastly  like  a  hive  ; 
His  thoughts  so  busy  ever — all  alive ! 
But  here  the  simile  will  go  no  fhrther ; 
For  bees  are  making  honey,  one  and  aJl ; 
Man's  thoughts  are  busy  in  producing  gall, 
Committing,  as  it  were,  self-murder.  Peter  Pindar. 

Man  is  of  soul  and  body,  formed  for  deeds 
Of  high  resolve  ;  on  fancy's  boldest  wing 
To  soar  unwearied,  fearlessly  to  turn 
The  keenest  pang  to  peacefiuness,  and  taste 
The  joys  which  mingled  sense  and  spirit  yield  ; 
Or  he  18  formed  for  abiectness  and  woe. 
To  grovel  on  the  dungfaiU  of  his  fears, 
To  shrink  at  every  sound,  to  quench  the  flame 
Of  natural  love  in  sensualism,  to  know 
That  hour  as  blest  when  on  his  worthless  days 
The  frozen  hand  of  death  shall  set  his  seal. 
Yet  fear  the  cure,  though  hating  the  disease. 
The  one  is  man  that  shall  hereafter  be, 
The  other,  man  as  vice  has  made  him  now.  Shelley y  QtfM/i  Mah* 
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Bom  to  be  ploash'd  with  jean,  and  sown  with  < 

And  reap'd  oy  death,  lord  of  the  human  soiL ^ 

ByroM,  Heaven  and  .^^— ».»^^»  ^-  *' 
Men  are  the  sport  of  ciroumstances,  when  .. 

The  cironmstances  seem  the  sport  of  men.  Byron,  .Z^-    ^'^' 
Man's  a  phenomenon,  one  knows  not  what, 

And  wonderful  beyond  all  wondrous  measure ;  ^  j^ 

'Tis  pity  tho',  in  this  sublime  world,  that  Y^*  ^  Pv 

Pleasure's  a  sin,  and  sometimes  sin's  a  pleasure.       _^"^&-^'  W    V 

Man's  a  strange  animal,  and  makes  strange  use  li^^^ 

Of  his  own  nature  and  the  various  arts,  1  \  F 

And  likes  particularly  to  produce  ^^   -.     X^9-        f   " 

Some  new  experiment  to  show  his  parts.  Byron,  2>—       — ^-      "  | 

Virgins  are  soft  as  the  roses  they  twine,  ^^  ^^i^-  i-  i-         ^      / 

And  all,  save  the  spirit  of  man,  is  divine  Ih.  Bride  ^S^^  "^     '  \f\ 

Admire,  exult — despise, — ^laugh,  weep,— for  here  ^^  j 

There  is  such  matter  for  all  feeling : — ^man !  -^^  x^-^^^'^'  ^ 

Thou  pendulum  betwixt  a  smile  and  tear.  Byron,  CA.  ^^^^  '  f  | 

Again  attend  I — and  see  a  man  whose  cares  il  | 

Are  nicely  plao'd  on  either  world's  affairB,—  j^jt^-  '• 

Merchant  and  samt ;  'tis  doubtful  if  he  knows  ^7>'^  -  1 

To  which  account  he  most  regard  bestows.  |  [ 

Once  in  the  flight  of  ages  past. 

There  liv'd  a  man : — and  who  was  he  P  ,^' 

Mortal  I  howe'er  thy  lot  be  cast,  ^^t<^^'^^ 

That  man  resembled  thee.  Jamee  Mow^-  ^'^ 

llAVirXBS. 
Fit  for  the  mountains  and  the  barb'rous  oaves. 
Where  manners  ne'er  were  preach'd. 

Defect  of  manners,  want  of  government, 

Pride,  haughtiness,  opinion,  and  disdain ; 

The  least  of  which,  haunting  a  nobleman, 

Loseth  men's  hearts,  and  leaves  behind  a  stain 

Upon  the  beauty  of  aU  parts  besides ; 

Beguiling  them  of  commendation.  8h*  Hen.  /K.  ]^ 

Eye  nature's  walks,  shoot  folly  as  it  flies,  ^^  f 

And  catch  the  manners  living  as  they  rise ; 

Laugh  where  we  must,  be  candid  where  wo  can  ; 

But  vindicate  the  ways  of  God  to  man.      Pupe,  J^.  4f . , 

Manners  with  fortunes,  humours  turn  with  climes, 

Tenets  with  books,  and  principles  with  times.  lb.  Af,  JB,  j,  ^^^ 


^^ 


Digitized  by 


Gctjgle 


JtXSVKRB — ICJlBRIAOE,  uatbimony.  865 

MAHIIKKB  -eontmmd. 

Manner  is  all  in  all,  whate'er  is  writ ; 

The  substitate  of  geninsi  sense,  and  wit.  Cowper. 

MABCK 

The  stoxmy  March  is  come  at  last. 

With  wind  and  clouds  and  changing  skies  ; 

I  hear  the  rushing  of  the  blast 

That  through  the  snowy  yalley  flies.  W.  C.  Bryant,  March, 
MABCHDie. 

Thus  far  into  the  bowels  of  the  land 

Hare  we  march'd  on  without  impediment.   8h,  Rie.  in,  v.  2. 

WABBTAftE,   XAXBIXOST— M»  Cfovrtship,    Connubial  Happiness, 
Falhsr,  Husband,  Lore,  Wife. 
GKto  me,  next  good,  an  understanding  wife, 
Bj  nature  wise,  not  learned  by  much  art ; 
Some  knowledge  on  her  side,  wiU  all  my  life 
More  scope  of  conyersation  impart ; 
Besides  her  inborn  virtue  fortdnr ; 

They  are  most  good,  who  best  know  why.     Sir  T.  Ooerhury. 
1^0  sweet  aspersion  shall  the  heayens  let  fall, 
To  make  this  contract  grow  ;  but  barren  hate, 
Bonr-e^r'd  disdain,  and  discord,  shall  bestrew 
The  union  of  your  bed  with  weeds  so  loathly, 
That  you  shall  haie  it  both :  therefore,  takeheed.  8k,T)^.Ty.l. 

Look  down,  you  gods, 
And  on  this  couple  drop  a  blessed  crown.       8k.  Temp,  y.  1. 
In  loye,  the  heavens  themselves  do  guide  the  state ; 
Money  buys  land,  and  wives  are  sold  by  fafce.  Sh.  Mer,  W,  v.  6. 

Let  still  the  woman  take 
An  elder  than  herself;  so  wears  she  to  him. 
So  sways  she  level  in  her  husband's  heart. 
For,  boy,  however  we  do  praise  ourselves. 
Our  fancies  are  more  giddy  and  unfirm, 
More  longinff,  wavering,  sooner  lost  and  won, 
Than  women^s  are.  8h,  T.  Ni,  ii.  4. 

The  ancient  sa^g  is  no  heresy ; 
Hanging  and  wiving  go  by  destiny.  8h.  M,  qf  Ven,  ii.  8. 

A  light  wife  doth  make  a  heavy  husband.  Sh,  M,  of  Vcn,  v.  1. 

Mistress,  know  yourself;  down  on  your  knees. 
And  thank  heaven,  fasting,  for  a  good  man's  love : 
For  I  must  tell  you  friendly  in  your  ear. 
Sell  when  you  can :  you  are  not  for  all  markets. 

Sh,  As  Y.  L.  III.  6. 
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XABBIAeS,  XATBDIOST*«m/u>iMf. 
A  young  man  married,  is  a  man  that's  marred.  Sk.  A,  W.  n.S. 

Honest  company  I  thank  yon  all, 
That  have  behela  me  give  away  mjself 
To  this  most  patient,  sweet,  and  Yirtuovs  wife.  8L  T.  8.  ai.  2. 
Thy  husband  is  thy  lord,  thy  life,  thy  keeper. 
Thy  head,  thy  sovereign  :  one  that  cares  fov  thee. 
Ana  for  thy  maintenance :  commits  his  body 
To  painful  labour,  both  by  sea  and  land ; 
To  watch  the  night  in  storms,  the  day  in  cold. 
While  thou  liest  warm  at  home,  secure  and  safe. 
And  crayes  no  other  tribute  at  thy  hands, 
But  love,  fair  looks,  and  true  obeaience  ; 
Too  little  payment  for  so  great  a  debt.  Sk.  Tlim.  S.  ▼.  2. 

Buch  duty  as  the  subject  owes  the  prince. 

Even  sucn  a  woman  oweth  to  her  husband ; 

And,  when  she's  froward,  peerisli,  sullen,  sour. 

And,  not  obedient  to  his  honest  will. 

What  is  she  but  a  foul  contending  rebel. 

And  graceless  traitor  to  her  loving  lordP      Sh.  Tarn.  S.  y.  2. 

I  am  asham'd,  that  women  are  so  simple 

To  offer  war  where  they  should  kneel  for  peace  : 

Or  seek  for  role,  supremacy,  and  sway. 

When  they  are  bound  to  serve,  love,  anid  obey.  8h.Tam.S  y.2. 

Should  all  despair. 
That  have  revolted  wives*  the  tenth  of  mankind 
Would  hang  themselves.  Sh.  Wiwt.  T.  i.  2. 

Beason,  my  son 
Should  choose  himself  a  wife :  but  as  good  reason, 
The  father  (all  whose  joy  is  nothing  ebe 
But  fair  Posterity)  should  hold  some  counsel 
In  such  a  business.  Sh.  Wlnt.  T.  iv.  3. 

He  is  the  half-nart  of  a  blessed  man 
Left  to  be  finisned  by  such  a  she ; 
And  she  a  fair  divided  excellence. 
Whose  fulness  of  perfection  lies  in  him. 
O,  two  such  silver  currents,  when  they  join. 
Do  glorify  the  banks  that  bound  them  in !  Sh»  E,  John^  ii  2. 
Hasty  marriage  seldom  proveth  well.     Sh.  Hen.  ri.  I.  iv.  1. 

What  is  wedlock  forced,  but  a  hell, 

An  age  of  discord  and  continual  strife  P 

Whereas  the  contrary  bringeth  forth  bliss, 

And  is  a  pattern  of  oelestial  peace.  Sh.  Hen.  vi.  1.  v.  5 
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Marriage  is  a  matter  of  more  worth 
Than  to  be  dealt  in  by  attorneyship.        Sh,  Mm.  VL  1.  v.  6. 

The  instances,  that  second  marriage  move, 

Are  base  respects  of  thrift,  bat  none  of  love.  8k,  Ham,  iii.  2. 

Most  potent,  graye,  and  reverend  signiors, 

My  veiT  noble  and  approved  good  masters. 

That  I  nare  ta'en  away  this  old  man's  daughter, 

It  is  most  true ;  true,  I  hare  married  her ; 

The  very  head  and  firont  of  my  offending 

Hath  tlus  extent,  no  Biore.  Sk,  Oik.  i.  S. 

O  corse  of  marriage, 
Iliat  we  can  call  these  delicate  creatures  ours, 
And  not  their  appetites  I  8k,  Otk.  iii.  3. 

Well  lire  together  like  two  wanton  rines. 
Circling  our  souls  and  Ioycs  in  one  another ; 
We'll  sprinff  together,  and  well  bear  one  ^it ; 
One  joy  shiul  make  us  smile,  and  one  grief  mourn, 
One  age  go  with  us,  and  one  hour  of  death 
Shall  dose  our  eyes,  and  one  graye  make  us  happy. 

Beaumont  and  FUicker, 

Neglected  beautj^  now  is  prized  by  gold ; 
And  sacred  loye  is  basely  bou^t  and  sold : 
Wives  are  grown  traffic,  marriage  is  a  trade, 
And  when  a  nuptial  of  two  hearts  is  made. 
There  must  of  moneys  too  a  wedding  be. 
That  coin,  as  well  as  men,  may  multiply. 

Bandolpk,  Mum>8  Looking^Olass, 

What  do  you  think  of  marriage  P 

I  take't,  (as  those  that  deny  purgatory,) 

It  locally  contains  or  heayen  or  nell ; 

There's  no  third  place  in  it  Webster,  Duckees  ofMalfy, 

The  sum  of  all  that  makes  a  just  man  happy 
Consists  in  the  weU  choosing  of  his  wife  ; 
And  then,  well  to  discharge  it,  does  require 
Equality  of  years,  of  birth,  of  fortune ; 
For  beauty  oeing  poor,  and  not  cried  up 
By  birth  or  weaSh,  can  truly  mix  with  neither. 
And  wealth,  when  there's  such  difference  in  years 
And  £ur  descent,  must  make  the  yoke  uneasy. 

Maednger,  New  Way  to  Fay  Old  Debte. 
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KABBIA0B,  XATBDIOHY— Am/MMMl. 

The  jojs  of  marriage  are  the  hearen  on  earth, 

Life's  paradise,  great  princess,  the  soul's  quiet, 

Sinews  of  concord,  earthly  immortality, 

Eternity  of  pleasures.  Ford^  Broken  Reari. 

Fathers  their  children  and  themselres  abuse, 

That  wealth,  a  husband,  for  their  daughters  choose.  Shirley, 

The  only  comfort  of  my  life 

Is,  that  I  nerer  yet  had  wife  ; 

I^or  wHl  hereafter,  since  I  know, 

Who  weds,  o'erbuys  his  weal  with  woe.  Herrieh,  Hetp.  846. 

Suspicion,  discontent,  and  strife, 

Come  in  for  dowry  with  a  wife.  Herriek,  JpL  909. 

Our  Maker  bids  increase ;  who  bids  abstain 

But  our  destroyer,  foe  to  Qod  and  man.  ABUon,  P.  Z.  it.  748. 

For  contemplation  he,  and  valour  form'd  ; 

For  softness  she,  and  sweet  attractive  grace.         lb.  ly.  297- 

Hail,  wedded  lore !  mysterious  law 

Of  human  offspring.  Jfilion,  P,  L.  it.  760. 

As  spiders  never  seek  the  fly. 

But  leave  him,  of  himself,  t  apply, 

3o  men  are  by  themselves  employ'd 

To  quit  the  freedom  they  enjoy'a. 

And  run  their  necks  into  a  noose. 

They'd  break  'em  after  to  get  loose.       Butler,  Hud,  3,  i.  63. 

When  men  upon  their  spouses  seiz'd* 
And  fifeely  marry'd  where  they  pleas'd ; 
They  ne'er  forswore  themselves,  nor  lied, 
Nor,  in  the  mind  thev  were  in,  died  ; 
Nor  took  the  pains  t'address  and  sue. 
Nor  play'd  Uie  masquerade  to  woo : 
And  when  they  had  them  at  their  pleasure, 
They  talk'd  of  love  and  flames  at  leisure. 

Butler,  Ep,  to  hu  Lady,  239. 

Women  first  were  made  for  men. 

Not  men  for  them.    It  follows,  then, 

That  men  have  right  to  evei^  one. 

And  they  no  freedom  of  their  own  ; 

And  therefore  men  have  power  to  choose 

But  they  no  charter  to  refuse.   Butler,  Ep.  to  his  Lady,  273. 
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Though  women  first  were  made  for  men, 

Tet  men  were  made  for  them  asen : 

For  when,  ont-witted  by  his  wife, 

Man  first  tom'd  tenant  but  for  life, 

If  woman  had  not  interyen'd 

How  soon  had  mankind  had  aa  end !  Ib»  Lad/s  Answer,  244. 

"When  I  am  old,  and  wearr  of  the  world, 

I  may  grow  desperate,  ana  take  a  wife 

To  mortify  withal.  Otwa^. 

Who  wed  with  fools,  indeed,  lead  happ^  lires  ; 
Fools  are  the  fittest,  finest  things  for  wiyes  : 
Yet  old  men  profit  bring,  as  fools  bring  ease. 
And  both  ma&e  youth  and  wit  much  better  please. 

Oiwajf,  Soldiers  Fortune. 

When  you  would  gire  all  worldly  plagues  a  name. 

Worse  than  they  mtre  already,  call  'em  wife  I 

But  a  new  married  wife's  a  teeming  mischief. 

Full  of  herself :  why,  what  a  deal  of  horror 

Has  that  poor  wretch  to  come,  that  married  yesterday  I 

Otway,  Orphan, 
Marriage  to  maids,  is  like  a  war  to  men ; 
The  battle  causes  fear,  but  the  sweet  hopes 
Of  winning  at  the  last,  still  draws  them  on.  Lee,  Jjifitkridales, 

When  fix'd  to  one,  lore  safe  at  anchor  rides. 
And  dares  the  fury  of  the  wind  and  tides. 
But  losing  once  tliat  hold,  to  the  wide  ocean  bom, 
It  driyes  away  at  will,  to  every  wave  or  scorn. 

Dry  den,  I^rannie  cf  Love, 
An  of  a  tenonr  was  their  after  life. 
Ho  day  discolour'd  with  domestic  strife ; 
No  jealousy,  but  mutual  truth  believ'd, 
Secure  repose,  and  kindness  undeceiv'd.  Ih,  Palamon  jr  Ar.  3. 

After  this  alliance. 
Let  tigers  match  with  hinds,,  and  wolves  with  sheep. 
And  every  creature  couple  with  its  foe.  Dryden,  Span,  Friar, 

If  you  would  have  the  nuptial  union  last. 

Let  virtue  be  the  bond  that  ties  it  fast.         Bowe,  Fair  Pen. 

Art  thou  not  half  my  self  P 
One  faith  has  ever  bound  us,  and  one  reason 
Guided  our  wills.  Some,  Fair  Pen, 

B  B 
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And  now  your  matrimonial  eapid, 

Lash'd  on  by  time,  ^powB  tired  and  stnj^id. 

For  story  and  expenenoe  tell  ns 

That  man  srows  old  and  woman  jeaLonB. 

Bol^  would  their  little  ends  secure  ; 

He  si^hs  for  freedom,  she  for  power : 

His  wishes  tend  abroad  to  roam, 

And  her's  to  domineer  at  home.  Prior,  Alma,  8. 

Thus  grief  still  treads  upon  the  heels  of  pleasure. 

Marry'd  in  haste,  we  may  repent  at  leisure.  Congreve,O.B,TA. 

Wedded  lore  is  founded  on  esteem. 

Which  the  fair  merits  of  tbe  mind  enffage ; 

For  those  are  oharms  that  neyer  can  decay ; 

But  time  that  giyes  new  whiteness  to  the  swan, 

Lnproyes  their  lustre.  J^^enton,  Marianne. 

There  swims  no  goose  so  grey,  but,  soon  or  late, 

She  finds  some  honest  gander  for  a  maLte,Pcpe,WifiqfB, 98. 

Where  friendship  foil  exerts  her  softest  power. 

Perfect  esteem  enliren'd  by  desire 

Ineffable,  and  sympathy  of  soul ; 

Thought  meeting  thought,  and  wiU  preyenting  will. 

With  Doundless  confidence :  for  nought  but  loye 

Can  answer  loye,  and  render  bliss  secure.    Hlkamion,  Sjprinff. 

But  happy  they,  the  happiest  of  tlieir  kind. 

Whom  gentle  stars  unite,  and  in  one  fate 

Their  hearts,  their  fortunes,  and  their  beings  blend  !         Ih, 

Oh  I  married  lore  I— each  heaart  shall  own, 

Where  two  conj^enial  souls  unite, 

Thy  golden  chams  inlaid  with  down, 

Thy  lamp  with  heayen's  own  splendour  bright.     Lanffkame, 

Ey'n  in  the  happiest  choice,  where  fay'ring  heayen 

Has  equal  loye  and  easy  fortune  giy'n, — 

Think  not,  the  husband  galn'd,  that  all  is  doste ; 

The  prize  of  happiness  must  still  be  won : 

And,  oft,  the  careless  find  it  to  their  cost* 

The  loyer  in  the  husband  may  be  lost ; 

The  graces  might  alone  his  heart  allure  ; 

They  and  the  yirtues,  meeting,  must  secure.  Lord  I^UltoiL 
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KABBIAeE,  XAXBUOBT— mmMnmA 

But  loYo  in  whiBpen  lets  us  ken 

Thai  men  were  made  for  ns,  and  ▼•  for  men.  Bam$ay,O,8k0p. 

Abroad  too  kind,  at  home  'tis  gtedfast  hate, 

And  one  eternal  tempest  of  debate.   Toun^,  Law  qfJFawM,  6. 

Though  fools  spnm  Hymen's  gentle  powers, 

We  wno  improTe  his  golden  honrsj 

Bt  sweet  experience  know 

Tnat  marriage,  rightly  understood, 

Gires  to  the  tender  and  the  good 

A  paradise  below.  Cotton,  Firoiid9,  v. 

Oh  friendly  to  the  best  ptmraits  of  Biaii» 

Friendly  to  thought,  to  virtae,  and  to  peace, 

Domestic  life  in  rural  leisure  pass'd  1 

Few  know  thy  yalue,  and  few  taste  fiiy  sweets. 

OowpoTt  Task,  m.  290. 
AGsses!  the  tale  that  I  relate 
This  lesson  seems  to  carry, 
*   Choose  not  al<nie  a  proper  mate 
But  proper  time  to  many.  CbagMr,  Pairing  Time  Anticipated. 
Wedlock 's  a  saucy,  sad,  fiuniliar  state, 
Where  folks  are  rery  apt  to  scold  and  hate ; 
Lore  keeps  a  modest  distance,  is  divine, 
Obliging,  and  says  ey'ry  thing  that's  fine.         Foter  Pindar. 

Marriage  firom  lore,  like  yinegnr  from  wine^ 
A  sad,  sour,  sober  beyerage^y  time 
Is  shtfpened  from  its  hi^h  celestial  fiarour 
Down  to  a  very  homely  household  savour.  Byron,  D.  J.  m.  5. 
The  bloom  or  blight  of  all  men's  happiness.  Byron^  Bride  tfA. 
Full  well  we  know,  that  many  a  favourite  air, 
That  charms  a  party,  fails  to  charm  a  pair. 
And  as  Augusta  pla^d,  she  look'd  around. 
To  see  if  one  was  dying  at  the  sound. 
But  all  were  gone — a  husband,  wrapt  in  gloom, 
Stalk'd  careless,  listleas,  up  and  down  the  room.         Omlbe* 
There's  a  bliss  beyond  all  the  minstrel  has  told. 
When  two,  that  are  link'd  in  one  heavenly  tie. 
With  heart  never  changins,  and  brow  never  cold. 
Love  on  thro'  aU  ills,  and  love  on  till  they  die. 
One  hour  of  a  passion  so  sacred  is  wortJi 
Whole  affes  of  neartless  and  wandering  bliss ; 
And  Oh  r  if  there  be  an  Elysium  on  earth. 
It  is  this — ^it  is  this  I .  Moore,  Lalla  Boohk. 

B  B  2 
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XABBZA0B,  lUraXMOWZ-^comHrntsd, 
Oh,  happy,  happj,  thrice  happy  state, 
When  such  a  onght  planet  goyems  the  fate. 
Of  a  pair  of  onited  loven  1 
'Tis  iiheirs,  in  spite  of  the  serpent's  hiss. 
To  enjoy  the  pure  primaral  kiss 
With  as  muoh  of  tne  old  original  bliss 
Am  mortality  ever  recovers  !  Hood,  MUs  IRlman»eg<f, 

But  alas !  alas  1  for  the  woman's  fate. 

Who  has  from  a  mob  to  choose  a  mate  ! 

Tis  a  strange  and  painful  mystery ! 

Bat  the  more  the  eggs,  the  worse  the  hatch ; 

The  more  the  fish,  the  worse  the  catch ; 

The  more  the  sparks,  the  worse  the  match ; 

Is  a  fieust  in  woman's  history.  Hood,  MUt  KUmant^g. 

Across  the  threshold  led. 
And  every  tear  kissed  off  as  soon  as  shed, 
His  house  she  enters,  there  to  be  a  li^ht. 
Shining  within,  when  all  without  is  night ; 
A  g^uardian-ansel  o'er  his  life  presiding, 
Doubling  his  pleasure,  and  his  cares  dividing  1  Sogers,  P.H.  L 

Cries  Sylvia  to  a  reverend  dean, 

"  What  reason  can  be  given, 

**  Since  marriage  is  a  holy  thinff. 

That  there  are  none  in  heaven  r  ' 

•*  They  have,"  says  he,  "  no  women  there." 

She  quick  returned  the  jest : 

"  Women  there  are,  but  I'm  afraid 

They  cannot  find  a  priest."  I^toon,  (B.  Oravet). 

You'd  mariT  the  marquis,  fair  lady,  they  say ; 

You  are  right ;  we've  suspected  it  long  : 

But  his  lorashq>  declines  m  a  complaisant  way. 

And,  faith,  he's  not  much  in  Uie  wrong.  Martial,  n.  h.Halked, 

You  ask  me  to  draw  (a  hard  task  on  my  life) 
The  picture  of  her  whom  I'd  have  for  my  wife ; 
Yet  certain  it  is,  that  I  have  seen  the  lass. 
But  would  you  behold  her — ^go  look  in  your  glass. 

r.  L.  Merritt,  Uim,\ 
MABT. 
I  have  a  passion  for  the  name  of  **  Mary," 
For  once  it  was  a  magic  sound  to  me, 
And  still  it  half  calls  up  the  realms  of  fairy. 
Where  I  beheld  what  never  was  to  be.       Bj/ron,  2).  J^  v.  4. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQiC 


MA.8QinBBA]>B— HAT.  878 

irAMqiTIEftAM  ... 

Hail,  blest  confusion  I  lidre  are  met  ' 

All  tongaes  and  times  and  fiioea. 

The  Lancers  flirt  with  Juliet, 

The  Brahmin  taUcs  of  races  ; 

And  Where's  your  genius,  bright  CorinneF 

And  Where's  your  brogue,  Sir  Lucius  P 

And  Chinca  Ti,  you  haye  not  seen 

One  chapter  of  Confucius. 

Lo !  dandies  from  Samschatka  flirt 
.  With  beauties  from  the  Wrekin  ; 

And  belles  from  Berne  look  yerj  pert. 

On  Mandarins  from  Pekin ; 

The  Cardinal  is  here  from  Bome, 

The  Commandant  from  Seyille ; 

And  Hamlet's  father  from  the  tomb. 

And  Faustus  from  the  Deyil.  Praed,  The  Fancy  Ball. 

XAflSAGBS. 

Slaughter  grows  murder  when  it  goes  too  far, 

And  makes  a  massacre  of  what  was  war.  Diyden, 


We  cannot  all  be  masters, 
Nor  all  masters  cannot  be  truly  followed.  8h»  Otk.  1. 1. 

MATcs-xAKnre. 

How  all  the  needy  honourable  misters. 
Each  out-at-elbow  peer,  desp'rate  dandy. 
The  watchful  mothers,  and  the  careful  sisters, 
(Who,  by  the  by,  when  clever,  are  more  handy 
At  nuJcin^  matches,  where  '  'tis  gold  that  glisters,' 
Than  their  he  relatives),  like  flies  o'er  candy 
Bum  round  '  the  Fortune '  with  their  busy  battery, 
To  turn  her  head  with  waltzing  and  with  flattery  I 
XAIHEKATICS.  Bjfron,  I>.  J.  zn.  32. 

In  mathematics  he  was  greater 
Than  IVcho  Brahe,  or  Erra  Pater ; 
For  he  by  geometrio  scale. 

Could  take  the  size  of  pots  of  ale.        BuUePf  End.  1, 1. 119. 
[AT. 
For  thee,  sweet  month,  the  sroyes  green  liy'ries  wear. 
If  not  the  first,  the  fairest  of  the  year ; 
For  thee  the  Graces  lead  the  dancing  hours. 
And  nature's  ready  pencil  paints  the  flowers. 
When  l^y  short  reign  is  past,  the  fey'rish  sun 
The  sultiy  tropic  fearSi  and  moves  more  slowly  on. 

D/yden,  Falamon  and  JrcUe,  663. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


974  HA.T — ^XBDALfl. 

Now  the  bright  morning-star,  day's  harbinger. 

Comes  dancing  from  the  east,  and  leads  with  her 

The  flow'ry  mAjt  who,  from  her  green  lap,  throws 

The  yellow  cowslip,  and  the  pale  primrose. 

Hail !  bounteous  May,  that  dost  mspire 

Mirth  and  youth,  and  warm  desire ; 

Woods  andgroTes  are  of  thy  dressing, 

Hill  and  dale  doth  boast  thy  blessing. 

Thus  we  salute  thee  with  our  earlr  song, 

And  welcome  thee  and  wish  thee  long.         MtUon,  Ode  Tin. 

'Tis  like  the  birthday  of  the  worid. 

When  earth  was  bom  in  bloom ; 

The  lij^ht  is  made  of  many  dyes. 

The  air  is  all  per  ftune : 

There's  crimson  buds,  and  white  and  blue, 

The  very  rainbow  showers 

Haye  turned  to  blossoms  where  they  fell. 

And  sown  the  earth  with  flowers.         Sood,  Song  '  0  Lady' 

Each  hedge  is  coyer'd  thick  with  green ; 

And  where  the  hedger  late  hath  Men, 

Toung  tender  shoots  begin  to  grow 

From  out  the  mossy  stumps  below. 

But  woodmen  still  on  sprmg  intrude. 

And  thin  the  shadow's  solitude. 

With  sharpen 'd  axes,  felling  down 

The  oak-trees  budding  into  orown.  CUre, 


Can  you  ims^e  I  so  mean  would  prove. 

To  sare  my  life  by  changing  of  my  lore  P  Brgden. 

XXASTJBEB, 

Measures,  not  men,  hare  always  been  my  mark. 

OoUsmith,  Good  Natured  Mw,  n. 
XEOEAHIC. 

Mechanic  slaves. 
With  greasy  aprons,  rules,  and  hammers,  shall 
Uplift  us  to  the  view.  Sk,  JM.  Cleop.  T.  8* 

XBDAL8. 
Oh !  when  shall  Britain ^  conscious  of  her  claim^ 
Stand  emulous  of  Greek  and  Roman  fame ; 
In  living  Medals  see  her  wars  enroU'd, 
And  vanquish'd  realms  supply  recording  gold  P 

Pop«,Jf.J?.v.53. 
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MXDAIS— MNfJ^tiMdL 

The  Medal,  faiikfol  to  its  ohaige  of  fame, 

Throag^  ctimefl  and  a^es  bean  each  fonn  and  name. 

In  one  short  view  subjeeted  to  our  eye, 

Gods,  emperors,  heroes,  sages,  beauties  lie ; 

"With  sluffpen'd  sight,  pale  antiquaries  pore, 

Th'  inscription  ralue,  but  the  rust  adore  ; 

Thisy  the  blue  ramish,  that,  the  sreen  endeam. 

The  sacred  rust  of  twice  ten  hundred  years.  Prior. 

XKDDLB. 

Ill  meddle  nor  make  no  more  in  the  matter.  8k»  IML 1. 1. 
XKDIOIHS— M»  ]>ootorB. 

Joy,  temperance,  and  repose, 

SLun  the  door  on  the  doctor's  nose.  Longfhllaw, 

KIDIATIOV. 

Quantum  in  nobis,  we've  thought  good 

To  sare  the  expense  of  Christian  mood. 

And  tzy  if  we,  uj  mediation 

Of  trM^  and  accommodation. 

Can  end  the  quarrel,  ana  compose 

This  bloody  duel  without  blows.  Butler,  ffudibras. 

KSDHAtlOV. 

Who  readeth  much  and  nerer  meditates. 

Is  like  a  greedy  eater  of  much  food, 

Who  so  surcloys  his  stomach  with  his  cates. 

That  commonly  they  do  him  little  good.      Joshua  S^lffeitor. 

When  shall  we  three  meet  again  P 

In  thunder,  lightning,  or  in  rain  P  8k.  3faeb.  1. 1. 

A  hundred  thousand  welcomes :  I  could  weep. 

And  I  could  laagh  I  I  am  light,  and  heayy :  welcome  : 

A  corse  beghi  at  very  root  of  his  heart. 

That  is  not  glad  to  see  thee !  Sh.  Coriol  n.  1. 

It  gives  me  wonder,  great  as  my  content. 

To  see  you  here  before  me.  8k.  Oik,  ii.  1. 

I  hare  not  joy'd  an  hour  since  you  departed, 

For  public  miseries  and  for  private  fears  ; 

And  this  blest  meeting  has  o  erpaid  them  uXL      Ihyden  if  Lee. 

The  JOYS  of  meeting  pay  the  pangs  of  absence  ; 

Else  wno  could  bear  it  r  Bowe,  Tamerlane. 

And  doth  not  a  meeting  like  this  make  amends 

For  all  the  long  years  fye  been  wand'ring  away.     21  Moore, 
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intriATfCWOLT— ni<»  Ch— rflilwiw,  Xpitaplif. 
I  can  suck  melancholy  out  of  a  song.  Sk.  Am  F.  I.  n.  5. 

I  am  as  melancholy  as  a  gib  cat.  8h.  Men,  rr,  1,  i.  8. 

Tell  me,  sweet  lord,  what  is't  that  takes  from  thee 
Thy  Rtomachy  pleasnre,  and  thy  golden  sleep  P 
Why  dost  thou  bend  thy  eyes  upon  the  earth  P 
And  start  so  often  when  thou  sitt'st  alone  P 
Whr  hast  thou  lost  the  fresh  blood  in  thy  cheeks, 
And  ^v'n  thy  treasures  and  my  rights  or  thee 
To  thick  ey  a  musing,  and  curs'd  melancholy. 

Sk.  Sen,  IV,  I,  II.  3. 
Melancholy  is  briefly  this, 
A  mere  commotion  of  the  mind,  o'ercharsed 
With  fear  and  sorrow ;  first  begat  i'  th'  brain. 
The  seat  of  reason,  and  from  thence  deriy'd 
As  suddenly  into  Ihe  heart,  the  seat 
Of  our  affection.  ^ord,  Lover^s  Mekmckolj/. 

These  pleasures.  Melancholy,  giye, 
And  I  with  thee  will  choose  to  liye.        IGUon^  II  Peiueroio, 

He  droops,  and  hangs  his  discontented  head. 

Like  merit  scom'd  by  insolent  authority,      Bowe,  Fair  Pw. 

O'er  the  twilight  groyes  and  dusky  cayes, 

Deserted  paths,  and  intermingled  grayes, 

Black  Melancholy  sits,  and  round  ner  throws 

A  death-like  sUence,  and  a  dread  repose  ; 

Her  gloomy  presence  saddens  all  the  scene. 

Shades  ev'ry  flower,  and  darkens  ey'ry  green ; 

Deepens  the  murmur  of  the  falling  floods. 

And  breathes  a  browner  horror  on  the  woods.  Pope, 

My  melancholy  haunts  me  eyerywhere. 

And  not  one  kindly  gleam  pierces  the  gloom 

Of  my  dark  thougnts,  to  giye  a  glimpse  of  comfort. 

SmUheme,  Loyal  Brotken. 
With  eyes  upraised,  as  one  inspir'd, 
Pale  MjBlancholy  sat  retir'd. 
And  from  her  wild  sequester'd  seat, 
In  notes  by  distance  made  more  sweet, 
Pour'd  through  the  mellow  horn  her  pensiye  soul. 

Collins,  Ode  on  the  Fatnont. 
There  is  a  mood 
(I  sing  not  to  the  yacant  and  the  young,) 
There  is  a  kindly  mood  of  melancnoly, 
That  wings  the  soul,  and  points  her  to  the  skies. 

Dyer,  BfUns  qf  Bom, 
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Melancholy  is  a  fearfril  gift ; 

What  is  it  but  the  telescope  <  of  trath  r 
^  Which  strips  the  distance  of  its  phantasies, 

And  brines  life  near  in  utter  darkness. 

Mating  me  cold  lealily  too  real.  B^ron, 

Melancholy 

Sits  on  die  as  a  olopd  slong  the  sky, 

Which  will  not  let  the  sunbeams  through,  nor  yet 

Descend  in  rain,  and  end ;  but  spreads  itself 

'Twixt  heaVn  and  earth,  like  envy  between  man 

And  man — and  is  an  everlasting  mist.  Syron, 

Go,  yon  may  call  it  madness,  folly, — 

You  shall  not  chase  my  gloom  away ; 

There's  such  a  charm  m  melsncholy, 

I  would  not,  if  I  could,  be  gay !  Bogert, 

As  melancholy  as  an  unbraced  dram.  OentUvre,  Wonder,  ii.  1. 

See  the  strange  working  of  dull  Melancholy  I 

Whose  drossy  thoughts,  drrinj^  the  feeble  Drain, 

Corrupt  the  sense,  delude  the  mtellect. 

And  in  the  soul's  fair  table  falsely  grave 

Whole  squadrons  of  phantastical  chimeras. 

Anthony  Brewer,  Lingua,  i.  7. 

MELODY. 

O,  surely  melody  firom  Hearen  was  sent 

To  cheer  the  soul,  when  tired  with  human  strife,    . 

To  soothe  the  wayward  heart  by  sorrow  rent, 

And  soften  down  the  rugged  road  of  Hfe.  Kirhe  White, 

KELBOSB  ABBET. 

If  thou  would'st  Tiew  fair  Melrose  aright, 

€k>  visit  it  by  the  pale  moonlight, 
.  For  the  gay  beams  of  lightsome  day 

Gild»  but  to  flout,  the  rums  gray.  Scott,  Lay,  ii.  I. 

1CEK0BIAL8. 

When  all  these  shininff  leaves  are  fill'd. 

How  will  the  owner's  neart  be  thzill'd, 

On  every  opening  leaf  to  find 

Some  tribute  of  afleotion  kind, 

Some  token,  some  memorial  dear 

Of  each  lov'd  friend,  concentred  here  ; 

And  when  those  friends  are  far  away. 

Still  here  their  semblance  to  survey. 

And  mark  the  image  of  each  mind 

In  living  colours  well  defin'd.  MS. 
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MEMOBT. 
I  cannot  but  remember  raeh  Uungs  wcvoi 
That  were  most  pieeiolu  to  me.  Sk.  MM>  I?.  1 

Bemembertheef 
Yea,  from  the  table  of  my  memory 
I'n  wipe  away  all  trivial  fond  records. 
All  saws  of  books,  all  forms,  all  pressures  pasty 
That  yoath  and  obserrstion  copied  there.        8k.  Sam,  i.  9. 

Sometimes  forgotten  things  long  east  behindt 

Bosh  forward  on  the  brain,  and  come  to  mind  ; 

The  nurse's  legends  are  for  traths  receiy'd. 

And  the  man  dreams  bat  what  the  boy  beliey'd.        Dtfdtn. 

Let  &te  do  her  worst ;  there  are  moments  of  joy, 

Bri|[ht  dreams  of  the  past,  whidi  she  cannot  destroy ; 

Which  come  in  the  night-time  of  sorrow  and  care. 

And  bring  baok  the  features  that  joy  na'd  to  wear.  T.Moore. 

Memory,  too,  with  her  dreams  shall  oome. 

Dreams  of  a  former  happier  day. 

When  heaven  was  still  tne  spint's  home. 

And  her  wings  had  not  yet  fall'n  away  j 

Glimpses  of  glory,  ne'er  forgot. 

That  teU,  like  sleams  on  a  sunset  sea, 

What  once  haw  been,  what  now  is  not, 

But,  oh,  what  again  shall  brigktly  be  1  T.  Moore. 

Bemembrance  wakes  with  all  her  busy  train, 
Swells  at  my  breast,  and  turns  the  past  to  pain. 

GoUsvUa,  Deoerted  HUage. 
O  memory !  thou  fond  deceiver. 
Still  importunate  and  vain. 
To  former  joys  recurring  ever. 
And  turning  all  the  past  to  pain.  QoldtmUh, 

Joy's  recollection  is  no  longer  joy, 

Wiiile  sorrow's  memory  is  a  sorrow  stilL  Byron^  Dog^  qf  Vn* 

In  that  instant,  o'er  his  soul 

Winters  of  memory  seem'd  to  roUi 

And  gather  in  that  droD  of  time 

A  life  of  pain,  an  age  of  crime,  , 

O'er  him  who  loves,  or  hates,  or  fears. 

Such  moments  pour  the  grief  of  yeairs.  Bjfr<mt  Guumr. 

Alas !  that  heedlessness  of  all  around 

Bespoke  remembrance  only  too  profound.      Sgron,  Larek^  1. 
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Oh  I  firiends  resietted,  soenM  for  eyer  dear, 
BemembraxLce  Eaik  joa  with  her  warmest  tear  ! 
Drooping  she  bends  o'er  pensire  Fkaoy's  nm. 
To  tz»ee  the  honTB  which  nerer  oan  retiun.  Byron. 

Ah !  ten  me  not  thai  memory 

Sheds  gladness  o*er  the  past ; — 

What  IS  recall'd  by  faded  flowers, 

Bare  that  they  did.  not  last  P 

Were  it  not  better  to  forget. 

Than  but  remember  and  regret  P  X.  S,  London, 

Hail,  memory,  hail  I  in  thy  ezhanstless  mine. 

From  age  to  age  nnnnmber'd  treasures  shine ! 

Thonjdit  and  her  shadowy  brood  thy  call  obey, 

And  place  and  time  are  subject  to  thy  sway  I  Sogers,  P.  Mem. 

Lnll'd  in  the  countless  chambers  of  the  brain, 

Our  thoughts  are  link'd  br  many  a  hidden  chain ; 

Awake  but  one,  and  lo,  wnat  myriads  rise  ! 

Each  stamps  ita  image  as  the  otner  flies.  lb, 

Eecall  the  trayeller,  whose  alter'd  fonn 

Has  borne  the  bufiet  of  Ihe  mountain  storm : 

And  who  will  first  his  fond  impatience  meet  P 

His  fiedthftd  dog's  abready  at  his  feet  I  Ih. 

Sweet  memory,  wafted  by  the  gentle  gale, 

Oft  up  the  stream  of  time  I  turn  my  sail, 

To  yiew  the  fairy  haunts  of  long-lost  hours, 

Blest  with  far  greener  shades,  &  loyelier  flowers.  lb. 

Dreams  of  the  land  where  all  my  wishes  centre, 

Those  scenes  which  I  am  doom'd  no  more  to  know, 

Fall  oft  shaU  memory  trace — ^my  soul's  tormentor— 

And  turn  each  pleasure  past  to  present  woe.  Jifai.  G.  Lewie, 

On  this  dear  jewel  of  my  memory 

My  heart  will  eyer  dwell,  and  fate  in  yain, 

Possessing  that,  essay  to  make  me  wretched. 

JBarl  Bueeell,  Bon  Carloe. 
m  nmKJ,  AJKBiUlBR-^tte  Oriel;  Bonew, 
I  fly,  like  a  bird  of  the  air. 
In  search  of  a  home  and  a  rest ; 
A  bahn  for  the  sickness  of  care : 
A  bliss  for  a  bosom  unblest,  Byron. 
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UatCT^iM  Beaerolenoa,  Bovntj,  OompauioiL. 
Meroy  is  not  itself,  that  oft  looks  so  ; 
Pardon  is  still  the  nurse  of  second  woe.  Sk.  M./br  M,  n.  L 

Not  the  kinff's  crown,  nor  the  deputed  sword. 

The  marshars  truncheon,  nor  the  judge's  robe. 

Become  them  with  one  hjaJf  so  good  a  grace 

As  Mercy.  8h.  M.Jbr  Jf.  ii.  2. 

MerciM  heaven : 
Thon  rather  with  thy  sharp  and  sulphurous  bolt» 
Split'st  the  unwedgeable  and  gnarled  oak, 
ThBH  the  soft  myrtle.  SJL  JL/or  Jf.  u.  2. 

How  would  you  be. 
If  He,  which  is  at  the  top  of  judgment,  should 
But  judge  you  as  you  are  P    O,  think  on  that, 
And  Mercy  then  will  breathe  within  your  Ups, 
Like  man  new  made.  Sh,  M,/or  M,  n.  2. 

O,  it  is  excellent 
To  have  a  G;iant's  strength ;  but  it  is  tyrannous 
To  use  it  l&e  a  giant.  jS4.  M.Jhr  M.n,  2. 

When  vice  makes  mercy,  mercy's  so  extended. 

That,  for  the  fault's  love,  is  the  offender  Mended.  Ih,  rr.  2. 

Though  justice  be  thy  plea,  consider  this— 

That  m  the  course  of  justice,  none  of  us 

Should  see  salvation :  we  do  pray  for  mercy ; 

And  that  same  prayer  doth  teach  us  all  to  render 

The  deeds  of  meroy.  8k.M.qf  Ten.  rr.  L 

The  quality  of  Mercy  is  not  strain'd ; 

It  droppeth,  as  the  gentle  rain  from  heaven 

Upon  the  place  beneath :  it  is  twice  bless'd ; 

It  blesseth  him  that  gives,  and  him  that  takes  : 

'Tis  mightiest  in  the  mightiest ;  it  becomes 

The  throned  monarch  better  than  his  crown.  25. 17. 1> 

If  little  faults  proceeding  on  distemper, 
Shall  not  be  wmk'd  at,  how  shall  we  stretch  our  eye. 
When  capital  crimes,  chew'd,  swallow'd,  and  digested. 
Appear  before  us  P  8k,  Men,  f.  n.  2. 

Nothing  emboldens  sin  so  much  as  meroy.   Sh*  Timoth  in-  o- 

Wilt  thou  draw  near  the  nature  of  the  gods  P 

Draw  near  them  then  in  being  merciful, 

Sweet  mercy  is  nobility's  true  badge.  Bh,  TU,  And.  i.  2. 

Mercy  but  murders,  pardoning  those  that  kiU.  8h.  Bam,  m.  1. 
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The  sreatest  attribute  of  heaven  is  Mercy ; 
And  tis  the  crown  of  justice,  and  the  glory, 
Where  it  may  kDl  with  right,  to  save  with  pity. 

Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  Invert  Progrese. 
He's  a  bad  surgeon,  that,  for  pity,  spares 
The  part  corrupted,  till  the  gangrene  spread, 
And  all  the  body  perish ;  he  that's  merciful 
Unto  the  bad,  is  cruel  to  the  just.  Randolph,  3f.  Look.  Glass 
Great  minds  erect  their  never-failing  trophies 
On  the  firm  base  of  mercy  ;  but  to  triuim>h 
0*er  a  suppliant,  by  base  fortune  captiv'd, 
Argues  a  Dastard  conquest.  Massinger,  Emperor  qfthe  East. 

Less  pleasure  take  braye  minds  in  battle  won 
Than  in  restoring  such  as  are  undone  : 
Tigers  have  courage,  and  the  rugged  bear, 
But  man  alone  can,  whom  he  conquers,  spore. 

Waller,  to  my  Lord  Protector, 
Mercy  is  good  :  a  very  good  dull  virtue : 
Bat  longs  mistake  its  timing,  and  are  nuld 
Whenmanly  courage  bids  them  be  BeYeTe,Dryden,8pan,JPHar. 

Mercy !  what's  that  P  a  virtue  coin'd  by  villains, 
Who  praise  the  weakness  which  supports  their  crimes. 

Smith,  JPhadra  and  Hyppolitus, 

O  mercy,  Heav'nly  bom !    Sweet  attribute  1 

Thou  great,  thou  best  prerogative  of  power  ! 

Justice  may  guard  the  throne,  but  jom'd  with  thee, 

On  rocks  of  adamant  it  stands  secure, 

And  braves  the  storm  beneath.  Somerville,  Chase,  3. 

Teach  me  to  feel  another's  woe. 

To  hide  the  fault  I  see ; 

That  mercy  I  to  others  show. 

That  mercy  show  to  me.  Pope,  Universal  Prayer, 

Mercy  is  still  a  virtue,  and  most  priz'd, 

When  hope  of  pardon  leaves  us.     Southemef  Loyal  Brother, 

Of  all  the  paths  which  lead  to  human  bliss, 

The  most  secure  aod  grateful  to  our  steps. 

With  mercy  and  humanity  is  mark*d ; 

The  sweet-tongued  rumour  of  a  gracious  deed 

Can  charm  from  hostile  hands  th  uplifted  blade. 

The  ^1  of  anger  into  nulk  transform, 

Anddress  the  Drow  of  enmity  in  smiles.       Eiohard  Olover, 
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The  trolj  brave  aire  soft  of  heart  and  eres. 

And  feel  for  what  their  duty  bids  them  do.  J^jrrom  Marmo  FaU 

Spider  I  thou  need'st  not  nm  in  fear  about 

To  shtm  my  cariona  eyes ; 

I  won't  humanely  enuh  thy  bowels  oat 

Lest  thou  shouLd'st  eat  tiie  flies ; 

Kor  will  I  roast  thee  with  a  damn'd  delight 

Thy  strange  instinetire  fortitude  to  see. 

For  there  is  one  who  mi^ 

One  day  zoast  me.  Somikejf, 

MSRH— M»  Beauty,  Oormptioii,  Honoar. 
The  force  of  his  own  merit  makes  his  war, 
Al  gift  that  Heaven  givea  for  him,  which  buys 
A  place  next  to  the  king.  Sh,  Ken.  vzn.  1. 1. 

Gkx)d  actions  crown  themselves  with  lasting  bays, 

Who  well  deserves,  needs  not  another's  praise.  Hkaih, 

There's  a  proud  modesty  in  merit ; 

Averse  from  aaking,  ana  resolv'd  to  pay 

Ten  times  the  gift  it  asks.  Dryden,  Cteomenet. 

Be  thou  the  first  true  merit  to  befiriend ; 

His  praise  is  lost,  who  waits  till  all  commend.  Pcjte, 

Beauties  in  vain  tiieir  pretty  eyes  may  roll ; 
Charms  strike  the  sight,  but  merit  wins  the  souL 

Fope,  Bqpe  of  tie  Lock,  y.  34 

Amongst  the  sons  of  men  how  few  are  known 
Who  dare  be  just  to  merit  not  their  own. 

ChurehiU,  ^.  to  Mo^arik,  1. 
In  this  perverted  age, 
Who  most  deserve,  can  t  always  most  engage ; 
So  far  is  worth  for  making  glory  sure. 
It  often  hinders  what  it  should  procure.  To^ng, 

Let  high  birth  triun^  1    What  can  be  more  great  P 
Nothing— but  merit  m  a  low  estate.  Yomng. 

MXBXAID. 

I  sat  upon  a  promontory, 
And  heard  a  mermaid,  on  a  dolphin's  back. 
Uttering  such  duieet  and  harmonious  breatii. 
That  the  rude  sea  grew  civil  at  her  song ; 
And  certain  stars  shot  madly  from  their  spheres, 
To  hear  the  sea-maid's  music  8h.  Mid,  N.  n.  2. 
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MBTAnnmcB. 

The  mathematics  and  the  metsphjaioB, 

EaU  to  them  as  70a  find  your  stomach  serres  ron. 

£%.  2\iM.  8. 1. 1. 


Gone— like  a  meteor,  that  o'erhead 

Suddenly  shines,  and  ere  weVe  said 

"Look  1  look,  how  beaatiW  I"— 'tis  fled  I  T.  Moors. 

MJRJBQBOLOQT. 

Carefnl  observance  may  foretell  the  hour. 

By  sure  prognostics,  wnen  to  dread  a  shower.  8w^. 

KHHOSim— «M  Dissenters^   Bypeexisy,  Prsslijtsriaas,  Poritaas, 


He  saw  an  old  aequamtance 

As  he  passed  by  a  Methodist  meeting ; 

Bhe  holds  a  consecrated  key, 

And  the  Devil  nods  her  a  greeiinff . 

She  turned  up  her  nose,  and  saicC 

"Avannt!  my  name's  Beligion  I" 

And  she  looked  to  Mr.  , 

And  leered  like  a  love-sick  pigeon.  ColeridgOt  DetiVs  WalkyXu, 
MXIBE-^Mf  Hoouneter,  Pentametsr,  Poetry,  Bhytlia,  Yene 

These  equal  syllables  alone  require. 

Though  oft  the  ear  the  open  vowels  tire. 

While  expletives  their  feeble  aid  do  loin, 

And  ten  low  words  oft  creep  in  one  dcul  line.  Pope,S,  C  n.344. 

In  the  hexameter  rises  the  fountain's  silvery  column; 

In  the  pentameter  aye  falling  in  melody  back. 

Colendge,  THe  Otddian  Elegiae  Metre, 

M1BI10HT— M#  nght. 

The  iron  tonffue  of  midnight  hath  told  twelve  :— 

Lovers  to  bed ;  'tis  almost  fairy  time.  8h*  Mid.  N.  v.  1. 

'TIS  now  the  very  witching  time  of  night ; 

"When  diurchyards  yawn,  and  hell  itself  breathes  oat 

Contagion  to  this  world.  8k,  Ham.  m.  2. 

tns  midnight :— on  the  mountains  brown 

The  cold  round  moon  shines  deeply  down ; 

Blue  roll  the  waters,  blue  the  sk^ 

Spreads  like  an  ocean  hung  on  mgh, 

Biespanjgied  with  those  isles  of  light. 

So  wilcQy,  spiritually  bright        Byron^  8Uge  ef  Oorimth,  zi. 

This  dead  of  midnight  is  the  noon  of  tiiought. 

And  wisdom  mounts  her  senith  with  the  stars. 

Mn.  Barhauld,  A  8ummer  JEheniitff^s  Meditation, 
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xiDnoHT  on.. 

Whence  is  thy  leaminff  P    Hath  thy  toil 
O'er  books  consumed  uxe  midnight  oil  P 

Gay,  Shepherd  and  Philosopker. 

SleepidM  themselTes  to  give  their  readers  fdeep. 

Fopey  IhMciad,  i.  94 
MILDVXM. 
His  probity  and  mildness  shows 

His  care  or  friends,  and  scorn  of  foes.  Addison. 

KUTIA-^Mv  fleldiers. 

Baw  in  fields  the  rade  Militia  swarms ; 
Months  without  hands  :  maintained  at  vast  expense, 
In  peace  a  charge,  in  war  a  weak  defence ; 
Stout  once  a  month  they  march,  a  blustering  band^ 
And  ever,  but  in  times  of  need,  at  hand. 

Dryden^  Cymon  and  fyhiffema,  400. 

xhtov. 

Three  poets,  in  three  distant  ases  bom, 
Greece,  Italy,  and  England  did  adorn. 
The  first,  in  loftiness  of  thought  suipass'd ; 
The  next,  in  majesty ;  in  both,  the  last. 
The  force  of  nature  could  no  farther  go ; 
To  make  a  third,  she  join'd  the  former  two. 

Dryden,  Lines  under  Milion*s  Pieiure, 
Ages  elapsed  ere  Homer's  lamp  appear'd. 
And  ages  ere  the  Mantuan  swan  was  heard ; 
To  carry  nature  lengths  unknown  before, 
To  give  a  Milton  biith,  ask'd  ages  more. 

Cowper,  Table  lialk,  567. 
mirD— «M  Apparel,  Consolation. 
It  is  the  mind  that  maketh  good  or  ill. 
That  maketh  wretch  or  happy,  rich  or  poor. 

Spenser,  Fairy  Queen,  Ti.  9. 

The  mind  is  its  own  place,  and  in  itself 

Can  make  a  heav'n  of  hell,  a  hell  of  heay'n.  Milt<m,P.L,i.t^ 

To  subdue  the  unconquerable  mind. 

To  make  one  reason  have  the  same  effect 

Upon  all  apprehensions  ;  to  force  this 

Or  this  man,  just  to  think  as  thou  and  I  do. 

Impossible  !  unless  souls  were  alike 

In  ally  which  differ  now  like  human  faces.  Sove. 

Strength  of  mind  is  exercise,  nol  rest.  Pope,S.M.  Ep.n-l^ 

Constant  attention  wears  the  active  mind, 

Blots  out  her  pow'rs,  and  leayes  a  blank  behind. 

Churchill,  Bp,  to  EogariL 
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Mum    MtUmued, 
The  first  sure  symptom  of  a  mind  in  health. 
Is  zest  of  hearty  and  pleasure  felt  at  home. 

Young,  JV.  T.  Tin.  923. 
Different  minds 
Incline  to  different  objects  ;  one  pnrsnes 
The  vast  alone,  the  wonderftil,  the  wild ; 
Another  sighs  for  harmony  and  grace, 
And  gentlest  beaaty.  Akenside. 

The  immortal  mind  superior  to  its  fate, 
Amid  tbe  outride  of  ertemal  things, 
Firm  as  the  solid  base  of  this  great  world, 
Seats  on  its  own  foundation.    Akenside^  Plea,  qf  Jmagin.  ii. 

For  just  experience  tells,  in  ev'ry  soil. 

That  those  who  think  must  goTcm  those  that  toil ; 

And  all  that  freedom's  highest  aims  can  reach 

Is  but  to  lay  proportion'd  loads  on  each.  Ghldimith,  TVaveller, 

The  gaudy  glass  of  fortune  otily  strikes 

The  Yul^  eye  ;  the  suffrage  of  the  wise, 

The  praise  that's  worth  ambition,  is  attain'd 

By  sense  alone,  and  dignity  of  mind.    Armstrong,  Art  P.  JZ*. 

Our  soids  at  least  are  firee,  and  'tis  in  vain 

We  would  against  them  make  the  flesh  obey— 

The  spirit  in  the  end  will  have  its  way.  Byron,  D.  J.  t.  110. 

The  mind  doth  shaj^e  itself  to  its  own  wants. 

And  can  bear  all  thmgs.  Joanna  Baillie,  Banner,  y.  2. 

The  mind  within  me  panted  after  mind. 

The  spirit  sigh'd  to  meet  a  kindred  spirit, 

And  in  my  human  heart  there  was  a  void. 

Which  nothing  but  humanity  could  fill.  Jamit  Montgomery. 

He  wared  the  sceptre  o'er  his  kind, 

By  nature's  first  great  title— mind.   Croly,  Pericles  and  Asp. 
MuijlATUBSS. 

In  snoall  proportions  we  Just  beauties  see* 

And  in  short  measure  me  may  perfect  be. 
B,  JoMon,  Good  Life  and  Long  Life. 

A  miracle,  with  miracles  enclosed, 

Is  man ;  and  starts  his  faith  at  what  is  strange  P 

What  less  than  wonders  from  the  Wonderful ; 

What  less,  than  miracles  from  Qod  can  flow  f 

Admit  a  Ghod — ^that  mystery  supreme. 

That  Cause  uncaused,  all  other  wonders  cease.  Tonng, 

0  0 
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MIBTB— «w  Care,  Cfhaneter,  CheerftilBeM. 
A  merrier  man, 
Witliin  the  limit  of  becoming  mirth, 
I  never  spent  an  hoar's  talk  withal : 
His  eye  begets  occasion  for  his  wit ; 
For  every  object  that  the  one  doth  catch. 
The  other  tarns  to  a  mirth-moving  jest.  Sh.  Love*9L.L,7,TsA» 

More  merry  tears 
The  passion  of  load  laaghter  never  shed.      Sk,  Mid,  N.  v.  1. 
I  had  rather  have  a  fool  to  make  me  merry, 
Than  experience  to  make  me  sad.  8h,  As  T,  L,  tv,  1. 

'Tis  ever  common, 
That  men  are  merriest  when  they  are  from  home. 

Sh.  Men.  r.  i.  2. 
And  if  yon  can  be  merrv  then,  I'll  say 
A  man  may  weep  apon  his  wedding-day.  Sh,  Hen,  vm,  Prol, 
Sport,  that  wrinkled  care  derides, 
And  laaghter  holding  both  his  sides.     Milton^  VAUegro,  31. 

Come  thoa  goddess  fair  and  free. 
In  heav'n  yclep'd  Eaphrosyne, 

And  by  men,  heart-easing  mirth.  MiUon,  L* Allegro. 

Haste  thee  nymph,  and  bring  with  thee 
Jest  and  yoathfol  jollity, 

Saips  ana  cranks,  and  wanton  wiles, 
oos  and  becks,  and  wreathed  smiles.  Milton^  L* Allegro,  25. 
Come,  and  trip  it  as  yoa  go, 

On  the  light  fantastic  toe.  Milton,  L' Allegro, 

These  delights,  if  thoa  canst  give. 

Mirth,  with  thee  I  mean  to  live.  Milton,  V Allegro. 

Let  mirth  go  on,  let  pleasare  know  no  paase ; 
Bat  till  ap  every  minate  of  this  day.  £ov>e,  Fair  Pen. 

For  ever  foremost  in  the  ranks  of  fan, 
The  laaghing  herald  of  the  harmless  pan.  JBgron. 

0  mirth  and  innocence  !  O  milk  and  water  ! 
Ye  happy  mixtares  of  more  happy  days  I 
In  these  sad  centaries  of  sin  ana  slaaghter, 
Abominable  man  no  more  allays 

His  thirst  with  sach  pare  beverage.    No  matter ; 

1  love  you  both,  and  Doth  shall  have  my  praise.  Bgron, 
And  yet,  methinks,  the  older  that  one  grows. 

Inclines  us  more  to  laugh  than  scold,  tho'  laughter 
Leaves  us  so  doubly  serious  shortly  after.         Byron,  Beppo. 


O I  spirits  gav,  and  kindly  heart ! 
Precious  the  olessing  ye  mipart. 


Joanna  Bailli^' 
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MDCHISF. 

O,  miscljief !  thou  art  swift 
To  enter  in  the  thoughts  of  desperate  men !     8h,  Bom.  y.  1. 
To  mourn  a  mischief  that  is  past  and  gone. 
Is  the  next  way  to  draw  new  mischief  on.  8h,  0th,  i.  3. 

He  that  may  hinder  mischief, 

And  yet  permits  it,  is  an  accessory.  Freeman^  Imperial, 

As  hunps  bnm  silent,  with  nnconscions  light, 
So  modest  ease  in  beauty  shines  most  bright ; 
Unaiming  charms  with  ed^  resistless  fall. 
And  she  who  means  no  mischief,  does  it  all.         Aaron  Hill. 
When  to  mischief  mortals  bend  their  will. 
How  soon  they  find  fit  instruments  of  ill !  Pope,  Rape, 


He  that  toils  and  labours  hard 

To  gain,  and  what  he  eets  has  spar'd^ 

Is  firom  the  use  of  all  debarr'd. 

And  though  he  can  produce  more  spankers, 

Than  all  me  usurers  and  bankers, 

Yet  after  more  and  more  he  hankers ; 

And  after  all  his  pains  are  done, 

Has  nothing  he  can  call  his  own, 

Bat  a  mere  urelihood  alone.  Butler,  Hudibrcu, 

Go,  miser !  go ;  for  lucre  sell  thy  soul ; 

Truck  wares  for  wares,  and  trudge  from  pole  to  pole, 

That  men  may  say,  when  thou  art  dead  and  gone, 

See  what  a  yast  estate  he  left  his  son.  Dryden. 

But  the  base  miser  staryes  amidst  his  store. 

Broods  o'er  his  gold,  and  griping  still  at  more, 

Sita  sadly  pining,  and  belieyes  he's  poor.  Dryien, 

'Tis  strange  the  miser  should  his  care  employ 

To  gain  those  riches  he  can  ne'er  enjoy.     Pope,  M.  E.  ly.  1. 

The  aged  man,  that  coffers  up  his  gold. 

Is  plagued  with  cramps,  and  gouts,  and  painful  fits. 

And  scarce  hath  eyes  his  treasure  to  behold ; 

But  like  still-pining  Tantalus  he  sits, 

And  useless  bams  the  haryest  of  his  wits ; 

Haying  no  other  pleasure  of  his  ^[ain. 

But  torment  that  it  cannot  cure  ms  pain.     Pope,  Bape  of  L, 

The  miser  true 
Staryes  'midst  his  plenty,  from  the  slayish  fear 
Of  wasting  what  he  heaps.  Havard* 

C  c  2 
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inSIBB — ^MISFOBTUKS. 

Who,  lord  of  millions,  trembles  for  his  store. 

And  fears  to  ^ve  a  farthing  to  the  poor ; 

Proclaims  that  penury  wiU  oe  his  fate  1 

And,  scowling,  looks  on  Gharitj  with  hate.       Peter  Pindar, 

Whj  call  the  miser  miserable  P  as 

I  said  before  :  the  frugal  life  is  his, 

Whidi  in  a  saint  or  cynic  ever  was 

The  theme  of  praise  :  a  hermit  would  not  miss 

Canonisation  for  the  selfsame  cause — 

And  wherefore  blame  gaunt  wealth's  austerities  ! 

Because,  you'll  say,  nought  calls  for  such  a  trial ; 

Then  there's  more  merit  in  his  self-denial.  Byron,D.J.  xii.7. 
miEBT— ^fM  Adversity. 

Misery  aquaints  a  man  with  strange  bedfellows.  8h.TempJH^. 
Famine  is  in  thy  cheeks, 

Need  and  oppression  stanreth  in  thine  eyes, 

Contempt  and  beggazr  hang  upon  thy  back  ; 

The  world  is  not  thy  friend,  nor  the  world's  law.  Sh.Bom.y.l. 
Misery  is  trodden  on  by  many ; 

And,  being  low,  never  relieved  by  any.   8k.  Ten.  4*  -^d.  IQfl* 

I  am  the  centre  of  all  miseries  : 

What  wander  from  me,  leave  their  proper  places. 

Crown^  DarifU* 

111  give  thee  misery,  for  here  she  dwells ; 

This  is  her  house,  where  the  Sun  never  dawns ; 

The  bird  of  night  sits  screaming  o'er  the  roof  : 

Grim  spectres  sweep  along  the  horrid  gloom. 

And  nought  is  heard  but  wailings  and  lamentings.        Bowe. 
XI8F0BTUVS— M0  Borrow. 

What  greater  ills  have  the  heavens  in  store, 

To  couple  coming  harms  with  sorrows  past.  Sidney, 

One  woe  doth  tread  upon  another^s  heel, 

So  fast  they  follow.  8k.  Ham.  iv.  7. 

Nothing  is  a  misery. 

Unless  our  weakness  apprehend  it  so : 

We  cannot  be  more  faithful  to  ourselves. 

In  anything  that's  manly,  than  to  make 

Ill-fortune  as  contemptiole  to  us 

As  it  makes  us  to  others. 

Beaumont  ami  FUtcker,  Honest  Man's  Fortune. 

When  one  is  past,  another  care  we  have ; 

Thus  woe  succeedJs  a  woe,  as  wave  a  wave.  Serrick,  Ap.  287. 
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XIflFQBTUHB~Mfi/vitMtf. 

Misfortune  brings 
Sorrow  enoa($h :  lis  envy  to  ourselves, 
To  augment  it  by  prediction.     HahingUmy  Q«ee»  qfArragon, 

Alas !  misfortunes  travel  in  a  train. 

And  oft  in  life  form  one  perj>etaal  chain ; 

Fear  buries  fear,  and  ills  on  ills  attend. 

Till  life  and  sorrow  meet  one  c<»nmon  ejtdiYoung,F.of  R,i.22& 

Who  baib  not  known  ill-fortune,  never  knew 

Himself  or  his  own  virtue.  MciUet. 

Misfortune  does  not  always  wait  on  vice, 

l^ot  is  success  tiie  constant  guest  of  virtue.    Haoard,  SeguL 

MISSAL. 

Profuse  in  ffamiture  of  wooden  cuts, 
8trange  and  uncouth ;  dire  faces,  figures  dire, 
Sharp-knee'd,  sharp-elbow'df  and  lean  anded  too, 
With  long  and  ghostly  shanks, --forms  which,  once  seen, 
Gould  never  be  forgot.  Wordsworth. 


How  didst  thou  dare  to  think  that  I  would  live 

A  slave  to  base  desires  and  brutal  j^leasures ; 

To  be  a  wretched  woman  for  thy  leisure. 

To  toy  and  waste  an  hour  of  idle  time  with  P  Rowe,  Fair  Pen, 

Have  I  not  set  at  nought  my  noble  birth, 

A  spotless  fame,  and  an  unblemish'd  race. 

The  peace  of  innocence  and  pride  of  virtue  P 

My  prodigality  has  given  thee  all, 

And,  now  I've  nothing  left  me  to  bestow. 

You  hate  the  wretched  bankrupt  you  have  made.  Ib.Fair  Pen, 

IdSTRirST— JM  Candour,  Doabt. 
By  a  divine  instinct  men's  minds  mistrust 
Snsuing  dangers ;  as  by  proof  we  see 
The  waters  swell  before  a  boisterous  storm.  Sh.  Bie,  ni.  ii.  3. 

XOB— «M  Bemagogmes,  Kultitade,  Popnlaee,  Babble. 
Xings,  queens,  lords,  ladies,  knights,  and  damsels  gent. 
Were  heap'd  together  with  the  ^gar  sort, 
And  mingled  with  the  raskaU  rabblement, 
Without  respect  of  person  or  of  port.  Spencer,  JFtQ.  3.  zi.  46. 

You  have  many  enemies,  that  know  not 

Whv  they  are  so,  but,  like  to  village  curs, 

Sark  when  their  fellows  do.  8h.  Sen,  vm,  n.  4. 
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MOB^  contimisd. 

What  would  you  haye,  yon  can. 
That  like  nor  peace,  nor  war  r  the  one  affrights  yon. 
The  other  malices  yon  proud.    He  that  tnuts  yon. 
Where  he  should  fina  you  lions,  finds  you  hares ; 
Where  foxes,  geese  :  you  are  no  surer,  no* 
Than  is  the  coal  of  fire  upon  the  ice, 

Or  hailstone  in  the  sun.  8h,  CorioL  i.  L 

They  praise,  and  they  admire  they  know  not  what. 
And  Iniow  not  whom,  but  as  one  leads  the  other ; 
And  what  delight  to  be  by  such  eztoll'd. 
To  live  upon  their  tongues,  and  be  their  talk. 
Of  whom  to  be  disprais  d  were  no  smallpraisePifi/^.  P.  J2.iii.60. 
And  since  the  rabble  now  is  ours. 
Keep  the  fools  hot,  preach  dangers  in  their  ears ; 
Sjpread  false  reports  o'  the  Senate ;  working  up 
Tneir  madness  to  a  fury  quick  and  desp'rate ; 
'TiU  they  run  headlong  into  civil  discords. 
And  do  our  business  with  their  own  destruction. 

The  scum       ^^^!f*  C'atW  Martim. 
That  rises  upmost,  when  the  nation  boils.  D/yden^  Bon,  8eb. 
The  captain  of  the  rabble  issu'd  out 
With  a  black  shirtless  train :  each  was  an  host ; 
A  million  strong  of  yermin,  eyery  villain 
No  part  of  government,  but  lordfs  of  anarchy, 
Chaos  of  power,  and  privileg'd  destruction ; 
Outlaws  of  Nature !  yet  the  great  must  use  'em 
Sometimes  as  necessary  tools  of  tumult.      Dryden^  Don.  8eh. 
The  giddy  vulgar,  as  their  fancies  guide. 
With  noise  say  nothing,  and  in  parts  di^e.  Ihyden. 

Some  popular  chief. 
More  noisy  than  the  rest,  but  cries  halloo, 
And  in  a  trice  the  bellowing  herd  come  out ; 
The  gates  are  barr'd,  the  ways  are  barricado'd : 
And  one  and  all's  the  word :  true  cocks  o'  th'  game  ! 
They  never  ask  for  what,  or  whom  they  fight. 
But  turn  'em  out,  and  show  'em  but  a  foe. 
Cry  liberty,  and  that's  a  cause  of  quarrel.  J)ryden,Span,Friar, 
All  upstarts,  insolent  in  place, 
Eemmd  us  of  their  vulgar  race.  Oay,  Fable  1. 14. 

And  the  brute  crowd,  whose  envious  zeal 

Huzzas  each  turn  of  Fortune's  wheel. 

And  loudest  shouts  when  lowest  lie 

Exalted  worth  and  station  high.  Scott,  Rokehy,  tl  26. 
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WOE    etmtmmtL 
Who  o'er  the  herd  would  wish  to  reign, 
Fantastic,  fickle,  fierce,  and  yain ! 
Vain  as  the  leaf  upon  the  stream, 
Fantastic  as  a  woman's  mood. 
And  fickle  as  a  changefbl  dream ; 
And  fierce  as  Frenzy's  fevered  blood. 
Thou  many-headed  monster-thing, 
O  who  would  wish  to  be  thy  king  I     Seoii,  Lat^  qf  L.  7.  30. 

'Tis  erer  thns :  indulgence  spoils  the  base  ; 
Baising  np  pride,  and  lawless  torbnlence. 
Like  noxions  vapours  from  the  fulsome  marsh 
When  morning  shines  npon  it.  Jba,  Baillie,  Banl,  ii.  8. 

SDDBRATIOV. 
I'd  hare  yon  sober  and  contain  yourself, 
19'ot  that  yonr  sail  be  bigger  than  your  boat ; 
Bat  mod'rate  your  expenses  now,  at  first. 
As  you  may  keep  the  same  proportion  still.  Ben  Jonton, 

In  moderation  placing  all  my  glory. 
While  tories  call  me  whig,  and  whigs  a  tory. 
X0OS8r7--«Mi  Beauty.  ^^^*^'  ^^*'  ^S<^raee,  i.  2.  67. 

It  is  the  witness  still  of  excellency. 

To  pnt  a  strange  face  on  his  own  perfection.  8h,  M»  Ado,  il.  3. 
Her  looks  do  argue  her  replete  with  modesty. 

Sh.  Men.  ri,  3,  III.  2. 
The  blushing  beauties  of  a  modest  maid.  Bryden,  Ovid. 

The  maid  who  modestly  conceals 
Her  beauties  while  she  hides,  reveals ; 
Give  bnt  a  glimpse,  and  fancy  draws 
Whate'er  the  Grecian  Venus  was.  E.Moore,  Spider  ^Bee,  19. 

That  modest  grace  subdued  my  soul. 

That  chastity  of  look  which  seems  to  hang 

A  veil  of  purest  light  o'er  all  her  beauties. 

And  by  forbidding  most  inflames  desire.  Yovng, 

Thy  modesty's  a  candle  to  thy  merit.   Fielding,  2W  Th.  i.  2. 

Her  modest  looks  the  cottage  might  adorn* 
Sweet  as  the  primrose  peeps  beneath  the  thorn. 

Goldemith,  Deserted  VUlage,  329. 
XOVET— M0  Avariee,  Corruption,  Gold,  Income,  Love,  Biohos. 
If  money  go  before,  all  ways  lie  open.         8h.  Mer.  W.  ii.  2. 
Oh,  what  a  world  of  vile,  ill-favour'd  faults 
Looks  handsome  in  three  hundred  pounds  a  year  I   75*  m.  4« 
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892  vomrr. 

TLeir  love 
Lies  in  their  purses ;  and  whoso  empties  them, 
By  so  much  fiuls  their  hearts  with  deadlj  hate.  8iL  Sle.  u,  U.S. 

This  yellow  slave 
Will  knit  and  break  religions ;  bless  the  accors'd ; 
Make  the  hoar  leprosy  ador'd ;  place  thieves. 
And  give  them  title,  knee,  and  approbation, 
With  senators  on  the  bench.  Sk,  TUmn^  iv.  3. 

Get  money ;  still  get  money,  boy; 

No  matter  by  what  means.  Men  JomoHt  JEvery  M>  in  kii  E.  n.  3. 
That  I  might  live  alone  onee  with  mv  gold. 
O,  'tis  a  sweet  companion  1  kind  and  tnie : 
A  man  may  trust  it  when  his  father  cheats  him. 
Brother,  or  friend,  or  wife.    O  wondrous  pelf. 
That  which  makes  all  men  false,  is  true  itself. 

JBen  Jfnuon,  Hi*  Ca$e  ii  aliered. 
When  all  birds  ehe  do  of  their  music  fai]« 
Money's  the  still  sweet  nightingale.  Herrici,  Jph  133. 

Tho'  love  be  all  the  world's  pretence, 

Money's  the  mythologic  sense.  Builer,  Hud.  2,  i.  Ui. 

For  what  is  worth  in  anjrthinf , 

But  so  much  money  as  'twill  bring  P     Butler,  Hud.  2,  i.  4S5. 

Lord  I  what  an  am'rons  thing  is  want ! 

How  debts  and  mortgages  enchant  I 

What  graces  must  that  lady  have, 

That  can  from  execution  save  I 

What  channs,  that  can  reverse  extent, 

And  null  decree  and  exigent ! 

What  magical  attracts  and  graces, 

That  can  redeem  from  scire  facias.     Butler,  Hud,  3,  i.  103L 

'Tis  true  we've  money,  th'  only  power 

That  all  mankind  falls  down  before.  Butler,  3,  ii.  1327. 

How  melancholy  are  my  poor  breeches  ;  not  one  chink  P 

Farquhar,  Twin  Bivali.  i* 
Trade  it  may  help,  society  extend, 
But  lures  the  pirate,  and  corrupts  the  friend ; 
It  raises  armies  in  a  nation's  aid. 

But  bribes  a  senate,  and  a  land's  betray'd.  Pope,  M.  B.  iii.29. 
Get  place  and  wealth,  if  possible  with  grace ; 
If  not,  by  any  means  get  wealth  and  place. 

Pope,  Imit  Hor.  1. 1103. 
My  friend,  get  money ;  get  a  large  estate 
By  honest  means,  but  get— at  any  rate.  Francis,  Hor\  I.  l.i>3. 
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HOirsT— Mooir. 

MOVET— flonluHiMl. 

Kill  a  man's  family,  and  he  may  brook  it, 

Bat  keep  your  lumds  out  of  his  breechefi'  pocket. 

Byron,  D.  J.  X.  79. 

M0STH8. 

Thirty  days  hath  September, 

April,  June,  and  November, 

February  hath  tweniy-eight  alone, 

AH  the  rest  have  thirty  and  one. 

Except  in  leap-year,  then's  the  time. 

When  Febraazy's  days  are  twenty-nine.  Moore'i  Almanack. 
MOnXER. 

Where  London's  column,  pointing  to  the  skies 

like  a  tall  bully,  lifts  the  head  and  lies.  Pope,  M.  E.  iii.  339. 

MOOV— «M  Kght 

The  chariest  maid  is  prodigal  enough, 

If  she  unmask  her  beauty  to  the  moon.  8k.  Ham.  i.  3. 

That  silent  moon,  that  silent  moon, 

Careering  now  through  cloudless  sky. 

Oh  !  who  shall  tell  wnat  raried  scenes 

Have  passed  beneath  her  placid  eye. 

Since  first  to  light  this  wayward  earth 

She  walk'd  in  tranquil  beauty  forth.  Donne. 

Now  glow'd  the  firmament 
With  living  sapphires ;  Hesperus,  that  led 
The  starry  host,  rode  brightest ;  till  the  moon 
Biding  in  clouded  majes^,  at  length. 
Apparent  queen,  unveil'd  her  peeness  light, 
And  o'er  the  dark  her  silver  mantle  threw.  M%lton,P.L,iY,^^, 

The  queen  of  night,  whose  large  command 

Holes  all  the  sea,  and  half  theland. 

And  over  moist  and  cnusy  brains. 

In  high  sprinff  tide,  at  midnight  reigns, 

Was  now  declining  to  the  west, 

To  go  to  bed,  and  take  her  rest.  Butler,  Sud.  3, 1. 1321. 

Soon  as  the  evening  shades  prevail, 

The  moon  takes  up  the  wondrous  tale, 

And  nightly  to  the  listening  earth, 

Sepeats  the  story  of  her  birth ; 

While  all  the  stars  that  round  her  bum. 

And  all  the  planets  in  their  turn 

Confirm  the  tidings  as  they  roll. 

And  spread  the  truth  firom  pole  to  pole.  Addison^  Ode, 
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8M  Moov. 

MOOV— «ofi<MM«i. 

The  Qaeen  of  NigHt 
Shines  fair  with  all  her  virgin  stars  about  her. 

O/fooy,  Caimt  Marthu. 
The  moon  enchants  the  watery  world  below. 
Wakes  the  still  seas,  and  makes  them  ebb  and  flow.        Xm. 
As  when  the  moon,  refnlgent  lamp  of  night. 
O'er  Heayen's  clear  azure  spreads  her  saered  light. 
When  not  a  breath  disturbs  the  deep  serene, 
And  not  a  cloud  o'ercasts  the  solemn  scene ; 
Around  her  throne  the  yiyid  planets  roll. 
And  stars  unnumber'd  gild  the  jdowins  pole ; 
O'er  the  dark  trees  a  yellow  Terdure  mod, 
And  tin  with  silver  eyery  mountain's  head ; 
Then  snine  the  yales,  the  rocks  in  prospect  rise, 
A  flood  of  glory  bursts  through  alTthe  sides.  Pope, 

So  when  the  sun's  broad  beams  have  tired  the  sight» 

All  mild  ascends  the  moon*s  more  sober  light ; 

Serene  in  virgin  modeslr  she  shines, 

And,  unobserved,  the  glaring  orb  declines.  Pope, 

Meanwhile  the  moon. 
Full  orb'd,  and  breaking  through  the  scatter'd  clouds, 
Shows  her  broad  visage  in  the  crimson  east, 
Tum'd  to  the  sun,  directs  her  spotted  disk. 
Where  mountains  rise,  umbrageous  dales  descend. 
And  caverns  deep,  as  oblique  tubes  descry 
A  smaller  earth,  gives  all  his  blaze  again. 
Void  of  its  flame,  and  sheds  a  softer  day.  lHomeony  Sumwier, 
The  devil's  in  the  moon  for  mischief ;  they 
Who  caird  her  chaste,  methinks,  beean  too  soon 
Their  nomenclature :  there  is  not  a  day. 
The  longest,  not  the  twenty-first  of  June, 
Sees  half  the  business  in  a  wicked  way 
On  which  three  single  hours  of  moonshine  smile— 
And  then  she  looks  so  modest  all  the  while.  Byron,  D,J.  i,  113. 

The  silver  light,  which,  hallowing  tree  and  tower, 

Sheds  beauty  and  deep  softness  o'er  the  whole. 

Breathes  also  to  the  heart,  and  o'er  it  throws 

A  loving  languor  which  is  not  repose.      Byron,  D,  J,  i.  114. 

The  moon  arose ;  she  shone  upon  the  lake, 

That  lay  one  smooth  expanse  of  silver  light ; 

She  shone  upon  the  hills  and  rocks,  and  cast 

Upon  their  hollows  and  their  hidden  glens 

A  olacker  depth  of  shade.  Soutkey,  Maioe. 
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How  like  a  queen  oomes  fortli  the  lovely  moon 

From  the  slow  openins  curtains  of  the  clouds ; 

Walking  in  beauW  to  ner  midnight  throne  I 

The  stars  are  veil  d  in  light :  the  ocean-floods, 

And  the  ten  thousand  streams,  the  boundless  woods, 

The  trackless  wilderness,  the  mountain's  brow> 

Where  winter  on  eternal  pinions  broods. 

All  height,  depth,  wildness,  grandeur,  gloom  below. 

Touch  a  by  thy  smile,  lone  moon !  in  one  wild  splendour  glow. 
KQRAUTT.  Groly, 

1  find  the  doctors  and  the  sages 

Have  differ 'd  in  aU  climes  and  agei» 

And  two  in  fifty  scarce  agree 

On  what  is  pure  morality.  21  Moore* 

KQBHnra^-jM  Sawn. 

See  how  the  morning  opes  her  golden  gates. 

And  takes  her  fiuewell  of  the  gk>rious  sun  1 

How  well  resembles  it  the  prime  of  youth, 

Trimm'd  like  a  younker  prancing  toliis  lore ! 

8h.  Sen,  VI,  in.  2,  1. 

But,  look,  the  mom,  in  russet  mantle  clad, 

Walks  o'er  the  dew  of  yon  high  eastern  hill.     Sh,  Ham,  i.  1. 

FoU  many  a  glorious  momioghaye  I  seen 

Flatter  the  mountain  tops  witn  sovereign  eye, 

Kissing  with  golden  face  the  meadows  green. 

Gilding  pale  streams  with  heavenly  alchemy ; 

Anon  permit  the  basest  clouds  to  ride 

With  ugly  rack  on  his  celestial  face. 

And  frcmi  the  forlorn  world  his  visage  hide, 

Stealing  unseen  to  west  with  this  disgrace.  8h.  Son,  33. 

Lo,  here  the  gentle  lark,  weary  of  rest. 

From  his  moist  cabinet  mounts  up  on  high. 

And  wakes  the  morning,  from  whose  silver  breast 

The  sun  ariseUi  in  his  maiesty ; 

Who  doth  the  world  so  gloriously  behold, 

That  cedar-tops  and  hills  seem  bumish'd  gold. 

8k.  Venus  and  Adonie,  143. 

Sweet  is  the  breath  of  mom,  her  rising  sweet. 

With  charm  of  earliest  birds.  Milton,  P.  Z.  it.  642. 

Now  mom  her  rosy  steps  in  th'  eastern  clime 

Advancing,  sow'd  the  earth  with  orient  pearl 

MilUm,  P.  i.  V.  1. 
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liO'SanXQ-'-coniimietL 

The  snn  had  long  sinoe,  in  the  lap 

Of  Thetis,  taken  out  his  nap, 

And,  like  a  lobster  boil'd,  tne  mom 

From  black  to  red  began  to  turn.         Brntler^  HwL  8,  n.  29. 

Behold  what  streaks 
Of  light  embroider  all  the  oloudj  east : 
Night's  tapers  are  burnt  out,  and  jocund  day 
Upon  the  mountain-top  sits  gaily  dress'd. 
While  all  the  birds  brmg  musio  to  his  levee.  Otwy. 

The  morning  dawns  with  an  unwonted  crimson ; 
The  flowers  more  od'rous  seem ;  the  garden  birds 
Sing  louder,  and  the  laughing  sun  ascends 
The  gaudy  earth  with  an  unusual  bri|jphtness ; 
All  nature  smiles,  and  the  whole  world  is  pleased.  Lei^CUBi.Bor, 
Sullen,  methinks,  and  slow  the  morning  breaks, 
As  if  the  sun  were  listless  to  appear, 
And  dark  designs  hung  heavy  on  the  day.  Dryden,DitkeofG. 
But  now  the  clouds  in  airy  tumult  fly ; 
The  sun,  emerging,  opes  the  asure  sky ; 
A  fresher  g[reen  the  smiling  leaves  display. 
And  glittering  as  they  tremble,  eheer  tne  day.  PanuU,  Eer, 

Now  flaming  up  the  heavens,  the  potent  sun 

Melts  into  limpid  air  the  high-raised  clouds. 

And  morning  lOgs  that  hovered  round  the  hills 

In  party-colour'd  bands,  till  wide  unveil'd 

The  face  of  nature  shines,  from  where  earth  seems 

Tet  stretch'd  around  to  melt  the  bending  sphere. 

O'er  yonder  eastern  hill  the  twilight  pale  ^^^omwi^,  Awswr. 

Walks  forth  from  darkness ;  and  the  god  of  day. 

With  bright  Astrsea  seated  by  his  side, 

Waits  yet  to  leave  the  ocean.  Akenside,  PI  Im. 

Now  nng^i^  nature  bounds  us  from  her  birth,  - 

The  sun  is  m  the  heavens,  and  life  on  earth ; 

Flowers  in  the  valley,  splendour  in  the  beam. 

Health  on  the  gale,  and  freshness  in  the  stream.  Byron,  Lmv* 

Night  wanes— tiie  vapours,  round  the  mountains  curl'd. 

Melt  into  mom,  and  light  awakes  the  world.     Byron^  Lof^ 

The  mom  is  up  again,  the  dewy  mom, 

With  breath  ail  incense,  and  with  cheek  all  bloom. 

Laughing  the  clouds  away  with  playfrd  scorn, 

Analivin^  as  if  earth  contain'd  no  tomb, — 

And  glowmg  into  day.  B^on.  Ck,  Har,  iii.  08. 
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muuraiG— ^oN^AwiMf. 

Day  dawns,  the  twilight  fleam  dilates, 

The  Bon  comes  forth,  ana,  like  a  god» 

Bides  through  rejoicing  heavens.  Amihey,  Tkdlaha, 

Pay  glimmered  in  the  east,  and  the  white  moon 
Hung  like  a  yapoor  in  the  doudless  sky.  Bog&r$j  Italy. 

■0RTAIITT— «MLili». 

All,  that  in  this  world  is  ereat  or  gay. 
Doth,  as  a  yapour,  ranish  and  decay.  Spmuer,  Bwin$qfTSm$. 

1^  but  an  hour  ago,  since  it  was  nine ; 

And,  after  one  hoar  more,  'twill  be  eleven ; 

And  so,  from  hour  to  honr,  we  ripe  and  ripe. 

And  then,  from  hoar  to  hour,  we  rot  and  rot.  8k.  A$  T,  L.  n.  7. 

Wbat  miTety  of  the  world,  what  hope,  what  stay, 

YTbenk  this  was  now  a  king,  and  now  is  clay.  8h,  K.  John,Y.7> 

Since  ereiy  man  who  liyes  is  bom  to  die, 

And  none  can  boast  sincere  felicity. 

With  equal  mind  what  happens  let  ns  bear, 

I7or  joy  nor  giieye  for  things  beyond  oar  care.  Diyden. 

Who  breathes  must  snffer ;  and  who  thinks,  most  mourn ; 

And  he  alone  is  bless'd,  who  ne'er  was  bom. 

To  contemplation's  sober  eye,  ^^^o^'  Solomon,  iii.  240. 

Such  is  the  race  of  man ; 

And  they  that  creep,  and  they  that  fly. 

Shall  end  where  they  began. 

Alike  the  busy  and  the  gay. 

But  flutter  through  life's  httle  day.  Orajf^  Ode  on  ike  Spring, 

Like  bubbles  on  the  sea  of  matter  borne. 

They  rise,  they  break,  and  to  that  sea  return.  Pope,^.Jf. in.  19. 

An  men  think  all  men  mortal  but  themselyes. 

Youna  N.  T.  J.  4^^ 
I^ram  Marlborough's  eyes  the  tears  of  dotage  flow, 
And  Swift  expires,  a  diiyeller  and  a  show. 

Johnson,  Van.  Hum.  Wisket,  317. 
TIs  a  stem  and  a  startling  thing  to  think 
How  oft  mortality  stands  on  the  brink 
Of  its  giaye  without  any  misgiying : 
And  yet  in  this  slippery  world  of  s&ife. 
In  the  stir  of  human  bustle  so  rife, 
There  are  daily  sounds  to  tell  us  that  life 
Is  dying,  and  death  is  liying !  Hood,  Mi»i  KUmamaegg* 
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KOBTALITT— «Ofi<mtiii. 
Bead,  je  tiiat  run,  ihe  awful  traili , 
With  wliich  I  charge  my  page ! 
A  worm  is  in  the  bad  of  jonth. 

And  at  the  root  of  age.        Cowper,  an  the  JBilU  qf  MoriaUijf, 
All  that's  bright  must  fade— 
The  brightest  still  the  fleetest ; 
All  that  8  sweet  was  made 
But  to  be  lost  when  sweetest.  21  Moore,  Nat*  Jwi, 

Boses  bloom,  and  then  they  wither, 
Cheeks  are  bright,  then  fade  and  die ; 
Shapes  of  light  are  wafted  hither, 

Then  like  yisions  hurry  by.  J.  G.  Ferciwd^  {Am^Y 

There  is  no  flook,  howeyer  watched  and  tended. 
But  one  dead  lamb  is  there  I 
There  is  no  fireside,  howso'er  defended, 
But  has  one  yacant  chair.  LoiigfeUovOj  RotipuHw* 

KUTHKft^Mf  AiBsotloiL,  Parents,  Bona. 
There  is  a  sight  all  hearts  beguiling^— 
A  youthful  mother  to  her  infuit  smiling, 
Who  with  spread  arms  and  dancing  feet. 
And  cooing  yoioe,  returns  its  answer  sweet. 

BaUlie,  Legend  qf  Ladjf  Qrieeld  BatUie, 
A  mother's  loye — ^how  sweet  the  name ! 
What  is  a  mother's  loye  P 
— ^A  noble,  pure,  and  tender  flame, 
Enkindled  trom  aboye, 
To  bless  a  heart  of  earthly  mould ; 
The  warmest  love  that  can  grow  cold ; 
This  is  a  mother's  love.  Jamee  Montgomery* 

Ah !  bless'd  are  they  for  whom,  'mid  all  their  pains. 

That  faithful  and  unalter'd  loye  remains  : 

Who,  life  wreck'd  round  them,  hunted  from  their  rest, 

And  by  all  else  forsaken  or  distress'd. 

Claim  m  one  heart,  their  sanctuary  and  shrine. 

As  I,  my  mother,  daim'd  my  place  in  thine !       Mre.  Norton* 

There  are  smiles  tmd  tears  in  the  mother's  eyes, 

For  her  new-bom  babe  beside  her  lies ; 

Oh,  heayen  of  bliss  !  when  the  heart  o'erflows 

With  the  rapture  a  mother  only  knows !  Henry  Ware,  Jr,(Am.) 

xonvxs. 

I  am  in  this  earthly  world  ;  where,  to  do  harm, 

Is  often  laudable ;  to  do  good  sometime 

Accounted  dangerous  fol^.  Sk,  Maeh.  I  v.  *• 
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MOUXTAIHS— «M  Alpt,  Snmitj. 

Mountains  haye  fallen, 
IjeaTiKig  a  gap  in  the  clouds,  and  with  the  shock 
Socking  tl^ir  Alpine  brethren ;  filling  up 
The  ripe  green  Tallies  with  destraction's  splinters  ; 
I>a.TnmiTig  the  rivers  with  a  sudden  dash, 
Wiiich  crushed  the  waters  into  mist,  and  made 
Their  fountains  find  another  channel.  Byron,  Ma^f¥ed. 

Mont  Blanc  is  the  monarch  of  mountains : 

Thej  crown'd  him  lon^  ago 

On  a  throne  of  rocks,  m  a  robe  of  clouds. 

With  a  diadem  of  snow. 

Around  his  waist  are  forests  brac'd, 

The  ATalanche  in  his  hand.  Byron^  Ma^flrtd, 

He  who  first  met  the  highland's  swelling  blue, 

Win  lore  each  peak  that  shows  a  kindred  hue ; 

Hail  in  each  crag  a  friend's  familiar  face. 

And  clasp  the  mountain  in  his  mind's  embrace.  Byron,  Island, 

XOUSTSBAn.  j^  1^.3  i^g^dients 

Are  a  sheep's  gall,  a  roasted  bitch's  marrow. 

Some  few  sod  earwigs,  pounded  caterpillars, 

A  little  capon's  grease,  and  fasting  spittle : 

I  know  them  to  a  dram.  Ben  Jomon,  Volpone» 

XOUXnV0— aM  Fvnaral,  Widows. 

Moderate  lamentation  is  the  right  of  the  dead ; 

Excessive  grief  the  enemj  to  the  living.       8k,  AlVs  TT.  i.  1. 

Do  not  for  ever,  with  thj  veiled  lids. 

Seek  for  thy  noble  father  in  the  dust ; 

Thou  know  st  'tis  common ;  all  that  live,  must  die. 

Passing  through  nature  to  eternity.  8k  Sam.  i.  2. 

We  must  all  die ! 
All  leave  ourselves,  it  matters  not  where,  when, 
I^or  how,  so  we  die  well :  and  can  that  man  that  does  so 
Need  lamentation  for  him  P  Beaumont  and  Fletck,  VcUentinian. 

Behold  the  turtle  who  has  lost  her  mate ; 

Awhile  with  droopiiig  wings  she  mourns  his  fate ; 

But  time  the  rueful  ima^e  wears  away. 

Again  she's  cheer'd,  agam  she  seeks  the  day.  Oay. 

Why  is  the  hearse  with  'scutcheons  blazon'd  round. 

And  with  the  nodding  plumes  of  ostrich  orown'd  P 

No :  the  dead  know  it  not,  nor  profit  gain ; 

It  only  serves  to  prove  the  living  yain.  Oay,  Trivia. 
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Tie  impious  in  a  good  man  to  be  sad.     Tawtff,  N,  T.  it.  67ffi 

O,  rery  gloomj  is  the  House  of  Woe, 

Where  tears  are  falling  while  the  bell  is  knelling, 

With  all  the  dark  solemnities  which  show 

That  Death  is  in  the  dwelling  I 

O,  yery,  very  dreary  is  the  room 

Where  Lore,  domestic  Loye,  no  longer  nestles. 

But  smitten  by  the  common  stroke  of  doom, 

The  corpse  lies  on  the  trestles  I  Hood,  ffaunted  Soum, 

XOUTHUiO-^fM  Oratory. 

He  mouths  a  sentence  as  ours  mouth  a  bone. 

Churchill,  BoMeiad,  322. 

HULTlTUDX^Mf  Mob,  Popnlaee. 

The  multitude  unaw'd  is  insolent ; 

Once  86ic*dwithfear,oontemptible  BiidY9m,MaUet,MusiapXii. 

KUXDXB — tM  Wtr. 

Safe  in  a  ditch  he  bides,  ^ 
With  twenty  trenched  gashes  on  his  head ; 
The  least  a  death  to  nature.  8h,  Ifaeb,  itL  4 

Murder  most  foul,  as  in  the  best  it  is ; 
But  this  most  foul,  strange,  and  unnatural.       Sk.  Ham,  i.  5. 

Murder,  tho'  it  hare  no  tongue,  will  speak 
With  most  miraculous  organ.  8k,  Ham,  i.  2. 

Foul  deeds  will  rise, 
Tho'  all  the  earth  o'erwhelm  them,  to  men's  eyes,     lb,  ii.  2. 

Is  there  a  crime 
Beneath  the  roof  of  heaven,  that  stains  the  soul 
Of  man,  with  more  infernal  hue,  than  damn'd 
Assassination.  Cihber,  C4B9ar  in  Egypt- 

Murder  may  j^ass  unpunish'd  for  a  time. 

But  tardy  justice  will  o'ertake  the  crime.  Dryden,  Cock  if  Ba, 

Blood,  though  it  sleeps  a  time,  yet  never  dies : 
The  gods  on  murd'rers  fix  revengeful  eyes. 
]nrflS-~M#  Poetry.  Chapman,  Widow's  2Varf. 

O,  for  a  muse  of  fire,  that  would  ascend 
The  brightest  heaven  of  invention.  8h.  Hen,  v,  i.  CSb. 

mrsxB,  THE  vm. 

CaUiope  the  deeds  of  heroes  sings ; 
Great  Clio  sweeps  to  history  the  strings ; 
Euterpe  teaches  mimes  their  silent  show ; 
Melpomene  presides  o'er  scenes  of  woe  ; 
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Teipsichore  the  flute's  soft  power  displays ; 

Ana  Erato  gires  hymns  the  gods  to  praise  ; 

Polynmia  inspires  melodious  strains  ; 

Uiania,  wise,  the  stany  oonrse  explains ; 

And  gay  Thalia's  glass  points  out  where  folly  reigns. 

BolUn,  Arts  and  Sciences, 

XUIIC— «M  Bolls,  Discord,  flinging. 

If  music  be  the  food  of  love,  plsj  on, 

Gtiye  me  excess  of  it;  that,  surieiting. 

The  appetite  may  sicken,  and  so  die, — 

That  strain  again  ;•— it  had  a  dying  ML; 

O,  it  came  o'er  my  ear  ilke  the  sweet  sonth, 

That  breathes  npon  ft  bank  of  violets, 

.Stealing  and  giving  odour.  SBk,  T.  Ni.  i.  1. 

Gire  me  some  mnsic;  music  moody  food 

Of  us  that  trade  in  love.  8h,  Ant.  Cleop,  ii.  6. 

How  sweet  the  moonlight  sleeps  upon  this  bank  ! 

Here  will  we  sit,  and  let  the  sounds  of  music 

Creep  in  our  ears  :  soft  stillness,  and  the  night. 

Become  the  touches  of  sweet  harmony.     8k.  M.  qf  Ten.  y.  i. 

The  man  that  hath  no  music  in  himself, 

Not  is  not  moy'd  with  concord  of  sweet  sounds, 

Is  fit  for  treasons,  stratagems,  and  spoils ; 

The  motions  of  his  spirit  are  dull  as  night, 

And  his  affections  dark  as  Erebus : 

Let  no  such  man  be  trusted.  8h,M,  of  Ten,  y.  1. 

Orpheus'  lute  was  strong  with  poets'  sinews ; 

Whose  f^lden  touch  comd  soften  steel  and  stones  i 

Make  tigers  tame,  and  huge  leyiathans 

Forsake  unsounded  deeps  to  dance  on  sands.  8h,  Two  O,  iii.2. 

When  gnpinff  grief  the  heart  doth  wound. 

And  doleful  cuunps  the  mind  oppress. 

Then  music,  with  her  silver  sound, 

With  speedy  help  doth  lend  redress.  8h,  Rom,  iy.  5. 

For  guts,  some  write,  ere  they  are  sodden. 

Are  nt  for  music,  or  for  pud^n  s 

From  whence  men  borrow  every  kind 

Of  minstrelsy,  by  string  or  wind.         Butler,  Rud,  1,  ii.  121. 

The  mellow  touch  of  music  most  doth  wound 
The  Bonl,  when  it  doth  rather  sigh  than  sound. 

Merrick,  Jph.  273. 
J)  D 
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Can  an  J  mortal  mixture  of  earth's  mould 

Breathe  snch  divine  enchanting  ravishment? 

Sure  something  holy  lodges  in  that  breast, 

And  with  these  raptures  moves  the  vocal  air 

To  testify  his  hidden  residence.  ITUUm,  Comws,  UL 

Music  can  noble  hints  impart, 

Engender  fury,  kindle  love ; 

With  unsuspected  eloquence  can  move, 

And  manage  all  the  man  with  secret  art.  Addutm, 

Music  hath  charms  to  soothe  the  savage  breast^ 
To  soften  rocks,  or  bend  the  knotted  <Mik ; 
I've  read  that  things  inanimate  have  mov'd. 
And,  as  with  living  souls,  have  been  inform'd, 
By  magic  numbers  and  persuasive  sound. 

Conffreve,  Mourning  Bride,  1. 1. 
Music's  force  can  tame  the  furious  beast ; 
Can  make  the  wolf  or  foaming  boar  restrain 
His  raf^e ;  the  lion  drop  his  crested  main 
Attentive  to  the  song.  Prior,  Solouum, 

Though  cheerfulness  and  I  have  lonff  been  strangers, 
Harmonious  sounds  are  still  delightful  to  me. 
There's  sure  no  nassion  in  the  human  soul. 
But  finds  its  food  in  music  LillOf  Fatal  Curiotitjf* 

By  music,  minds  an  equal  temper  know, 

Nor  swell  too  high,  nor  sink  too  low : 

If  in  the  breast  tumultuous  joys  arise, 

Music  her  soft  assuasive  voice  applies ; 

Or,  when  the  soul  is  press'd  with  cares, 

Exalts  her  in  enliv'ning  airs.  Pope,  8L  Cecilia**  Bsy- 

Music  the  fiercest  grief  can  charm. 

And  fate's  severest  rage  disarm. 

Music  can  soften  pain  to  ease. 

And  make  despair  and  madness  pleoae ; 

Our  joys  below  it  can  improve. 

And  antedate  the  bliss  above.  Pope^  8i,  OoeiUa'i  Ikjf. 

Music  resembles  poetir ;  in  each 

Are  nameless  graces  wnich  no  methods  teach, 

And  which  a  master-hand  alone  can  reach.  Pojm,  B.  C.  1.143. 

Some  to  church  repair, 
Not  for  the  doctrine,  but  the  music  there.     Pope,  S,  C,  342. 
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M081C — Mnthhied, 

O  Music,  sphere-descended  maid. 

Friend  of  Measure,  wisdom's  aid !         Collins,  Pasnans,  95. 

There  is  in  souls  a  sympathy  with  sounds, 

And  as  the  mind  is  pitch'd,  the  ear  is  pleas'd 

With  melting  airs  or  marfdal,  brisk  or  grare  ; 

Some  chord  m  unison  with  what  we  hear 

Is  touch'd  within  us,  and  the  heart  replies.  Cowper,  Task,  7i.l. 

He  hears,  alas  I  no  music  of  the  spheres, 

But  an  unhallow'd,  earthly  sound  of  fiddling.      Byron,  D.  J, 

There's  music  in  the  sighing  of  a  reed ; 

There's  music  in  the  gushing  of  a  rill ; 

There's  music  in  all  thinffs,  u  men  had  ears  ; 

There  eartJi  is  but  an  echo  of  the  spheres.  Byron,  D.J,  xt.  5. 

Soprano,  basso,  eyen  the  contra-alto 

Wuh'd  him  fiye  fathom  under  the  Bialto.    Byron,  Beppo,  32. 

Of  all  the  arts  beneath  the  hearen, 

That  man  has  found,  or  God  has  given, 

T9'one  draws  the  soul  so  sweet  away. 

As  music's  melting,  mystic  lay ; 

Slight  emblem  of  the  bliss  aboye. 

It  soothes  the  spirit  all  to  love.  James  Hugg, 

"  This  must  be  the  music,"  said  he,  "  of  the  spears, 

For  Fm  curst  if  each  note  of  it  doesn't  run  through  one  !'* 

Maoris  Fudge  Family,  5. 
Music  I— oh  I  how  faint,  how  weak. 
Language  fades  before  thy  spell  1 
Why  should  feeling  eyer  speak. 
When  thou  cans't  breathe  her  soul  so  well  P 
Friendship's  balmy  words  may  feign— 
Lore's  are  eyen  more  fidse  than  they ; 
Oh !  'tis  only  music's  strain 
Can  sweetly  soothe,  and  not  betray.  TKos*  Moore, 

The  soul  of  music  slumbers  in  the  shell. 

Till  wak'd  and  kindled  by  the  master's  spell. 

And  feelinff  hearts — ^touch  them  but  rightly— pour 

A  thousana  melodies  unheard  before.     Sogers,  Human  Life. 

Music,  the  tender  child  of  rudest  times, 
GHhe  gentle  natrye  of  all  lands  and  climes ; 
Who  hymns  alike  man's  cradle  and  his  graye, 
Xiolls  the  low  oot>  or  peals  along  the  nave.  Hon.  Mrs,  Norton. 

V  p  2 
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See  to  the  desk  Aim>11o'8  sons  repair  :— 

Swift  rides  the  rosin  o'er  the  horse's  hair ; 

In  unison  their  yarionfl  tones  to  tone, 

Murmurs  the  hautboy,  growls  the  hoarse  bassoon  ; 

In  soft  vibrations  sighs  the  whispering  lute ; 

Twang  goes  the  harpsichord,  top-too,  the  flute ; 

Brays  the  loud  trumpet ;  squeaks  the  flddle  sharp : 

Winds  the  French- horn ;  and  twangs  the  tinp^ling  harp. 

Music  exalts  each  joy,  allays  each  grief,    ^J^^^  AddreMet. 

Expels  diseases,  softens  every  pain. 

Subdues  the  rage  of  poison  and  of  plague.  Armttrong,A.JP,S, 
rnxnABTLrrY-^tee  Age,  KorUlity,  Yioisdtade. 

Thus,  sometimes  hath  the  brightest  day  a  cloud ; 

And  after  summer,  ever  more  succeeds 

Barren  winter,  with  his  wrathful  nipping  cold  ; 

So  cares  and  joys  abound,  as  seasons  fleet.  Sk.  JZ*.  71. 2,  ir.  4. 

The  flower  that  smiles  to-day. 

To-morrow  dies ; 

All  that  we  wish  to  stay. 

Tempts,  and  then  flies : 

What  is  this  world's  delight  P 

Lightning,  that  mocks  the  night, 

Brief  even,  as  l»rightw  Skelky. 

When  men  once  reach  their  autumn,  sickly  joya 

Fall  off  apace,  as  yellow  leaves  from  trees. 

At  every  little  breath  misfortune  blows  ; 

'Till  left  quite  naked  of  their  happiness. 

In  the  chill  blasts  of  winter  they  expire ; 

This  is  the  common  lot.  Young. 

Cloud  and  sunshine,  wind  and  weather. 

Sense  and  light  are  fleeting  fast ; 

Time  and  tide  must  flow  together, 

Life  and  dealh  will  soon  be  past.  JT  Montgomery, 

XTBTLE. 

The  mjrrtle  (ensign  of  supreme  command^ 

Consigned  to  Venus  hj  Melissa's  hand). 

In  myrtle  shades  oft  sings  the  happy  swain, 

In  myrtle  shades  despairing  ghosts  complain. 

The  mvrtle  crowns  the  happy  lover's  heads, 

Th'  unnappy  lovers'  graves  tiie  myrtle  spreads.— 

Soon  must  this  sprig,  as  you  shall  fix  its  doom. 

Adorn  Philander  s  head,  or  grace  his  tomb. 

Dr,  Johiuon,  on  a  Sprig  presented  to  a  Chnthmau* 
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VAXS^-Me  Cottle,  Detraotioii,  Fame. 

What's  m  a  naixM  P    That  which  ire  call  a  rose, 

By  any  other  name  would  smell  as  sweet.        8h.  Bom.  ii.  2. 

The  honours  of  a  name  'tis  just  to  guard ; 

Ther  are  a  trust  but  lent  ns,  which  we  take, 

And  should,  in  reyerenoe  to  the  donor's  fame, 

With  care  transmit  them  down  to  other  luuads.  Skirl^. 

What's  in  the  name  of  lord,  that  I  should  fear 

To  bring  my  grievanoe  to  ihe  pablio  ear?  ChwrchUl. 

Some  to  the  fascination  of  a  name 

Surrender  judgment  hoodwinked.  Cowpetr  2]wAr,yi.  101. 

Who  hath  not  owned,  with  rapture-smitten  frame, 

The  power  of  grace,  the  magic  of  a  name  P  Campbell,  P. H,n,5. 

My  hopes  are  with  the  dead ;  anon 

My  ^ace  with  them  will  be, 

And  X  with  them  shall  trarel  on 

Through  all  futurity : 

Yet  leaTing  here  a  name,  I  trust, 

That  will  not  perish  in  the  dust.  Southey, 

Who  sweryes  from  innocence,  ^dio  makes  dirorce 
Of  that  serene  companion— «  good  name, 
Becoyers  not  his  loss ;  but  walks  with  shame^ 
With  doubt,  with  fear,  and  haply  with  remorse. 

Wordmoarik^  Sowut. 
Oh  neyer  breathe  a  lost  one's  name 
To  those  who  call'd  that  name  their  own ; 
It  only  stirs  the  smouldering  flame 
That  bums  upon  a  chamel  st(me.  Miza  Cook. 

VAPOUOT. 

Where  is  he,  the  champion  and  the  child 
Of  all  that's  great  or  little,  wise  or  wild  P 
Whose  game  was  empires,  and  whose  stakes  were  thrones. 
Whose  table  earth — ^whose  dice  were  human  bones  P 

.  JBifron,  Age  <(f  JBronxe,  ni.  49* 

VATITBS— «M  Ood. 
How  sometimes  nature  will  betray  its  folly, 
Its  tenderness,  and  make  itself  a  pastime - 
To  harder  bosoms  1  8L  Wimi.  Tale^  i.  S. 

One  touch  of  nature  makes  the  whole  world  kin. 

8h.  Trail,  m.  8. 
How  hard  it  is  to  hide  the  sparks  of  Nature  I  /SA.  Cm6.  iii.  3. 
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Nature  hath  made  nothing  bo  base,  bat  can 

Bead  some  instruction  to  the  wisest  man.  -^^^^^Sfh  Creteg* 

Natare,  despairing  e'er  to  make  the  like. 

Brake  suddenly  the  mould  in  which  'twas  fashion'd. 

Mauinger,  Parliament  qf  Zofw,  ▼. 
In  contemplation  of  created  things 
By  steps  we  may  ascend  to  Gh>d.  MiUom,  P.  L,  ▼.  611. 

By  yiewing  Nature,  Nature's  hand-nudd,  art. 
Makes  mignty  things  from  small  beginnings  grow ; 
Thus  fishes  first  to  shipping  did  impart 
Their  tail  the  rudder,  and  their  head  the  prow. 

Dfydem,  Annus  Mirabitii. 
From  Nature's  constant  or  eccentric  laws, 
The  thoughtful  soul  this  general  inference  draws— 
That  an  effect  must  pre-suppose  a  cause.  Prior, 

How  mean  the  order  and  perfection  sought 
In  the  best  product  of  the  human  thoujpit, 
Oompar'd  to  the  great  harmony  that  reigns 
In  wnat  the  spirit  of  the  worla  ordains!      Ih.  Solomon^  b.  I. 

Nature  in  her  productions,  slow,  aspires 

By  just  degrees  to  reach  perfection's  neight  Someroilie,  Ckate. 

To  build,  to  plant,  whateyer  you  intend, 

To  rear  the  column,  or  the  arch  to  bend. 

To  swell  the  terrace,  or  to  sink  the  grot, 

In  all,  let  nature  never  be  forgot ; 

But  treat  the  goddess  like  a  modest  fair. 

Nor  oyerdress,  nor  leaye  her  wholly  bare.Pop^,  Jf.  E.  iv.  47. 

Eye  nature's  walks,  shoot  folly  as  it  flies, 

And  catch  the  manners  living  as  they  rise.  Pope,  E,  M,  1. 13* 

Lo  I  the  poor  Indian— whose  untutored  mind 

Sees  GkKL  in  clouds,  or  hears  him  in  the  wind  $ 

His  soul  proud  science  never  taught  to  stray 

Far  as  the  solar  walk  or  milky  way ; 

Yet  simple  nature  to  his  hope  has  given. 

Behind  the  cloud-topped  hills,  a  humbler  heav'n.    lb.  i.  99. 

First  follow  nature,  and  your  judfpnent  frame 

By  her  just  standard,  which  is  still  the  same  ; 

Unerring  nature,  still  divinely  bright. 

One  clear,  unchang'd,  and  universal  light. 

Life,  force,  and  beauty,  must  to  all  impart. 

At  once  the  source,  and  end,  and  test  of  art.  Pope,  JSt  C  bS* 
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He  who  Btudies  nafcure's  laws, 
From  certain  trath  his  maxim  drawi.  Oftif^  Fahin, 

Each  mosB, 
Each  shell,  each  crawling  insect,  holds  a  rank 
Important  in  the  plan  or  Him  who  fiamed 
This  scale  of  beings ;  holds  a  rank  whieb«  Joitf 
Would  break  the  chain,  and  leave  behind  a  gap 
Which  Nature's  self  would  roe.  Tkom§&n* 

Nature !  great  parent  I  whose  onceaiing  hand 

Bolls  ronnd  the  seasons  of  the  change  ml  year  ; 

How  mighty,  how  majestic  are  thy  work^  ! 

With  what  a  pleasing  dread  the^  swell  the  soul 

That  sees  astonish'dland  astomsh'd  siiig^  I    lb,  Winiert  lOQ. 

Oh,  Nature !  wherefore,  Nature,  are  we  Cbund 

One  contradiction  P  the  continnal  sport 

Of  fighting  powers  P    Oh !  wherefore  b&:it  thoa  sown 

Such  war  within  us,  such  unequal  conlliet. 

Between  stern  reason  and  impetuous  passion  fTkomtojffA^.uh 

Who  can  paint 
Like  Nature  P    Can  Imagination  boaat. 
Amid  its  gay  creation,  hues  like  hers  P 
Or  can  it  mix  them  with  that  matchlesft  ikill, 
And  lose  them  in  each  other,  as  appeam 
In  erery  bud  that  blows  P  Thorn tx^n^  Spring,  465. 

The  liberal  hand  of  Nature 
Has  not  created  us,  nor  any  nation, 
Beneath  the  blessed  canopy  of  heayent 
Of  such  malignant  day,  out  each  may  boa^t 
Their  natiye  yirtues  and  their  Maker  e  bounty,         TAojviton. 
Who  liyes  to  Nature,  rarely  can  be  po<^r ; 
Who  liyes  to  fancy  neyer  can  be  rick.  Yaungt  N.  II  vi. 

Man's  rich  with  little,  were  his  judgment  true  ; 
Nature  is  firugal,  and  her  wants  are  few.  lb.  Lvt^e  vf  Fufne,  y« 

€k>,  mark  the  matchless  working  of  the  power 

That  shuts  within  the  seed  the  rature  flower  t 

Bids  these  in  elegance  of  form  excel, 

In  colour  these,  and  those  delight  the  smell ; 

Sends  Nature  forth,  the  daughter  of  the  ^kios, 

To  dance  on  earth,  and  charm  all  human  eyeH.   Cow^r,  Ueii^ 

Loyely  indeed  the  mimic  works  of  art* 

But  Nature's  works  far  loyelier.  Cowpcvt  2ktA,  i.  41U. 
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VATUSB<~«ofi/iiiMi^ 
Liberal,  not  lavish,  is  kind  Nature's  hand ; 
Nor  was  perfection  made  for  man  below. 
Yet  aU  her  schemes  with  nicest  art  are  plan'd, 
(rood  counteracting  ill,  and  j;ladne88  woe. 
With  gold  and  gems  if  Chilian  mountains  glow, 
If  bleak  and  barren  Scotia's  hiUs  arise. 
There  plagne  and  poison,  lost  and  rapine  grow ; 
Here  peaceM  are  the  rales,  and  pore  the  skies. 
And  freedom  fires  the  sool,  and  sparkles  in  the  eyes. 

Beaitie,  Mitufrel 
Some  kinder  casnists  are  pleased  to  say. 
In  nameless  print,  that  I  nave  no  devotion ; 
But  set  those  persons  down  with  me  to  pray. 
And  yon  shall  see  who  has  the  properest  notion 
Of  getting  into  heaven  the  shortest  way ; 
My  altars  are  the  mountains  and  the  ocean. 
Earth,  air,  stars, — all  that  spring  from  the  great  whole. 
Who  hath  prodaced,  and  will  receive  the  sool. 

Byron,  D.  Jl  ui.  120. 
I  heard  the  sparrow's  note  from  heayen, 
Singing  at  dawn  fr^m  the  alder  bough ; 
I  brought  him  home,  in  his  nest,  at  even ; 
He  sings  the  song,  but  it  pleases  not  now. 
For  I  brought  not  home  the  river  and  sky  ;^- 
He  sang  to  my  ear, — ^they  sang  to  my  eye.  Bmerton, 

HAYIOAnOH. 

£ude  as  their  ships  was  navigation  then, 

No  useful  compass  or  meridian  known ; 

Coasting,  they  Jkept  the  land  within  their  ken, 

And  knew  no  North  but  when  the  pole-star  shone.     Dryie*- 

VSCSSfllTT. 
Let  Hercules  himself  do  what  he  may. 
The  cat  will  mew,  and  dog  will  have  ms  day.    Sk.  Sam.  y.  I. 

The  art  of  our  necessities  is  strange, 

That  can  make  vile  things  precious.  8k.  Lear,  m.  8. 

He  must  needs  go  that  the  devil  driyes.         8k,  AUt  W.  i.  3. 

Spirit  of  nature  I  all  sufTerinff  power. 

Necessity  1  thou  mother  of  the  world !     Shelly,  Q.  Mab,  n. 

So  spake  the  fiend,  and  with  necessity, 

The  tyrant's  plea,  excused  his  devilish  deeds. 

MUtan.  P.  L.  ly.  81)3. 
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TiB  neoeflsitj 
To  which  the  j;ods  mnst  yield ;  and  I  obey, 
Till  I  redeem  it  by  some  glorious  way.  Beau.  t[  FU  FaUtOnt. 
When  fear  admits  no  hope  of  safety,  then 
IT^ecessity  makes  dastards  yaliant  men.      JEhrriekf  Apk.  820. 
Strong  as  neeeasity  he  starts  away, 

Climbs  against  wrongs,  and  iMrightens  into  daj*  Sawtge. 

HCBOKAVCT. 
Tis  said  that  words  and  signs  have  power 
O'er  spirits  in  planetary  hour ; 
Bat  scarce  I  praise  their  yentoroas  part 
Who  tamper  with  such  dangerous  art  Sir  W.  SeoU, 

VICIAS. 

One  sip  of  this 
Win  bathe  the  drooping  spirits  in  delight 
Beyond  the  bliss  of  dreams.  Milion,  Com,  818. 

nffLBCI— «M  Abssnes. 

In  this  perrerted  age, 
Who  most  deserves  can't  always  most  engage  ; 
So  far  is  worth  from  making  fflory  snre, 
It  often  hinders  what  it  should  procure.  Fotmy. 

Fall  many  a  gem,  of  unrest  ray  serene. 
The  dark,  nnrathom'a  cayes  or  ocean  bear ; 
Fall  many  a  flower  is  bom  to  blush  unseen, 
And  waste  its  sweetness  on  the  desert  air.     Gray,  Elegy ^  14. 
VXRLI. 
Tender-handed  stroke  a  nettle. 
And  it  stings  you  for  your  pains ; 
Grasp  it  like  a  man  of  mettle, 
And  it  soft  as  silk  remains. 
'Tis  the  same  with  common  natures, 
Use  'em  kindly,  they  rebel, 
But  be  rough  as  nutmeg-graters. 

And  the  rogues  obey  you  welL  Aonm  JStUt  {BUg.  EteiraeU,) 
RW8,  VXW8KAV,  VXWBPAP1B8. 

The  first  bringer  of -unwelcome  news 
Hath  but  a  losing  office ;  and  his  tongue 
Sounds  eyer  aft»r  as  a  sullen  bell, 

Bemember'd  knoUing  a  departing  friend.    8h.  Hi$H.  ir,  2,  i*  1. 
Thou^jrh  it  be  honest,  it  is  neyer  good 
To  bring  bad  news :  giye  to  a  gracious  message 
An  host  of  tongues  ;  but  let  ill  tidings  tell 
Themselyes,  when  they  are  felt.  8k.  Ant  Cleop,  n.  5. 
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VIW8,  MIWBMAH,  VXWBPAPXB8— «Mi/Mit04L 
WiUi  news  the  time  'b  with  Ubour,  and  throes  forth 
Each  minute  some.  8k.  Am.  CUop.  m.  7. 

Evil  news  rides  post,  while  good  news  baits. 

Milton,  Sam.  Ag.  1538. 
The  rabble  gather  ronnd  the  man  of  news, 
And  listen  with  their  mouths  wide  open ;  some 
Tell,  some  hear,  some  judge  of  news,  some  make  it. 
And  he  that  lies  most  loud,  is  most  believ'd.   Dryden^Sp,  JFV. 

He  whistles  as  he  goes,  light-hearted  wretch. 

Cold  and  yet  cheeirol :  messenger  of  grief 

Perhaps  to  thousands,  and  of  J07  to  some. 

To  him  indiflTrent  whether  grief  or  joy.  Cowper,  Tuh,  it.  12. 

This  folio  of  four  pages,  happy  work  ! 

Which  not  e'en  critics  criticise ;  that  holds 

Inquisitire  attention,  while  I  read 

Fast  bound  in  chains  of  silence,  which  the  fair. 

Though  eloquent  them8elyeB,yet  fear  to  break.        lb,  it.  51. 

Tom  to  the  press— its  teeming  sheets  surrey, 

Big  with  the  wonders  of  each  passing  day ; 

Births,  deaths,  and  weddines,  forgeries,  nres  and  wrecks, 

Harangues  and  hailstones,  brawls  and  broken  necks. 

Charles  Spragw,  (Am.)  Cwriuiilff, 
Trade  hardly  deems  the  busy  day  begun. 
Till  his  keen  eye  along  the  sheet  has  run ; 
The  blooming  daughter  throws  her  needle  by. 
And  reads  her  schoolmate's  marriage  with  a  sigh ; 
While  the  graTe  mother  puts  her  glasses  on. 
And  giTes  a  tear  to  some  old  orone  that's  gone. 
The  preacher,  too,  his  Sunday  theme  lays  down, 
To  know  what  last  new  folly  fills  the  town ; 
LiTely  or  sad,  life's  meanest  mightiest  things. 
The  rate  of  fighting  cocks,  or  fighting  kings.  lb. 

The  word  explains  itself  without  the  muse. 
And  the  four  letters  tell  whence  cometh  news : 
From  North,  East,  West,  and  South,  solution's  made ; 
Each  quarter  giTes  account  of  war  and  trade.  Awm. 

VXWTOH. 

Superior  beings,  when  of  late  they  saw 

A  mortal  man  unfold  all  nature's  law, 

Admir'd  such  wisdom  in  an  earthly  shape, 

And  show'd  a  Newton,  as  we  show  an  ape.  Pope,  E.  M.  n.  91* 
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Nature  and  Nature's  laws  lay  hid  in  night : 
Ood  said,  *<  Let  Newton  be  2*^  and  all  was  light. 

Pope,  Epitofh  intended  for  Sir  Is,  Newton. 
Ha.Te  ye  not  listen'd  while  he  Donnd  the  suns 
And  planets  to  their  spheres  P  th'  nneqoal  task 
Of  human-kind  till  then.  Tkomeon,  lb  Mem.  <f  Sir  Is.  Newton. 
Ne?rtc»i  (that  proverb  of  the  mind),  alas  1 
Declared,  with  all  his  mnd  disooyeries  recent, 
That  he  himself  felt  oiSy  « like  a  youth 
Picking  up  shells  by  the  great  ocean—Truth/' 

JBvron,  D.  J.  vii.  5. 

Flow  on  for  erer  in  thy  glorious  robe 
Of  terror  and  of  beauty ;  God  hath  set 
His  rainbow  on  thy  forehead ;  and  the  cloud 
Mantled  around  thy  feet.    And  He  doth  eiye 
Thy  yoice  of  thunder  power  to  speak  of  Him 
Eternally,  bidding  the  lip  of  man 
Keep  silence,  and  upon  thy  rocky  altar  pour 
Incense  of  awe-struck  praise.  Mrs.  Sigourney. 

Iiaar--«M  Bad,  Bawn,  Bveniag,  mdnight.  Moon. 
Fair  eldest  child  of  loye,  thou  spotless  night ! 
Empress  of  silence,  and  the  queen  of  sleep ; 
Who,  with  thy  black  cheek's  pure  complexion, 
Mak'st  lovers  eyes  enamour'd  of  thy  beauty. 

Marlowe,  Lust's  Dominion. 
Dark  night,  that  from  the  eye  his  function  takes, 
The  ear  more  quick  of  apprehension  makes.  8h.MidN.in.2. 
Now  the  hungry  Uon  roars. 
And  the  wolf  behowls  the  moon ; 
Whilst  the  heavy  ploughman  snores. 
All  with  weary  task  fordone. 
Now  the  wasted  brands  do  glow. 
Whilst  the  scritch-owl,  scritching  loud. 
Puts  the  wretch,  that  lies  in  woe. 
In  remembrance  of  a  shroud.  Sh.  Mid.  N.  y.  ?. 

Now  o'er  one-half  the  world 
Nature  seems  dead ;  and  wicked  dreams  abuse 
The  curtain'd  sleeper :  witchcraft  celebrates 
Pale  Hecate's  offeringjs ;  and  wither'd  murder. 
Alammed  by  his  sentinel,  the  wolf. 
Whose  howl 's  his  watch,  thus  with  his  stealthy  pace. 
With  Tarquin's  ravishing  strides,  tow'rds  his  ^sign 
Moves  like  a  ghost.  Sh,  macb,  ii.  1. 
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There's  husbandly  m  hearen ; 
Their  candles  are  all  oat.  8k,  Maeh,  n.  L 

When  the  searohing  eye  of  hea;^eii  is  hid 
Behind  the  globe,  and  lights  the  lower  world. 
Then  thieyes  and  robbers  range  abroad  nnseeut 
In  mnrders  and  in  outzage  bloody  here.      8k.  BicL  JL in.8. 

The  weary  snn  hath  made  a  g[Qlden  set, 

And  by  tne  bright  track  of  his  golden  ear, 

Giyes  token  of  a  goodly  day  to-morrow.        8k.  Sk.  m.  y.  3. 

Tis  now  the  yery  witching  time  of  night 

When  churchyards  yawn,  and  hell  itself  breathes  out 

Contagion  to  the  world.  8k,  Mam*  xn.  2. 

O  comfort-killing  night,  image  of  hell  I 

Dim  register  and  notary  of  shame ! 

Black  stage  for  tragedies  and  murders  fell ! 

Vast,  sin-concealing  chaos  1  nurse  of  blame  I 

Blind,  muffled  bawa  1  daik  harbour  for  defame  1 

Qrim  caye  of  death  I  whispering  conspirator 

With  dose-tongued  treason  and  the  rayisher  1 8k,B.  qflmcL 

Stones  of  small  worth  maj  be  imseen  by  day, 

But  night  itself  does  the  rich  gem  betray.  CowUif. 

When  night 
Darkens  the  streets,  then  wander  forth  the  sons 
Of  Belial,  flown  with  insolence  and  wine.  MilUm9P.Z»h  500. 

The  sun  was  sunk,  and  after  him  the  star 

Of  Hesperus,  whose  office  is  to  bring 

Twilight  upon  the  earth,  short  arbiter 

'Twizt  day  and  night,  and  now  &om  end  to  end 

flight's  hemisphere  had  yeil'd  th'  horicon  round*    lb.  n.  48. 

Now  began 
Night  with  her  sullen  wings  to  double-shade 
The  desert ;  fowls  in  their  clay-nests  were  couch'd* 
And  now  wild  beasts  came  forth,  the  woods  to  roam. 

Milton,  P.  B.h4S9' 
Night  is  the  Sabbath  of  mankind. 
To  rest  the  body  and  the  mind.  Butler,  Eud.  8,  i.  13i9' 

The  diligence  of  trades  and  noiseful  j^ain 

And  Inxuiy  more  late,  asleep  were  laid : 

AJl  was  the  night's  ;  and  in  ner  silent  reign 

No  sound  the  rest  of  nature  did  inyade.  Dryden,  An.  Wrah* 
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All  tliiDgB  are  hiuii'd,  as  nature's  self  were  dead ; 

The  moimtaiiis  seem  to  nod  their  drowsj  head ; 

The  little  birds  in  dreams  their  sonp  repeat, 

And  sleeping  flowers  beneath  the  niffht-dew  sweat : 

£Ten  lust  and  enyy  sleep.  Ihyden,  Indian  JEmperar. 

Now  sunk  the  sun ;  the  closins  hour  of  day 

Came  onward,  mantled  o'er  wiUi  sober  grey : 

Nature  in  silence  bade  the  world  repose.      Pamell,  MermU, 

The  drowsy  night  grows  on  the  world,  and  now 

The  busy  craftsmen,  and  o  er-labour'd  hind 

Forget  me  trarail  of  the  day  in  sleep : 

Care  only  wakes,  and  moping  pensiveness ; 

With  meagre  discontented  looks  they  sit. 

And  watch  the  wasting  of  the  midnight  taper.  Eowe,  J.  Share, 

The  sun  was  set ;  the  night  came  on  apace, 

And  &lling  dews  bewet  around  the  place ; 

The  bat  tdces  airy  rounds  on  leathern  wings. 

And  the  hoarse  owl  his  woeful  dirges  sings.  Oay,  Shep,  Week. 

Now  deep  in  ocean  sunk  the  lamp  of  light ; 

And  drew  behind  the  cloudy  vale  of  night.  Pope,  iZ.  TUi.  605. 

The  night  was  dark  and  still ;  a  heayier  gloom 

Ne'er  coyer'd  earth.    In  low'ring  clouds  the  stars 

Were  muffled  deep,  and  not  one  ray  below.  Tkomeon, 

This  sacred  shade,  and  solitude,  what  is  it  P 

"Tis  the  felt  presence  of  the  Deity. 

Few  are  the  faults  we  flatter  when  alone. 

Vice  sinks  in  her  allurements,  is  ungilt. 

And  looks,  like  other  objects,  black  by  night ; 

By  night  an  atheist  half-believes  a  God.  Young,  N.  T.  T.  171. 

How  like  a  widow  in  her  weeds,  the  nig^t, 

Amid  her  glimmering  tapers,  silent  sits  I 

How  sorrowful,  how  desolate,  she  weeps 

Perpetual  dews,  and  saddens  nature's  scene.  Young,  N.  T.  ix. 

Earth,  turning  from  the  sun,  brings  night  to  man ; 

Man,  turning  from  his  God,  brings  endless  night.  J&.ix.  2011. 

Night,  sable  goddess,  from  her  ebon  throne, 

In  rayless  majesty,  now  stretches  forth 

Her  leaden  sceptre  o'er  a  slumb'ring  world. 

Silence,  how  dead  I  and  darkness,  how  profound ! 

Nor  eye,  nor  list'ning  ear,  an  object  finos  ; 

Creation  sleeps !  'tis  as  the  gen'ral  pulse 

Of  life  stood  still,  and  Nature  made  a  pause, 

An  awful  pause !  prophetic  of  her  end.  Toung,  N,  T,  i. 
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Night  is  ffdr  rirtae's  immemorial  friend ; 

The  oonscioas  moon,  tbrongh  every  distant  age, 

Has  held  a  lamp  to  wisdom,  and  let  faU 

On  contemplation's  eye  her  purging  ray.  Young,  N^  T, 

All  was  so  itill,  so  soft,  in  earth  and  air, 

Yon  scarce  wonld  start  to  meet  a  spirit  there 

Secure  that  nought  of  evil  could  delight 

To  walk  in  such  a  scene,  on  such  a  night !  Byron,  Lara. 

Theni^ht 
Shows  stars  and  women  m  a  better  light.        /&.  D.  J.  u.  152. 

The  stars  are  forth,  the  moon  aboYe  the  tops 
Of  the  snow-shining  mountains. — ^Beautiful ! 
I  linger  yet  with  nature,  for  the  night 
Hath  been  to  me  a  more  familiar  face 
Than  that  of  man ;  and  in  her  stany  shade 
Of  dim  and  solitary  loreliness, 

I  leam'd  the  language  of  another  world.  lb.  Marfred,  ni.  4^ 
How  beautiful  is  night  I 
A  dewy  freshness  fijls  the  silent  air ; 
No  mist  obscures,  nor  cloud,  nor  speck,  nor  stam, 
Breaks  the  serene  of  Heayen : 
In  full-orb'd  glory,  yonder  moon  divine 
Bolls  through  the  dark  blue  depths  ; 
Beneath  her  steady  ray 
The  desert  circle  spreads. 
Like  the  round  ocean,  girdled  with  the  sky. 
How  beautiful  is  night!  8qM«^,  Tkalaha,  1* 

Night's  deepest  gloom  is  but  a  calm^ 
That  soothes  the  wearied  mind ; 
The  labour'd  day's  restoring  balmi 

The  comfort  of  mankind.  Leigh  S»ni. 

Another  day  is  added  to  the  map 
Of  buried  ages.    Lo  I  the  beauteous  moon, 
like  a  fair  snepherdess,  now  comes  abroad 
With  the  fiill  flock  of  stars,  that  roam  around 
The  azure  meads  of  heaven.  Boberi  Mtrntgomery. 

HIGHTDTOALB— Mf 


The  nightingale,  if  she  should  sing  by  day. 

When  every  goose  is  cackling,  would  be  thought 

No  better  a  musician  than  the  wren. 

How  man^  things  by  season  season'd  are 

To  their  right  nraise  and  true  perfection  !  Sh.  If.  ^f  Ven.  T.  L 
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Sweet  bird,  that  shunn'st  the  noise  of  follj. 

Most  muBical,  most  melancholy  1  ifUton,  H  Pan.  61. 

O  nightingale,  that  on  yon  blooming  spray 

Warblest  at  ere,  when  all  the  woods  are  still ; 

Tliou  with  firesh  hope  the  lorer's  heart  doth  fill.  I1>,  Son,  i.  1. 

So  dose  in  poplar  shades,  her  children  gone, 

The  mother  nigh^gale  laments  alone, 

"Whose  nest  some  prying  ohnrl  had  found,  and  thence 

By  stealth  conyey'd  th'  onfeather'd  innocence ; 

^t  she  snppHes  the  night  with  mournful  strains, 

And  melancholy  music  fills  the  plains.  Dryien. 

The  melancholy  Philomel, 
Thus  perch'd  all  night  alone  in  shady  groyes. 
Tunes  her  soft  yoice  to  sad  complaints  of  lore. 
Making  her  life  one  great  harmonious  woe. 

Soutkema,  Diic^ppwidfMnL 
To  the  poplar  shade 
Where,  all  abandon'd  to  desnair,  she  sings 
Her  sorrows  through  the  nignt ;  and  on  tiie  bough 
Sole  sitting,  stDl,  at  eyery  dying  fall. 
Takes  up  again  her  lamentable  strain 
Of  wincung  woe ;  till,  wide  around,  the  woods 
Sigh  to  her  song,  and  with  her  wail  resound.  TAo0Mo»,i^.719. 

Learn  to  speak  this  Utile  word 
In  its  proper  place ; 
I«et  no  timid  aoubt  be  heard, 
doth'd  with  soentie  grace. 
Let  thy  lips,  witnout  disguise. 
Boldly  pour  it  out ; 
Though  a  thousand  dulcet  lies 
Keep  noyering  about. 
For  be  sure  our  hearts  would  lose 
Future  years  of  woe» 
If  our  courage  could  refhse 

The  present  hour  with  "  No."  JEUza  Cook. 

VOBZLITT,  VOBLEHSM— «M  Aaosftry,  Hoaov,  Pedigrse^ 
Bom  with  as  much  nobility  as  would, 
IHyided,  serye  to  make  ten  noblemen. 
Without  a  herald ;  but  with  so  much  spirit, 
And  height  of  soid,  as  well  might  furnish  twenty.      ShirUj/. 
Should  rice  expect  to  'scape  rebuke. 
Because  its  owner  is  a  duke  P  Swift, 
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VOULXTT,  MOVLEtnBBB—vmtmmd, 

Whoe'er  amidst  the  bods 

Of  i^ason,  valour,  liberty,  and  virtue, 

Displajs  d^tinguiah'd  merits  is  a  noble 

Of  nature's  own  creating.    Such  have  risen. 

Sprung  firom  the  dost ;  or  where  had  been  our  honours  P 

Thomion^  CoriolaMus,  iii.  3. 

Shall  I  uncovered  stand,  and  bend  my  knee 

To  such  a  shadow  of  nobility, 

A  shred,  a  remnant  P  ChurcMU,  Independence,  3111  * 

Oh  I  what  a  noble  heart  was  here  undone, 

When  science  self-destaroy'd  her  favourite  son  \ 

Byron,  EnglUk  Bards,  on  Kirhe  White. 

Fond  man  I  though  all  the  honours  of  vour  line 

Bedeck  vour  halls,  and  round  your  gdleries  shine 

In  proud  display,  yet  take  this  truth  icom  me— 

Virtue  alone  is  true  nobility  I  Oifford,  Juoenal, 

How  shall  we  call  those  noble,  who  disgrace 

Their  lineage,  proud  of  an  iUustrious  race ; 

Who  seek  to  snine  by  borrowed  lights  alone, 

Nor  with  their  fathers'  glories  blend  their  ownP  lb.  Jwend. 

"Lei  wealth  and  commerce,  laws  and  learning,  die. 

But  leave  us  still  oar  old  nobility. 

Lard  J.  Mamn&rt,  England^ e  Trust,  ni.  227. 
VOH JITBOBS— «M  IHssonters,  Methodists,  Puritans. 

Grood-breeding  ne'er  commands  us  to  be  civil 

To  those  who  give  the  nation  to  the  devil ; 

Who  at  our  surest  best  foundation  strike, 

And  hate  our  monarch  and  our  church  alike. 
HOHSEirSE.  Eowe^  FroL  to  ike  Non-jwvrs. 

As  no  tricks  on  the  rope  but  those  that  break, 

Or  come  most  near  to  breaking  of  a  neck. 

Are  worth  the  sight,  so  nothing  goes  for  wit 

But  nonsense,  or  the  next  of  aU  to  it ; 

For  nonsense  being  neither  false  nor  titte, 

A  little  wit  to  anyming  mav  screw. 

Butler^  Sat,  2  on  ike  Abuse  of  Mum.  Learning. 

Daring  nonsense  seldom  failB  to  hit, 

Like  scattered  shot,  and  pass  with  some  for  wit.  lb.  Mod.Crit. 

A  little  nonsense  now  and  then. 

Is  relished  by  the  best  of  men.  B^^rw. 

irOBTH. 

Ask  Where's  the  north  P  at  York,  'tb  on  the  Tweed ; 

In  Scotland,  at  the  Orcades  ;  and  there 

At  Greenland,  Zembla,  or  the  Lord  knows  where. 

Pope,  E,  M.  II.  222, 
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VOTHDIO. 

Nothing  is  new ;  we  walk  where  others  went : 

There's  no  rice  now  but  has  its  precedent.  Herrieh,  Aph.%\Z, 

Nothing,  thon  elder  brother  er'n  to  shade  ! 

Thou  had'st  a  being  ere  the  world  was  made. 

And,  well-fixed,  art  alone  of  ending  not  afraid.       Bochesier, 

Narcissas  is  the  glory  of  his  raoe ; 

For  who  does  notning  with  a  better  grace  P 
MimMO.  Tounff,  Love  qf  Fame,  Sat.  it.  85. 

I  will  make  a  prief  of  it  in  my  note-book.  8k,  3fer,  W.  i.  1. 
V9VEL8^«M  Books. 

A  norel  was  a  book 

Three  volnmed,  and  once  read,  and  oft  cramm'd  full 

Of  poisonous  error,  blackening  every  page  ; 

And  oftener  still,  of  trifling,  second-hand 

Bemark,  and  old,  diseased,  putrid  thought. 

And  miserable  incident,  at  war 

With  nature ;  with  itself  and  truth  at  war ; 

Yet  charming  still  the  greedy  reader  on, 

Till  done,  he  tried  to  recollect  his  thoughts. 

And  nothing  found  but  dreaming  emptiness.  Pollok,  CqfTime. 

irOVXUnBS—jcv  Customs,  Fttshion,  Fiokleness. 
All  with  one  consent,  praise  new-bom  sawds, 
Though  they  are  made  and  moulded  of  tnings  past. 

Old  men  love  novelties ;  the  last  arrived        ^**  ^^'^  "^'  ^• 
Still  pleases  best,  the  youngest  steals  their  smiles.       Young, 

Of  all  the  passions  that  possess  mankind. 

The  love  of  novelty  rules  most  the  mind ; 

In  search  of  this,  nrom  realm  to  realm  we  roam, 

Our  fleets  come  fraught  with  every  folly  home.  Foote. 

Vmr— M^  Celibaqr,  Maidenhood. 
Snow  of  your  youth,  examine  well  your  blood, 
Whether  you  can  endure  the  Uvery  of  a  nun ; 
For  aye  to  be  in  shady  cloister  mewed  ; 
To  live  a  burren  sister  all  vour  Hfe, 
Chantilig  faint  hymns  to  tne  cold  fruitless  moon. 
Thrice  blessed  they,  that  master  so  their  blood, 
To  undergo  sudi  maiden  pilgrimage.  Sh,  Mid.  N.i.l. 

Love,  to  her  ear,  was  but  a  name, 

Combin'd  with  vanity  and  shame  ; 

Her  hopes,  her  fears,  her  joys»  were  all 

Bounded  within  the  cloister  wail.  Scott,  Marmion,  ii.  3. 
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The  monarch  oak,  the  patriarch  of  tree8» 
Shoots  rifling  up,  and  ipreadi  by  slow  degrees : 
Three  centaries  he  grows,  and  tnree  he  s^ys 
Supreme  in  state  ;  and  in  three  more  decays. 

Drydeuy  Palamon  and  ArcUe,  1068. 
The  oak,  when  living,  monarch  of  the  wood  ; 
The  English  oak,  which,  dead,  commands  the  flood. 
Q^^^gj^  ChurckiU,  Gotka»,  i.  303. 

'Tis  not  the  many  oaths  that  make  the  truth ; 

But  the  phiin  single  row  that  is  vow'd  true.  8k.  AlVt  W,  iV.2. 

It  is  great  sin  to  swear  unto  a  sin, 

But  greater  sin  to  keep  a  sinfol  oath.       8k.  Hen,  Vh  %  t.  1. 

To  keep  that  oath  were  more  impietjr, 

Than  Jephtha's,  when  he  sacriflc'd  his  daughter,   lb,  %  y.  I. 

The  rows  of  women 
Of  no  more  bondage  be,  to  where  they  are  made. 
Than  they  are  to  their  rirtues  ;  which  is  nothing.  Ib.C^h.u.i. 
I'll  take  thy  word  for  faith,  not  ask  thine  oath ; 
Who  shuns  not  to  break  one,  will  sure  crack  both. 

Sk.  Perie.  i.  2. 
The  gods  are  deaf  to  hot  and  peevish  rows ; 
They  are  polluted  offerings,  more  abhorr'd 
Than  spotted  lirers  in  the  sacrifice.  8k,  TroU  t.  3. 

Oaths  were  not  purposed  more  than  law 
To  keep  the  good  and  just  in  awe, 
But  to  confine  the  bad  and  siniiil, 
Like  moral  cattle,  in  a  pinfold.  Butler,  Hnd,  2,  n.  197. 

For  he  that  strains  too  far  a  row. 

Will  break  it,  like  an  o'erbent  bow ; 

And  he  ihat  made  and  forc'd  it,  broke  it, 

Not  he  that  for  conrenience  took  it.  Butler,  Hud.  2,  ii.  273. 

He  that  imposes  an  oath  makes  it. 

Not  he  that  for  conrenience  takes  it : 

Then  how  can  any  man  be  said 

To  break  an  oath  he  nerer  made.        Butler,  Hud.  2,  ii.  377. 

The  breaking  of  an  oath  and  lying. 

Is  but  a  kind  of  self-denying, 

A  saint-like  rirtue ;  and  from  hence 

Some  hare  broke  oaths  by  Proridence, 

Some,  to  the  glory  of  the  Lord, 

Peijur'd  themselres,  and  broke  their  word.  lb.  Hud  S,n.l33. 
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OAIRS— «Mff#tiMdL 

And  lie  that  inakefl  liis  Rotil  his  surety, 

I  think  does  giye  the  best  secnr'ty.      Sutler,  Hud,  3,  i.  203. 

What  makes  the  breaking  of  all  oaths 

A  holy  duty  P— Fo6d  and  dothes.       Butler,  Hud.  8, 1. 1281. 

Oaths  are  but  words,  and  words  but  wind, 

Too  feeble  instroments  to  bind.  £uiler,  Hud,  %  ii.  107. 

It's  a  hard  world,  neighbonrs, 

If  a  man's  oath  must  be  his  master.  Dry  den. 

Weigh  well  what  you  presume  to  swear ! 

Oatlu  are  of  dreadful  weight !  and  if  they're  false, 

Draw  down  damnation.  Savage, 

An  oath  is  a  recognizance  to  Heaven, 

Binding  us  orer  in  the  courts  above 

To  pleid  to  the  indictment  of  oar  crimes. 

That  those  who  'scape  this  world  should  suffer  there. 

8(mthemet  Oroonoko, 

Jack  wa«  embarrassed — ^never  hero  more, 

And  as  he  knew  not  what  to  say»  he  swore.  Byron^IilaHd,iii.S. 
OBKDTMXOE — tee  Ooartien. 

Therefore  doth  Heaven  divide 

The  state  of  man  in  divers  Amotions, 


Setting  endeavour  in  eontinual  motion ; 
To  which  is  fix'd,  as  an  aim  or  I 


:'d,  as  an  aim  or  butt. 
Obedience ;  for  so  work  the  honey-bees.       8h,  Sen.  y,  i.  2. 

Let  them  obey  that  know  not  how  to  role.  Bik.  Sen.  ri,  2,  v.  1. 
I  shall  in  an  my  best  obey  you,  madam.  8k  Sam.  i.  2. 

Son  of  heav'n  and  earth. 
Attend  :  that  thou  art  happy,  owe  to  God; 
That  thou  continuest  such,  owe  to  thyself, 
That  is,  to  thy  obedience ;  therein  stand.  MtUon,  P,  L,  v.  619. 
My  author  and  disposer,  what  thou  bidd'st, 
Unaj^ed  I  obey ;  so  God  ordains ; 
Gt>d  is  thy  law,  thou  mine ;  to  know  no  more. 
Is  woman's  happiest  knowledge  and  her  praise.     lb.  Tt.  636. 
Then  when  they  strive  for  place,  'tis  fit 
The  weaker  vessd  riiould  submit.  Butler,  Sud,  2,  n.  3. 

But;^  by  habit  is  to  pleasure  tum'd ; 

He  IS  content  who  to  obey  has  leam'd.  Sir  B.  Brydgee. 

OMOmm'-eee  Vegleet. 
You  are  not  for  obscurity  design'd, 

Bat»  like  the  sun,  should  cheer  all  human  kind.  Brgdeu, 

E  x  2 
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0B8CU  JUT  X — amUmud. 

The  obscure  on  earth  are  oft  the  &med  in  hearen, 

B.  Montgomery' 
0BSBQinOirnrX8S-jM  Enmmtj. 

Forblind  to  poyerty  the  worldling  goes, 

And  icarce  sees  rags  an  inch  bejond  his  nose, 

But  from  a  crowd  can  single  out  his  grace. 

And  cringe  and  creep  to  fools  who  strut  in  lace.       CfM^rchtH, 

He  would  not  with  a  neremptoij  tone. 

Assert  the  nose  upon  his  face  his  own ; 

With  hesitation  admirably  slow. 

He  humbly  hopes, — ^presumes  it  may  be  so. 

Cowper,  Coirw>^r9<Am. 
OWEBJATlQiS. 

To  obseryations  which  ourselves  we  make,  .. 

We  grow  more  partial  for  th'  obseirer's  sake.  Pope,  3i^-^'^'^^' 

Let  observation,  with  extended  view. 

Survey  mankind  from  China  to  Peru; 

Bemark  each  anxious  toil,  each  eager  strife. 

And  watch  the  busy  scenes  of  crowded  life,  -      \ 

Dr.  Johmon,  Vanity  qfffuman  fF»^^^» "" 
OBiiniACT— «M  FioUeness. 

You  may  as  well 

^rbid  the  sea  for  to  obey  the  moon, 

As  or,  by  oath  remove,  or  counsel  shake,  ^wi  -,  9 

The  fabric  of  his  foUy.  Sk.  Wint.  ^'  '•  ^' 

Fools  are  stubborn  in  their  way. 
As  coins  are  hardened  by  th'  aUay ; 

And  obstinacy's  ne'er  so  stiff  ^2. 

As  when  'tis  m  a  wrong  belief.  Butler,  S,  ^^' 

OOKLB. 
Others  may  use  the  ocean  as  their  road. 
Only  the  English  make  it  their  abode ; 

Whose  ready  sails,  with  every  wind  can  fly,  ^r^ler^ 

And  make  cov'nant  with  the  mconstant  sky.  ^ 

Ocean  I  thou  dreadful  and  tumultuous  home 
Of  dangers,  at  eternal  war  with  man. 
Wide  opening  and  loud  roaring  still  for  more ! 
Too  faitnful  mirror  I  how  dost  thou  reflect  -p^^  T. 

The  melancholy  face  of  human  life  i  Youn^»  ^ 

How  happy  they. 
Who,  from  the  toil  and  tumult  of  their  lives. 
Steal  to  look  down  where  nought  but  ocean  strives !  ^.  L 

Byron,  hUaU^ 
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OCSAV— 00fi/tfMMdL 

Soil  on,  ihoa  dark  and  deep  bine  Ocean — roll ! 
Ten  thooBand  fleets  sweep  oFer  thee  in  vain ; 
Han  marks  the  earth  witn  rain— his  control 
Stops  with  the  shore ;— upon  the  watery  plain 
The  wrecks  are  all  thy  Aeeds,  nor  doth  remain 
A  shadow  of  man's  rayaee,  save  his  own, 
Wh^  for  a  moment,  like  a  drop  of  rain, 
Be  sinks  into  thy  depths  with  bubbling  groan, 
Without  a  grave,  nnknell'd,  nncoffin'd,  and  unknown. 

Byron,  Ch.  H.  rr.  179. 
IjOYelf  seem'd  any  object  that  should  sweep 
Away  the  yast,  salt,  dread,  eternal  deep.  JByran,  D.  J.  n.  103. 
Oh  I  how  he  listened  to  the  rushing  deep. 
That  ne'er  till  now  so  broke  upon  his  sleep  \ 
And  his  wild  spirit  wilder  wishes  sent, 
iRous'd  by  the  roar  of  his  own  element  1      Byron,  Corsair,  3. 
Thou  glorious  mirror,  where  th'  Almighty's  form 
Glasses  itself  in  tempests,  in  all  time. 
Calm  or  oonyulsed,  m  breeze,  or  ^e,  or  storm, 
Idxif  the  ^le,  or  in  the  torrid  clime, 
Dark-heayu^ : — ^boundless,  endless,  and  sublime, 
Th'  image  of  etendty,  the  throne 
Of  th'  Invisible ;  even  from  out  thy  slime 
The  monsters  of  the  deep  are  made  ;  each  aone 
Obeys  thee ;  thou  goest  forth,  dread,  fstthomless,  alone. 
And  I  have  loved  tnee.  Ocean  I  and  my  joy 
Of  youthful  sports  was  on  thy  breast  to  oe 
Some,  like  thy  bubbles,  onward.         Byron^  Ck.  H.  xv.  184. 
Thou  glorious  sea  1  more  pleasing  far 
When  all  thy  waters  are  at  rest. 
And  noonday  sun  or  midnight  star 
Is  shining  on  thy  waveless  breast. 
Yet  is  the  very  tempest  dear. 
Whose  mighty  voice  but  tells  of  thee  ; 
For  wild  or  caha,  or  far  or  near, 

I  love  thee  still;  thou  glorious  sea !  Mrs.  Hernam* 

ODD  FBLLOWB. 

Now,  by  two-headed  Janus, 
Nature  hath  fram'd  strange  fellows  in  her  time  : 
Some  that  will  evermore  peep  through  their  eyes, 
And  laugh,  like  parrots,  at  a  Dag-piper ; 
And  other  of  such  vinegar  aspect, 
That  thev'll  not  show  their  teeth  in  way  of  smile. 
Though  Nestor  swear  the  jest  be  laughable.  8h.  M.  of  V,  v  1 
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ODDS. 

Bat  one  against  a  mnltifende 

Is  more  tmui  mortal  can  make  good.    BuUur,  Sud,  1,  ni.  73. 

OfFSVCB,  QFFEVBnni— «M  OaiM  aai  Sftet,  EiealpatiM 

Well  YOU  know,  we  of  th'  offending  Bide 

Most  Keep  aloof  from  strict  arbitrament ; 
>And  stop  all  siglit-holes,  eyery  loop,  from  whence 

The  eye  of  reason  may  piy  in  npon  as.    8k,  Hem.  iv,  1,  it.  1. 

In  sach  a  time  as  tliis,  it  is  not  meet 

That  eyery  nice  offence  shoold  bear  its  comment. 

AU's  not  offence  that  indiseretioa  finds,         ^  ^^  ^-  *^-  ^• 
And  dotage  terma  so.  8h,  Lear^  ii.  i. 

My  offence  is  rank,  it  smeOs  to  heaven.  fi^.  Ham.  ni.  3. 

Harsh  words,  thoagh  pertinent,  uncouth  appear ; 
None  please  the  fancy  who  ofiead  the  ear. 

Qarth,  Ditpentur^y  it.  901 
At  eyery  trifle  scorn  to  take  offence ; 
That  always  shows  great  pride,  or  little  sense.  FopeJB^C^- 
Be  not  too  ready  to  condemn 
The  wrongs  thy  brothers  mav  have  done ; 
Ere  ye  too  harshly  censore  taeqi 
'  For  human  fistalts,  ask^''  Haye  1  noiie  P"  EUsa  Oook, 

Yoa,  yourself 
Are  much  condemn'd  to  haye  an  itching  palm  : 
To  sell  and  mart  yoor  offices  for  gold 
To  undeseryers.  6!4.  JuL  C.  it.  2. 

To  hold  a  ^aoe 
In  council,  which  was  once  esteem'd  a  honour. 
And  a  reward  for  yirtue,  hath  quite  lost 
Lustre  and  reputation,  and  is  made 
A  mercenary  purchase.  Masnmgir. 

Here  and  there  some  stem,  high  patriot  stood. 
Who  could  not  get  the  place  for  wmch  he  sued. 

Byron,  2>.  J.  xni.  70. 
OLD  AOS^fM  Age,  Care. 
The  careful  cold  hath  nipt  my  ragged  rind. 
And  in  my  face  deep  farrows  eld  Jutth  plight ; 
My  head  besprent  with  hoai^  frost  I  find. 
And  by  mine  eye  the  crow  his  claw  doth  wright  s 
Delight  is  laid  abed,  and  pleasure  past ; 
^0  sun  now  shines,  clouds  haye  all  oyer-cast.  Spenser, 
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OLD  AflB — coHtUmed. 
Though  I  look  old,  yet  I  am  strong  and  lugty ; 
For  in  mj  youth  I  never  did  apply 
Hot  and  rebellious  liquors  in  my  olood ; 
19'or  did  not  with  unbaahful  forehead  woo 
The  means  of  weakness  and  debility : 
Therefore  my  age  is  as  a  lusty  winter, "" 
Frosty,  but  kindly.  Bk,  Am  T.  L,  n.  8. 

Let  me  not  liye,  quoth  he, 
After  my  flame  lacks  oil,  to  be  the  snuff 
Of  younger  spirits,  whose  apprehensiye  senses 
All  imt  new  tninffs  disdain :  whose  judgments  are 
Mere  fathers  of  weir  garments :  whose  constaneies 
Expire  before  their  fashions.  8h.  All's  W.  i.  2. 

Though  now  this  grained  face  of  mine  be  hid 
In  sap-consuming  winter's  driszled  snow. 
And  all  the  conduits  of  my  blood  froze  up ; 
Yet  hath  my  night  of  life  some  memory. 
My  wasting  lamp  some  fading  glimmer  left. 
My  dull  dmif  ears  a  little  use  to  hear : 
All  these  old  witnesses  (I  cannot  err) 
Tell  me,  thou  art  my  son  Antipholus.         Sk,  Com,  JSfr.  y.  1. 

I  haye  not  that  alacrity  of  spirit 

Nor  cheer  of  mind,  that  I  was  wont  to  haye.  8h»  Bio.  ni,  y.  3. 

'Tis  our  fast  intent 
To  shake  all  cares  and  busineA  from  oar  age, 
Confemnff  them  on  younger  strengths,  wnQe  we 
Unburden  d  crawl  towards  death.  8k.  Lear^  1. 1. 

Beshrew  my  jealousy  I 
It  seems  it  is  as  proper  to  our  age 
To  cast  beyond  ourselyes  in  our  opinions, 
Ab  it  is  common  for  the  younger  sort 

To  lack  discretion.  8h.  Ham.  n.  1. 

Here  is  one  that  wishes  to  Hye  longer ; 
Feds  not  his  gout,  nor  palsy ;  feigns  himself 
by  scores  of  years ;  flatters  his  age 
With  confident  belying,  with  ho^es  he  may 
With  charms,  like  iEson,  haye  his  youth  restored  : 
And  with  those  thoughts  so  battens,  as  if  fate 
Would  be  as  easily  cheated  on  as  he.  Ben  Jomon. 

We  yet  may  see  the  old  man  in  a  morning, 

Lusty  as  health,  come  ruddy  to  the  field, 

And  there  pursue  the  chaee,  as  if  he  meant 

To  o'ertake  time,  and  bring  back  youth  again.    Olway,  Orph. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


424  OLD    AGl— OPnriATITIVKSS. 

OLD  ASE^eontimied, 

In  af^  to  wish  for  yoath  is  fall  as  rain 

As  for  a  youth  to  torn  a  child  again.  Denkam. 

These  are  the  effects  of  doting  age,— 

Yain  doubts,  and  idle  cares,  and  over'Caxiiion.Dfyden^D.M, 

Old  age,  a  second  child,  b^  nature  curs'd 

With  more  and  greater  evils  than  the  first, 

Weak,  sickly,  fml  of  pains ;  in  ey'ry  breath 

BAiling  at  life,  and  yet  afraid  of  death.  Ckwrchill^  Gotham,  1. 

When  men  once  reach  their  autumn,  sickly  joys 

Fall  off  apace,  as  yellow  leares  from  trees. 

At  eyeiy  little  breath  misfortune  blows ; 

TUl  left  quite  naked  of  their  happiness, 

In  the  chill  blasts  of  winter  they  expire. 

This  is  the  common  lot.  Young, 

Age  should  fly  concourse,  coyer  in  retreat 

Defects  of  juoffment,  and  the  will  subdue  ; 

Walk  thoughtnil  on  the  silent,  solemn  shore 

Of  that  yast  ocean  it  must  sail  so  soon.  Young, 

My  days  are  in  the  yellow  leaf; 

The  flowers  and  firuits  of  loye  are  gone ; 

The  worm,  the  canker,  and  the  grief. 

Are  mine  alone.  B^roa. 

There  is  an  order 

Of  mortals  on  the  earth,  who  do  become 

Old  in  their  youth,  and  die  ere  middle  age.  Byron. 

0XSV8. 

The  owl  shriek'd  at  thy  birth,  an  eyil  sign  I 

The  night>crow  cried,  foreboding  luckless  time ; 

Dogs  howl'd,  and  hideous  tempests  shook  down  trees ; 

The  rayen  rook'd  her  on  the  cnimney's  top. 

And  chatt'riog  pies  in  dismal  discoros  sung.  Sk,  U.  ri,  3,  y.  6. 

The  death-bell  thrice  was  heard  to  ring, 

An  aerial  yoice  was  heard  to  call ; 

And  thrice  the  rayen  flapp'd  his  wing. 

Around  the  towers  of  Oumnor  HalL  Jifiekfe. 

OPnriATIVEnSS— «M  Oeneelt. 

Nothing's  so  penrerse  in  nature 

As  a  profound  opinionator.  Butler,  MisceU  ThaughU. 

Opiniators  naturally  differ 

From  other  men  ;  as  wooden  le{;s  are  stiffer 

Than  those  of  pliant  joints,  to  yield  and  bow. 

Which  way  soerer  they're  design'd  to  ga  Butler,  Ih. 
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Opinion's  but  a  fool,  that  makes  ns  scan 

The  outward  habit  by  the  inward  man.  SJL  Perie,  n.  8. 

Opinion,  the  blind  goddess  of  fools,  foe 

To  the  Tirtaous,  the  only  Mend  to 

Undeserring  persons.  Chapman,  Widow's  Iharg, 

Opinion  sovems  all  mankind, 

Like  the  blind's  leading  of  the  blind ; 

For  he  that  has  no  eyes  in  's  head, 

Mnst  be  b'  a  dog  glad  to  be  led. 

And  no  beasts  lure  so  little  in  'em 

As  that  inhuman  bmte,  opinion.      Butler,  MUcel.  TkoughU, 

We  all,  my  lords,  have  err'd, 
Men  may,  I  find,  be  honesty  though  they  differ. 

Thom9on,  Tancred  and  SigUmunda,  ii.  4. 
He  lor'd  his  kind,  but  sought  the  lore  of  few. 
And  valued  old  opinions  more  than  Tkew,ParkBenjamin,(Am.) 

How  much  there  is  self-will  would  do, 

Were  it  not  for  the  dire  dismay 

That  bids  ye  shrink,  as  ye  suddenly  think 

Of  "  what  wiU  my  neighbours  say?"  JSliza  Cook. 

Opinion !  which  on  crutches  walks. 

And  sounds  the  words  another  talks.       Lloyd,  The  Poet,  55. 

OPPOKTUJi'fX Mf  Aetivity,  Heeision,  Promptitade,  Temptation 

I  find  my  zenith  doth  depend  ufjon 

A  most  auspicious  star ;  whose  influence 

If  now  I  court  not,  but  omit,  my  fortunes 

Will  cTer  after  droop.  8h,  Temp,  i.  2. 

How  oft  the  sight  of  means  to  do  ill  deeds. 

Make  deeds  ill  done.  Sh.  K,  John,  lY.  2. 

The  means  that  heav'n  yields  must  bo  embrac'd, 

And  not  neglected  ;  else,  if  heaven  would. 

And  we  will  not  heaven's  offer,  we  refuse, 

The  proffer'd  means  of  succour  and  redress.  8h.  Rie.  n,  iii.  2. 

A  little  fire  is  quieklv  trodden  out ; 

Which,  being  suffered,  rivers  cannot  quench.  8h.  H,  ri,  S.iv.S. 

Our  hands  are  full  of  business  :  let's  away  ; 

Advantage  feeds  them  fat,  while  men  delay.  lb.  R.  ^.  1,  iii.  2. 

Who  seeks,  and  wiU  not  take  when  once  'tis  offer'd, 

Shall  never  find  it  more.  8h.  Ant.  Cleop.  ii.  7. 
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onfoamnri'-Hfontinmi. 

O  opportanity  !  thy  eailt  is  great : 
Tis  thoTi  thftt  execat  at  the  traitor's  treaaon ; 
Thou  aett'at  the  wolf  where  he  the  Limb  may  get ; 
Whoever  plots  the  sin,  thou  point 'at  the  season ; 
Tia  thou  uiat  spom'st  at  right,  at  law,  at  reason. 

8k,  Bape  tflMcreee^  126. 
Opportanity  to  statesmen,  is  like 
Heat  to  diemiata  i  it  perfects  the  work. 

Smeklimg^  BwtmnoraU, 
Aooorsed  opportonity. 
That  work'at  our  thoughta  into  oesirea  ;  deairea 
To  reaolutiona ;  and  theae  beang  rq^  and  quicken'd. 
Thou  giy'at  them  birth,  and  bring*st  them  forth  to  action. 

Denkamt  Sopkg. 
Thou  strong  seducer,  Opportunity  I 
Of  womankind,  half  are  imdoae  by  thee.  Dtyi,  Conq.  Chran, 

Miss  not  the  occasion ;  by  the  toeloek  take 
That  subtle  power,  the  neyer-haltinff  time,  ' 

Lest  a  mere  moment's  putting  off  should  make 
Mischance  almost  as  heayy  as  a  crime.  WbrdswariL 

OPPBmiOV— Mv  Aggrasaiea,  Gondaet,  Oompaaaloii,  tjnaaj. 
Press  not  a  falling  man  too  far ;  'tis  virtue  : 
His  faolts  lie  open  to  the  laws ;  let  them. 
Not  you,  correct  them.  8k.  Sim.  Tzn.  m.  % 

Hear  this,  ye  senates,  hear  this  truth  sublime. 
He  who  allows  oppression,  shares  the  crime. 

Darwin^  Botanical  Monitor. 
OBAI0BT-*iM  Arguneat,  Couisel,  noqnenee,  Shetorie. 
Thence  to  the  famous  orators  repair. 
Those  ancients,  whose  resistless  eloquence 
Wielded  at  will  that  fierce  democracy. 
Shook  the  arsmial,  and  fulmined  over  Greece,- 
To  Macedon,  and  Artazenes'  throne.   MiUon,  P.  B.  rv.  967. 

And  'tis  remarkable,  that  they. 

Talk  most,  who  have  the  least  to  say. 

Your  dainty  speakers  have  the  curse. 

To  plead  their  causes  down  to  worse : 

As  dames,  who  native  beauty  want, 

Still  uglier  look,  the  more  they  paint.  Prior,  Alma,  n. 

Grac'd  as  thou  art  with  all  the  pow'r  of  words, 

8o  known,  so  honor'd,  at  the  House  of  Lords. 

Pope,  Im.  qfEoraee^  Sp.  1,  vi.  48. 
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So  qpiek  tiie  words  too,  when  lie  deign'd  to  speak. 

Am  if  each  syllable  would  break  its  neck.  Peter  Pindar. 

His  speech  was  a  fine  sample,  on  the  whole. 

Of  rhetoric,  which  the  leam'd  call  "  rigmarole." 

Byron,  D.  J.  I.  17. 

Proud  of  his  *  hear  hims,'  proad  too  of  his  TOte 
-  And  last  yirginity  of  oratory, 

Frond  of  his  learning  (jnst  enongh  to  quote). 

He  reyell'd  in  his  Ciceronian  glory : 

With  mem'zT  excellent  to  get  oy  iota. 

With  wit  to  natch  a  pun  or  tell  a  stofy, 

Qme'd  with  some  merit  and  with  more  effirontery, 

*  Hia  country's  pride,'  he  came  down  to  the  coontry.  /£.xui.9I . 
ffRTIKIfc. 

The  heavens  themselyes,  the  planets,  and  this  centre. 

Observe  degree,  priority,  and  place, 

Insiatore,  eonrse,  proportion,  season,  form. 

Office,  and  custom,  in  all  line  of  order.  8h,  2Vo«7.  4*  Ores.  i.  3. 
All  thinffs  within  it 

Are  so  digested,  fitted,  and  compos'd. 

As  it  shows  wit  had  married  order.  Ben  Joneon, 

Order  is  heaVn's  first  law ;  and  this  confess'd, 

Some  are,  and  must  be,  neater  than  the  rMt, 

More  rich,  more  wise ;  but  who  infers  from  hence 

That  such  are  happier,  shocks 'all  common  sense. 

Pope,  E.  M,  IT.  49. 

Where  order  in  rariety  we  see. 

And  where,  though  all  things  dofibr,  all  agree.  Ih»  IF.  Ihr,  15. 

Order,  thou  eye  of  action  I  wanting  thee, 

Wiadom  works  hoodwink'd  in  perplexity ; 

Entangled  reason  trips  at  erery  pace. 

And  truth,  bespottea,  puts  on  error's  face.  Aaron  Hill, 

OBionAL  snr. 

Drudgery  and  knowledge  are  of  a  kin, 
And  both  descended  firom  one  parent  sin. 

Butler,  Satire  on  Gaming, 

QBVAXXIT— «M  Law,  BeUgien. 

Ornament  is  but  the  guiled  shore 
To  a  most  dangerous  sea ;  the  beauteous  scarf 
Veiling  an  Indian  beauty  :  in  a  word. 
The  seemiDff  truth  which  cunning  times  put  on 
To  entrap  the  wisest.  ah,  M,  qf  Ten.  iii.  2. 
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OSVAIOERT — Ms^MNMrf. 
The  world  is  still  deoeiy'd  with  ornament.  SL  If.  qfV-tlL^ 

Ornament  ia  bat  the  emled  shore 
To  a  most  dangeroas  sea;  the  beauteous  scarf 
Veiling  an  Inaian  beauty  ;*  in  a  word. 
The  seeminff  truth  whica  dmning  times  pat  on 
To  entrap  the  wisest.  Sk.M.qfV.nL% 

OBTHODOXT-fM  Oleriad  Stipend. 

He  was  of  that  stubborn  crew 
Of  errant  saints,  whom  all  men  grant 
To  be  the  true  church  militant : 
Such  as  do  build  their  faith  upon 
The  holj  text  of  pike  and  gun ; 
Decide  all  controrersy  by 
Infallible  artillery ; 
And  prove  their  doctrine  orthodox 
By  apostolic  blows  and  knocks.  Butler,  Sud.  I,  !•  1^ 

What's  orthodox,  and  true  belieying, 

Against  a  conscience  P— a  good  living.  Butler,  Rud.  in.  If  1^* 

OUTCAST. 

He  dies,  sad  outcast  of  each  church  and  state. 

And  harder  still,  flagitious,  yet  not  great.  P^- 

OUTLAW. 

He  that  is  drunken 
Is  outlawed  by  himself;  all  kind  of  ill 
Did  with  his  liquor  slide  into  his  veins. 

Herbert,  Ihmple  qf  ike  Church  Porch,  31. 

*  Sir  Hiot.  Huimer  reads:  Dowdy. 
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ThVK—m  DeatlL 

All  delif^lits  are  yam :  but  that  most  yam, 
WHich,  with  pain  purchas'd,  doth  inherit  pain. 

8k.  L.  X.  L.  I.  1. 
Pain  pays  the  ineome  of  each  precious  thing. 

8%  B.  of  Luc,  48. 
Sense  of  pleasure  we  maj  well 
^are  ofat  of  life  perhaps,  and  not  repine, 
Bat  liye  content,  which  is  the  cahnest  life  : 
But  pain  is  perfect  misery,  the  worst 
Of  eVils,  ana  excessiye,  oyertums 
All  patience.  MUtan,  P.  X.  i.  459. 

The  generous  heart 
Should  scorn  a  pleasure  which  giyes  others  pain.      Tkomson, 

Large  bonnties  to  bestow  we  wish  in  yain. 

Bat  all  may  shon  the  goilt  of  giying  pain.       Hannah  More, 

Plan,  thoa  sole  Berfect  thing  to  earth  assifp'd, 

The  body  take,  oat  spare,  on,  spare  the  mmd  1 

Wreck'd  on  thy  rocks,  or  on  thy  billows  tost. 

Oh,  saye  the  comnass,  though  the  bark  be  lost ! 

Here  reason's  sell  not  without  fear  presides. 

And,  like  the  needle,  trembles  while  she  guides.  Cotton, 

Again  the  play  of  pain 
Shoots  o'er  his  Teatures  as  the  sudden  gust 
Crisps  the  reluctant  lake,  that  lay  so  calm 
Beneath  the  mountain  shadow.  Byron. 

PAISTBB,  PAmmrch— M«  Art. 

Post  thou  love  pictures  P  we  will  fetch  thee  straight 

Adonis  painted  dj[  a  running  brook ; 

And  Cytherea  all  in  sedges  hid ; 

Which  seem  to  moye  and  wanton  with  her  breath, 

Syen  as  the  waying  sedges  play  with  wind. 

8n.  Tam.  8,  act  ii.  Introduction. 

Painting  is  welcome  I 
The  {Minting  is  almost  the  natural  man ; 
For  since  dishonour  traffics  with  man's  nature, 
He  is  but  outside ;  pencil'd  figures  are 
£yen  such  as  they  giye  out.  8h.  Timon,  1. 1. 

A  flattering  painter  who  made  it  his  care, 

To  draw  men  as  they  ought  to  be,  not  as  they  are. 

Goldsmith,  Betaliaiion,  63. 
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Wm  M  a  moAflij  of  tke  tomb, 
WlKMe  tints  as  gentlr  sank  wmmj 
Asadepartmi^nmlMMr'siij.       Bgrom^  Primmir  ^  QiBm. 


Blefs'd  paper  credit !  last  and  best  nqnlf ! 
Tbat  knds  eomipiiop  ]i|;)iter  wingg  to  ^ ; 
Gold  imp'd  bj  thee  can  compass  &rde«t  things, 
Csn  pocket  states,  can  fetch  or  cany  kings : 
A  single  leaf  shall  waft  an  mmj  o'er. 
Or  ship  off  senates  to  some  distant  shore : 
A  leaf;  like  Srbil's,  scatter  to  and  fro 
Our  fiitei  and  fortones,  as  the  winds  dudl  blow. 

P<»e,  jr.^.m.39. 
FOAIXKL. 
Nona  bat  himiflif  can  be  his  paiaHeL 

TMMkMSBL 

Lire  losth'd  and  long ; 
Most  smfling,  nnooth,  detested  paiasitefl, 
Coorteons  destrajers,  affable  wohras,  meek  bein« 
Yon  fools  of  fortune,  trencher-ftienda,  time-flies, 
Cap-snd-knee  shiyesy  Taponrs,  and  minute-jacks ! 
or  man,  and  beast,  uie  infinite  malady 
Crost  yon  quite  o'er.  8k.  Timon,  m.  6. 

I  do  think  that  yon  might  pardon  him. 

And  neither  Heayen,  nor  man,  griere  at  the  mercy. 

8k.M.forK.n.%. 
Hhe  TOince  that  pardons 
The  first  affixmt  offered  to  majesty, 
Inyites  a  second,  rendering  that  power 
Subjects  should  tremble  at,  contemptible.  Mamngef* 

When  by  a  pardon'd  murd'rer  blood  is  spilt, 
The  judge  that  pardon'd  hath  the  greatest  guilt. 

Deukam,0nJMilic9,Sh 

Can  you  forgiye  the  sallies  of  my  passion  P 

For  I  haye  been  to  blame ;  oh  I  much  to  blame ; 

Haye  said  such  words,  nay,  done  such  actions  too, 

Base  as  I  am,  that  my  aw'd  conscious  soul 

Sinks  in  my  breast ;  nor  dare  I  lift  an  eye 

On  him  I  haye  offended.  Dryden,  2Wt7.  if  Crtu, 
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FAXXITAL  AnncnOV,  PASXHTS— fM  Dtngliter,  OkiU. 
Uiireaflonable  crestures  feed  their  yaang[ : 
And  thongli  man's  face  be  fearful  to  their  ejei, 
"Fet,  in  protection  of  their  tender  ones. 
Who  htik  not  seen  them  (even  with  those  wings 
Which  sometimes  they  have  used  with  fearful  night) 
Make  war  with  him  that  dimb'd  unto  their  nest. 
Offering  their  own  lires  in  their  young's  defence  P 

8h.  Mem.  VL  8,  n.  2. 
Honour  thj  parents  to  prolong  thine  end ; 
With  them,  though  for  a  truth,  do  not  contend : 
Though  all  should  truth  defend,  do  thou  lose  rather 
The  truth  awhile,  than  lose  their  loTe  for  erer : 
Whoever  makes  his  father's  heart  to  bleed. 
Shall  haye  a  child  that  will  reyenge  the  deed.  JEUntdo^, 

Fathers  their  children,  and  themselyes  abuse ; 
That  wealth,  a  husband,  for  their  daughters  choose. 

Skiriey,  School  ^  OomplimmUs. 
I  know  how  fur  a  daughter  owes  obedience  t 
But  duty  has  a  bound,  like  other  empires : 
It  reaches  but  to  Ufe.    For  all  beyond  it 
Is  the  dominion  of  another  world, 
Wbere  you  haye  no  command.       Drydmt  Love  HMmmpkani, 

Parents,  to  their  offsprins;  blind, 
Consult  not  parts,  nor  tura  of  mind ; 
But,  ey'n  in  mfancy,  decree. 

What  this,  what  t'  other  son  shall  be.   Gay,  Fable  14,  part  2. 
Tulffar  parents  cannot  stamp  their  race. 
With  signatures  of  such  majestic  grace.  Pope,  Odyssey,  iv.  75. 
Me  let  the  tender  office  lon^  engage 
To  rock  the  cradle  of  re^osmg  age : 
With  lenient  arts  extend  a  mother's  breath. 
Make  languor  smile,  and  smooth  the  bed  of  death.         Pope, 
With  joy  the  parent  loyes  to  trace 
Besemblance  m  his  children's  face ; 
And  as  he  forms  their  docile  youth 
To  walk  the  steady  ^aths  of  truth, 
Obseryes  them  shooting  into  men. 

And  liyes  in  them  life  o'er  again.  Zloyd,  Arcadia^  ii. 

While  actiye  sons,  with  eager  flame. 
Catch  yirtue  at  their  father  s  name ; 
When  full  of  ji^lory,  full  of  age. 
The  pturent  quits  this  busy  fSage, 
What  in  the  sons  we  most  admire. 
Calls  to  new  life  the  hononr'd  sire.  Lloyd,  Arcadia,  ix« 
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PAHTjAwmnr. 

Britain,  changeM  as  a  child  at  play, 
Now  calls  in  princes,  and  now  turns  away ; 
Now  Whig,  now  Tory,  what  we  lov'd  we  hate ; 
Now  all  for  pleasure,  now  for  Church  or  State ; 
Now  for  Prerogative,  and  now  for  Laws ; 
Effects  unhappy  I  from  a  noble  cause. 

Fope^  Imii.  qfRor.  2, 1. 156. 
PABSOV  fM  dergymaa. 
There  goes  the  parson,  oh  illustrious  spark ! 
And  there,  scarce  less  illustrious,  goes  the  clerk 

Cowper^  <m  some  names  qflilile  note. 
PASmre-fM  Adieu,  Vkmrall,  eood.idg1it,  Love. 
What !  gone  without  a  word? 
Ay,  so  true  love  should  do :  it  cannot  speak  ; 
For  truth  hath  better  deeds,  than  woros,  to  grace  it. 

§k.  2W  G.  II.  1 
Portia,  adieu  I  I  have  too  griev'd  a  heart 
To  take  a  tedious  leave.  8h.  M.  qf  Fen,  ii.  7. 

His  eye  being  big  with  tears, 
Turning  his  fiftoe,  he  put  his  hand  behind  him. 
And  with  affection  wondrous  sensible. 
He  wrung  Bassanio's  hand ;  and  so  they  parted.       Ih.  n.  8. 

Ev'n  thus  two  friends  condemn'd 

Embrace  and  kiss,  and  take  ten  thousand  leaves, 

Loather  a  hundred  times  to  part  than  die.  8h,Ren,  r/.  2,  iii.S. 

If  I  depart  from  thee,  I  cannot  live ; 

And  in  thy  sight  to  die,  what  were  it  else 

But  like  a  pleasant  slumber  in  thy^ap  P 

To  die  by  tnee  were  but  to  die  in  jest ; 

From  thee  to  die  were  torture  more  tbkn  death.       lb.  in.  2. 

Wheiher  we  shall  meet  again,  I  know  not. 
Therefore  our  everlasting  farewell  take : — 
For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewell,  Cassius ! 
If  we  do  meet  again,  why  we  shall  smile  ; 
If  not,  why  then  this  parting  was  well  made.  8h,  Jul,  C.  v.  1. 

So  long 
As  he  could  make  me  with  ims  eye  or  ear 
Distinguish  him  from  others,  he  did  keep 
The  deck,  with  glove,  or  hat,  or  handkerchief, 
Still  waving,  as  the  fits  and  stirs  of  his  mind 
Could  best  express  how  slow  Ids  soul  sail'd  on. 
How  swift  his  ship.  8k,  Cymh.i,  4 
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PABnVO — eonttntssd, 

'Tis  almost  morning,  I  would  Lave  tbee  gone ; 

And  yet  no  farther  than  a  wanton's  bird; 

That  lets  it  hop  a  little  from  her  hand, 

Like  a  poor  j^nsoner  in  its  twisted  gyves, 

And  with  a  silk  thread  plucks  it  back  again. 

80  loYing-jealous  of  his  liberty.  S/t.  Bom,  it.  2. 

Farewell !  Qod  knows  when  we  shall  meet  again. 

I  have  a  faint  cold  fear  thrills  through  my  veins, 

That  almost  fireeses  up  the  heat  of  hfe.  8h,  Bom,  nr.  3. 

And  BO,  without  more  circumstance  at  all, 

I  hold  it  fit,  that  we  shake  hands  and  part : 

You,  as  your  business  and  desire  shall  point  you, 

For  evex^  man  hath  business  and  desire, 

Such  as  it  is, — and  for  my  own  poor  part, 

XiOok  you,  I  will  go  pray.  8h,  Ham.  i.  5. 

My  eyes  won't  lose  the  sight  of  thee. 

But  languish  after  thine,  and  ache  with  gazing.  Ohoay,  Ven,Pr. 

In  taking  leave, 
Thro'  the  dark  lashes  of  her  darting  eyes 
Methought  she  shot  her  soul  at  ev'ry  glance, 
Still  looking  back,  as  if  she  had  a  mind 
That  you  should  know  she  left  her  soul  behind.    Zee,  Theod, 
My  heart  unmov'd  can  noise  and  horror  bear. 
Parting  from  you  is  all  the  death  I  fear.     Dn/deuy  Ind,  Emp, 

I  part  with  thee 
As  wretches  that  are  doubtful  of  hereafter. 
Part  with  their  lives  ;  unwilling,  loath  and  fearful, 
And  trembling  at  ftiturity.  Bowe,  Tamerlane, 

Oh,  had  he  ever  lov'd,  he  would  have  thought 
The  worst  of  tortures  bUss,  to  silent  ptaimg,Cibber,C€e8.inBg, 
One  kind  kiss  before  we  part. 
Drop  a  tear  and  bid  adieu  ; 
Though  we  sever,  my  fond  heart 

Till  we  meet  shall  pant  for  you.    Dodeiey^  The  Parting  Kite, 
Didst  thou  sajr,  part  P — O,  where  is  resolution  F 
Where  now  the  steadfast  purpose  of  my  soul. 
Which,  at  thy  lov'd  command,  hath  arm'd  my  heart  P 
Sunk  into  tremblings,  into  sighs  and  tears, 
I  cannot  bear  the  trial.  Havard,  Begulue. 

With  thee,  my  bark.  111  swiftly  go. 
Athwart  the  foaming  brine, 
^or  care  what  land  thou  bear'st  me  to, 
80,  not  again  to  mine.        Byron,  Ch,  Hair,  1,  IS,  Song,  v,  10. 
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PAaTDIQ  "Contmmd. 
For  pleasures  past  I  do  not  griere, 
Nor  perils  gathering  near ; 
Mj  ereatest  grief  is  that  I  leave 

No  thing  that  claims  a  tear.  Bjfron,Ch.  Har,  i.  13,  Song,  9.8. 
They  tell  me  'tis  decided ;  jou  depart : 
'Tis  wise,  'tis  well«  but  not  the  less  a  pain  ; 
I  have  no  further  claim  on  your  young  heart. 
Mine  is  the  victim,  and  would  be  again ; 
To  love  too  much  has  been  the  only  art 
I  used ;— I  write  in  haste,  and  if  a  stain 
fie  on  tibis  sheet,  'tis  not  what  it  appears, 
My  eye-balls  bum  and  throb|  but  naye  no  tears. 

Bynm,  2>.  J.  1. 192. 
Thinkst  thou  that  I  could  bear  to  part 
With  thee,  and  learn  to  halve  my  heartP  Bfton,B.  tfAhgi.  1. 

To  know,  to  esteem,  to  love— And  then  to  part. 
Makes  up  life's  tale  to  many  a  feeling  heart ! 

Colmdge,  On  taking  Ua^e  q^— ,  1817, 
Our  hands  have  met,  but  not  our  hearts ; 
Our  hands  will  never  meet  again, 
Friends,  if  we  have  ever  been. 
Friends  we  cannot  now  remain : 
I  only  know  I  loved  joa  once, 
I  onlv  know  I  loved  m  vain. 
Our  nands  have  met,  but  not  our  hearts ; 
Our  hands  will  never  meet  again  I  Hood,  FdUe  Friend, 

Enough,  that  we  are  parted — ^that  there  rolls 
A  flood  of  headlong  »te  between  our  souls, 
Whose  darkness  severs  me  as  wide  from  thee 
As  hell  firom  heaven,  to  all  eternity  I       Moore,  LaUa  Booik. 
With  all  my  soul,  then  let  us  part. 
Since  both  are  anxious  to  be  nee ; 
And  I  will  send  you  home  your  heart. 
If  you  will  send  Dack  mine  to  me  1  Moore. 

PASnOH-^fM  Choler,  Hobbies,  Xsdependsnoe. 
Take  heed  lest  by  your  heat  you  bum  yourselves. 

Sh,  Hen.  ri.  2,  v.  1. 
Passions  are  likened  best  to  floods  and  streams ; 
The  shallow  murmur,  but  the  deep  are  dumb : 
So  when  affections  yield  discourse,  it  seems 
The  bottom  is  but  sbaUow  whence  they  come. 
They  that  are  rich  in  words  must  needs  discover. 
They  are  but  poor  in  that  which  makes  a  lover.  Sir  W.SaUigh, 
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If  passion  work  like  a  hot-rein 'd  Horse, 
'Twill  qnickly  tire  itself.  Massinger. 

Passions  without  power, 
lake  seas  against  a  rock,  bat  lose  their  fnry.  Denham^  Sophy, 
When  headstrong  passion  gets  the  reins  of  reason. 
The  force  of  nature,  like  too  strong  a  gale. 
For  want  of  ballast^  oversets  the  yessel.  JSiggofu,  Oen.  Conq. 

Exalted  souls 
Have  passions  in  proportion  violent, 
Besistless,  and  tormenting :  they  're  a  tax 
Impos'd  bj  nature  on  pre-eminence  ; 

And  fortitude  and  wisdom  must  support  them.  Lillo^Elmerich, 
Idke  mighty  rivers,  with  resistless  force 
The  passions  ra^e,  obstructed  in  their  course, 
Swell  to  new  heights,  forbidden  paths  explore. 
And  drown  those  virtues  which  they  fed  oefore.  Pope. 

Search  then  the  ruling  passion ;  there  alone 
The  wild  are  constant,  and  the  cunning  known ; 
The  fool  consistent,  and  the  false  sincere  : 
Priests,  princes,  women,  no  dissemblers  here.  lb,  M.  E.  1.174. 
What  dreadful  havoc  in  the  human  breast 
The  passions  make,  when,  unconfined  and  mad, 
They  burst,  unguided  by  the  mental  eye. 
The  light  of  reason,  which,  in  various  ways. 
Points  them  to  good,  or  turns  them  back  from  ill !     Thomson, 
Never  yet,  since  the  proud  selfish  nice 
Of  men  began  to  jar,  did  passion  ^ve, 
Nor  can  it  ever  give,  a  right  decision.  Thomson, 

O  ye  cold  hearted,  frozen,  formalists  ! 
On  such  a  theme,  'tis  impious  to  be  calm ; 
Pkssion  is  reason,  transport  temper,  here.     Young^  N,  T,  zv. 
While  passions  glow,  the  heait,  like  heated  steel, 
Takes  each  impression,  and  is  worked  at  pleasure.  Ib,Bu$ir. iy. 
He's  generous,  grateful,  affable,  and  brave ; 
But  wen  he  knows  no  limit  to  his  passion ; 
The  tempest-beaten  bark  is  not  so  toss'd 
As  is  his  reason,  when  those  winds  arise.  Young, 

His  soul,  like  bark  with  rudder  lost, 
On  passion's  changeful  tide  was  tost ; 
Nor  vice  nor  virtue  had  the  power 
Beyond  th'  impression  of  the  hour ; 
And  O,  when  passion  rules,  how  rare 

The  hours  that  fall  to  virtue's  share !       Scott,  Bokebjff  v.  23. 

V  ¥  2 
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FA88I0V— MfihiiiMtr. 

A  night  of  fretful  passion  may  consume 
All  that  thou  hast  of  beauty's  gentle  bloom. 
And  one  distempered  hour  of  sordid  fear 
Print  on  ihj  brow  the  wrinkles  of  a  jear.  Sheridan. 

O  hoVr  the  passions,  insolent  and  strong. 
Bear  our  weak  minds  their  rapid  course  along ; 
Make  us  the  madness  of  their  will  obey ; 
Then  die,  and  leave  us  to  our  griefs  a  prey  I  Crabhe, 

Alas !  too  well,  too  well  they  know. 
The  pain,  the  penitence,  the  woe 
That  jMssion  brings  down  on  the  best. 
The  wisest  and  the  loYeliest.  Moorv,  Lovei  qflke  AngeU 

PATDQTCS— JM  Adviee,  Cowardioe,  Lore. 
I  do  oppose 
My  patience  to  his  fury ;  and  am  arm'd 
To  suffer,  with  a  quietness  of  spirit, 
The  very  tyranny  and  rage  of  his.  Sk.  M.  of  Fen.  it.  1. 

Come  what,  come  may : 
Time  and  the  hour  runs  through  the  roughest  day./5.1f<ic6.i.3. 

What  cannot  be  presery'd,  when  fortune  takes, 

Patience  her  injury  a  mockery  makes. 

The  Tobb'd  that  smiles,  steals  something  from  the  thief; 

He  robs  himself  that  spends  a  bootless  grief.     8k.  Oik,  i.  3. 

How  poor  are  they,  that  have  not  patience  I 

What  wound  did  ever  heal,  but  by  degrees  P     Sk.  Oik.  ii.  3. 

O  gentle  son. 
Upon  the  heat  and  flame  of  thy  distemper 
Sprinkle  cool  patience.  Sk.  Ham.  m.  4 

Patieiice,  mj^  lord,  why  't  is  the  soul  of  peace : 
Of  all  the  virtues  't  is  nearest  kin  to  heaven  ; 
It  makes  men  look  like  gods  :  The  best  of  men 
That  e'er  wore  earth  about  him  was  a  sufferer, 
A  soft,  meek,  patient,  humble,  tranquil  spirit. 
The  first  true  gentleman  that  ever  breath  d.  Dehker,Eo%,  Wh 

Patience  is  more  oft  the  exercise 
Of  saints,  the  trial  of  their  fortitude. 
Making  them  each  his  own  deliverer, 
And  victor  over  all 
That  tyranny  or  fortune  can  inflict.    Milton^  Sam.  Ag>  1287. 

Patience !  preach  it  to  the  winds. 
To  roaring  seas,  or  raging  fires  1  the  knaves 
That  teach  it,  laugh  at  you  when  you  believe  'em. 
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Patience  in  cowards  is  tame  hopeless  fear ; 
But  in  brave  minds,  a  scorn  of  what  thej  bear. 

Sir  B.  Howard,  Indian  Queen. 
Patience  is  the  Tirtae  of  an  ass. 
That  trots  beneath  his  burden,  and  is  quiet. 

Lanedawne,  Hereie  Love, 
Preach  patience  to  the  sea,  when  jarring  winds 
Throw  np  her  swelling  billows  to  the  nj  I 
And  if  Tonr  reasons  mitigate  her  fcurj, 
Mj  sool  will  be  as  calnu  H.  Smitk,  Prineeee  (f  Parma. 

E'en  the  best  mnst  own, 
Patience  and  resignation  are  the  pillars 
Of  hnman  peace  on  earth.  Young,  N.  21 

FAIRIOXIfliC— «M  Bravny,  Country,  Treadom,  Homa,  Hope. 

Jndge  me  not  ungentle. 
Of  manners  rude,  and  insolent  of  speech. 
If,  when  the  public  safety  is  in  que8ti<m. 
My  seal  flows  warm  and  eager  from  my  tongue.  Mowe,  J.Siore. 

WTiat  pity  is  it 
That  we  can  die  but  once  to  serve  our  country  I        Addison, 
Statesman,  jet  friend  to  truth !  of  soul  sincere. 
In  action  faithful,  and  in  honour  clear ; 
Who  broke  no  promise,  served  no  private  end. 
Who  nin'd  no  title,  and  who  lost  no  friend ; 
EnnoUed  by  himseU*,  by  all  approv'd. 
And  prais'd,  unenvied  by  the  muse  he  lov'd.  Pope,M.£,  v. 67. 
Tis  not  indulging  private  inclination. 
Or  selfish  passions,  that  sustains  the  world. 
And  lends  its  rulers  grace  ;  no,  'tis  not  then 
That  g}ory  springs,  and  high  immortal  deeds : 
The  pubhc  jrood,  the  good  of  others,  still 
Must  bear  fond  nature  down,  in  him  who  dares 
Aspire  to  worthy  role  ;  im^rious  honour 
StiU,  o'er  the  most  distinguish'd,  lords  it  most.         l^meon. 

In  this  rank  age 
Much  is  the  patriot's  weeding  hand  required. 
The  toils  of  law  (which  dark  msidious  men 
Have  cumbrous  added  to  perplex  the  truth. 
And  lengthen  simple  justice  into  trade) ; 
How  glorious  were  the  days  that  saw  these  broke, 
And  every  man  within  the  reach  of  right !      lb.  Winter,  383. 

A  people 
Who  cannot  find  in  their  own  proper  force 
Iheir  own  protection^  are  not  worth  the  saving.  Ih.Cor,  iii.  2. 
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To  fight. 
In  a  jnst  cause,  and  for  our  country's  glorj. 
Is  the  best  office  of  ihe  best  of  men ; 
And  to  decline  it  when  these  motires  urge. 
Is  infamy  beneatli  a  coward's  baseness*       Havard,  Begtdt, 
Our  eoontry's  wel&re  is  onr  first  concern. 
And  who  promotes  that  best^best  prores  his  duty.         /&• 

The  age  of  yirtuons  politics  is  past. 
And  we  are  deep  in  that  of  cold  pretence. 
Patriots  are  grown  too  shrewd  to  De  sincere, 
And  we  too  wise  to  trust  them.  Cowp4r,  Taut,  t.  493. 

France  at  our  doors,  he  sees  no  danger  nieh. 
Bat  heayes  for  Turkey's  woes  th'  impartiiu  sigh, 
A  steady  natriot  of  the  world  alone, 
The  friena  of  eyery  country  but  his  own. 

Canmnff,  New  MariaUiy  (AsUi-Jaeobm). 
Who  dies  in  yaan 
Upon  his  country's  war-fields  and  within 
The  shadow  of  her  altars  ?    Feeble  heart ! 
I  tell  thee  that  the  yoice  of  patriot  blood. 
Thus  pour'd  for  faith  and  freedom,  hath  a  tone 
Which  from  the  night  of  ages,  fmin.  the  gulf 
Of  death,  shall  burst  and  nutke  its  high  appeal 
Sound  unto  earth  and  heayen  I  Afr#.  Hematt 

Firm-paced  and  slow,  a  horrid  front  they  form, 
Still  as  the  breeze,  but  dreadful  as  the  storm ; 
Low  murmuring  sounds  along  their  banners  fly, 
Beyenge  or  death->the  watchword  and  reply, 
Then  peal'd  the  notes,  omnipotent  to  chaitn. 
And  the  loud  tocsin  toU'd  their  last  alarm.  Campbell,  PW^- 
*Tis  home-felt  pleasure  prompts  the  patriot's  sigh. 
This  makes  him  wish  to  liye,  and  dare  to  die.  ^' 

Giye  me  the  death  of  those 
Who  for  their  countrr  die ; 
And  O  be  mine  like  their  repose. 

When  cold  and  low  they  lie  I  Joi.Montgomerjft  Wand.  ^SwUt' 
Then  said  the  mother  to  her  son. 
And  pointed  to  his  shield  ;«— 
"  Come  with  it,  when  the  battle's  done, 
Or  on  it,  from  the  field."  Boheri  Montgomirn- 

True  patriots  we,  for  be  it  understood, 
We  left  our  country  for  our  country's  good. 

Barringkm,  (Tke  Pickpocket,)  N.  8.  Walet^ 
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When  a  patriot  falls,  must  He  fall  in  the  battle. 
Where  the  cannon's  loud  roar  is  his  onlj  death*ratile  P 
There's  a  warfare  where  none  but  the  morallj  brave 
Stand  nobly  and  firmly,  their  country  to  save. 
'Tis  tiie  war  of  opinion,  where  few  can  be  found. 
On  the  moontain  of  principle,  gaardinff  the  ground. 
With  Tigilant  ejes  ever  watching  the  foes 
Who  are  prowling  around  them,  and  aiming  their  blows. 

FAYMXR.  ^*'*'  -^*^'  <^^-) 

He  is  well  paid,  that  is  well  satisfied.     8i.  M.  of  Ven,  iv.  1. 

Ba0e  is  the  slave  that  pays. '  Sk  Hen,  F.  n.  1. 

FSACX. 

A  peace  is  of  the  nature  of  a  conquest ; 

For  then  both  parties  nobly  are  subdued. 

And  neither  puty  loser.  Sh,  Hen.  IV,  2,  rv.  2. 

In  peace,  there's  nothing  so  becomeB  a  man. 

As  modest  stillness,  and  numility.  8k.  Men,  v,  ui.  1. 

Ay ;  but  give  me  worship  and  quietness, 

I  like  it  better  than  a  dangerous  honour.  Sh,  Hen,  VL  8,  rv.  8. 

They  humbly  sue  unto  your  excellence, 
To  have  a  eodly  peace  concluded  of, — 
To  stop  e£&sion  of  our  Christian  blood.    8k.  Hen.  ri.  1,  v.  I. 

Now  is  the  winter  of  our  discontent 

Made  slorious  summer  by  this  sun  of  York ; 

And  all  the  clouds,  that  lower'd  on  our  house. 

In  the  deep  bosom  of  the  ocean  buried.       8h,  Bick.  in.  1. 1. 

I,  in  this  weak  piping  time  oi  peace. 

Have  no  delight  to  pass  away  the  time, 

Unless  to  see  my  shadow  in  the  sun.  8h.  Biok.  m,  1. 1. 

If  I  unwittingly,  or  in  my  rage, 

Have  aught  committed  that  is  hardly  borne 

By  any  in  this  presence,  I  desire 

To  reconcile  me  to  his  friendly  peace  s 

'THs  death  to  me,  to  be  at  enmify ; 

I  hate  it,  and  desire  all  good  men's  love.    8k.  Bick.  Hi,  ii.  L 

Stili  in  thy  right  hand  carry  gentle  peace, 

To  silent  envious  tongues.    Be  iust  and  fear  not : 

Let  all  the  ends  thou  aim'st  at  be  thy  country's. 

Thy  Gk)d's,  and  truth's.  8k.  Hen.  nil.  ui.  2. 
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Peace  haih  her  victori 

1^0  less  renowned  than  war.  Milton^  Sonnd  Id. 

The  trenchant  blade,  Toledo  trosly, 

For  want  of  fighting,  was  grown  rosiy. 

And  ate  iato  itself,  for  lack 

Of  somebody  to  hew  and  hack.  Butler,  JSud,  I,  i.  59. 

O  beaateous  peace ! 
Sweet  union  of  a  state  !  wnat  else  but  thou 
Gives  safety,  strength,  and  gloxy  to  a  people  P 

Tlk(mtan,  Tanered,  ii.  1 
Oh,  Peace  !  thou  source,  and  soul  of  social  life ; 
Beneath  whose  calm  inspiring  influence. 
Science  his  yiews  enlarges,  art  refines. 
And  swelling  commerce  opens  all  her  ports  ; 
Blest  be  the  man  divine,  who  gives  us  thee ! 

TAomion,  BriicMnid. 
O  Peace  !  the  fairest  child  of  heaven, 
To  whom  the  sylvan  reign  was  given  ; 
The  vale,  the  fountain,  and  the  grove. 
With  every  softer  scene  of  love : 
Hetum,  sweet  peace !  and  cheer  the  weeping  swain ; 
Betum,  with  ease  and  pleasure  in  thy  train.  Tkimton. 

Peace  is  the  happy,  natural  state  of  man ; 

War  is  corruption,^ii8  disgrace.  l%onuon. 

That  prince,  and  that  alone,  is  truly  great. 

Who  draws  the  sword  reluctant,  gladly  sheathes.  Young,  N*Z 

Long  peace,  I  find, 
But  nurses  dangerous  humours  up  to  strength. 
Licence  and  wanton  rage,  which  war  alone 
Can  purge  away.  Mallet,  Musiapka, 

Peace  courts  his  hand,  but  spreads  her  charms  in  vain  : 
•*  Think  nothing  gain'd,"  he  cries,  "  till  nought  remain." 

Dr.  Johnson,  Vanity  qf  Human  Whhes,  201. 
And  when  the  sword  has  made  a  solitude. 
That  you  proclaim  a  peace.  Murphy,  Zenohia,  it. 

Oh !  there  were  hours  when  thrilling  joy  repaid 
A  long,  long  course  of  darkness,  doiu)ts,  ana  fears — 
The  heartsick  faintness  of  the  hope  delav'd, 
The  waste,  the  woes,  the  bloodshed,  and  the  tears, 
That  tracked  with  terror  twenty  rolling  years. 

Scott,  Lord  qfike  ItUi. 
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Mark  I  where  his  carnage  and  hia  eonqnest  cease ! 

He  makes  a  solitade,  and  calls  it  peace.  B^ron^  Br. of  Ah.  ii.20. 

"Were  half  the  power  that  fills  the  world  with  terror. 
Were  half  the  world  bestow'd  on  camps  and  courts, 
Given  to  redeem  the  human  mind  from  error, 
There  were  no  need  of  arsenals  and  forts !  Longfellow,  Poems. 

The  hand  of  peace  is  frank  and  wann» 

And  soft  as  rmgdore's  wing, 

And  he  who  qneUs  an  angry  thought 

Is  greater  than  a  king.  £liza  Cook. 

Men  are  unhappy  when  they  know  not  how 
To  Talue  peace,  wiUiout  its  loss  ; 
And  from  the  want  leam  how  to  use 
What  they  could  so  ill  manage  when  enjoy 'd. 

SirB.  Moward,  Blind  Lady. 
Would  you  taste  the  tranquil  scene  P 
Be  sure  your  hosoms  be  serene : 
DeToid  of  hate,  devoid  of  strife, 
Devoid  of  all  that  poisons  life ; 
And  much  it  'vails  vou,  in  their  place, 
To  graft  the  love  oi  human  race.  Skentione. 

Brave  minds,  howe'er  at  war,  are  secret  fHends, 

Their  generous  discord  with  the  battle  ends ; 

In  peace  they  wonder  whence  dissension  rose, 

And  ask  how  souls  so  like  could  e'er  be  foes.  Tiekell. 

PZABL. 

A  pearl  may  in  a  toad's  head  dwell. 
And  may  l>e  found  too  in  an  oyster  shell. 

Bunyan,  Apology  fir  hii  Book. 
PSASAST,  PBASAVTBT-JMOouitrylift. 
HI  fares  the  land,  to  hastening  ills  a  prey, 
Where  wealth  accumulates,  and  men  decav  ; 
Ihinces  and  lords  may  flourish,  or  may  fade ; 
A  breath  can  make  them,  as  a  breath  nas  made  : 
But  a  bold  peasantry,  their  country's  pride. 
When  once  destroyed,  can  never  be  supplied. 

Ooldimiik,  Deserted  Village,  51. 

Cheerful,  at  mom,  he  wakes  from  short  repose, 

Breathes  the  keen  air,  and  carols  as  he  goes.      Ih.  Traveller, 

At  n\f^i  returning,  ev'ry  labour  sped, 

He  sits  him  down  the  monarch  of  a  shed.  Ih.  Traveller, 
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RBASTBT-^tM  Logie. 
Pedantry  U  bat  a  com,  or  wart. 
Bred  in  the  skin  of  judgment,  sense,  and  art ; 
A  stupefied  excrescence,  like  a  wen. 
Fed  by  the  peccant  humours  of  leam'd  men. 
That  neyer  grows  from  natural  defects 
Of  downright  and  untutor'd  intellects^ 
But  from  uie  orer-curious  and  yain 

Distempers  of  an  artificial  brain.  BttUer,  8aL  ZL 

The  bookful  blockhead,  ignorantly  read. 
With  loads  of  learned  lumber  in  nis  head. 
With  his  own  tonf^e  still  edifies  his  ears. 
And  always  listenmg  to  himself  appears.       Pcpe,  B.  C,  612. 

Pursuit  of  fame  with  pedants  fills  our  schools. 

And  into  coxcombs  burnishes  our  fools.  Ywng. 

Brimful  of  learning,  see  that  pedant  stride. 
Bristling  with  horrid  Ghfeek,  and  pufTd  with  pride  ! 
A  thousand  authors  he  in  Tain  has  read. 
And  with  their  maxims  stufi*d  his  emp^  head  ; 
And  thinks,  that  without  Aristotle's  rule, 
Beason  is  blind,  and  common  sense  a  fool  I  Baileau, 

PSBIQSSB— M0  Anoastry,  Authentieity,  Birtli,  Dasesnt,  Eoaow. 
The  sap  which  at  the  root  is  bred 
In  trees,  though  aU  the  boughs  is  spread; 
But  virtues  which  in  parents  shine. 
Make  not  like  progress  tibjrough  the  line.  WaUer^toZeUndOf  18. 

Kobler  is  a  limited  command 
Given  by  the  love  of  all  your  natiye  land, 
Than  a  successiye  title,  long  and  dark, 
Drawn  from  the  mouldy  rolls  of  Noah's  axle. 

Drvden,  Absalom  and  Aekitophel,  I.  298. 
He  stands  for  fame  on  his  forefatiiers'  feet. 
By  heraldry  proved  valiant  or  discreet  I  Youmy, 

What  boots  it  on  the  lineal  tree  to  trace. 
Through  many  a  branch,  the  founders  of  our  race- 
Time-honoured  chiefs — ^if,  in  their  right,  we  give 
A  loose  tc  vice,  and  like  low  villains  live  P  Otffbrd, 

PEir^Mtf  Authors,  Critios,  Writing. 
I  want  curses  for  those  niigh^  shoals 
Of  scribbling  Ohloris's,  and  lAiyllis'  fools ; 
Those  oafs  should  be  restrain'd  during  their  lives 
From  pen  and  ink,  as  madmen  are  from  knives. 

Dryden,  Epilogue  to  TroiUu  and  CresMa. 
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The  nnliappj  man  who  onoe  has  trail 'd  a  pen, 
LiYes  not  to  please  himself,  hut  other  men ; 
Is  always  dnidging,  wastes  his  life  and  hlood. 
Yet  only  eats  and  drinks  what  you  think  good. 

DrydeUy  ProL  to  £ees  C<Bsar  Borgia. 
No  other  use  of  paper  thou  should*  st  make 
Than  carrying  loads  and  reams  upon  ^j  back  : 
Carry  ^ast  bmrdens  till  thy  shoulders  shrink. 
But  curst  be  he  that  gives  thee  pen  and  ink : 
Such  dangerous  weapons  should  be  kept  from  fools. 
As  nurses  from  their  children  keep  edged  tools. 

Dorset,  to  Ed.  Howard  on  his  Plays, 
Lei  him  be  kept  from  paper,  pen,  and  ink, 
80  may  he  cease  to  write,  ana  learn  to  think. 

PrioTp  to  a  Person  who  wrote  ill. 
Ohl  Nature's  noblest  gift^my  grey  goose  quill : 
Slave  of  my  thoughts,  obedient  to  my  will, 
Tom  from  th]^  parent  bird  to  form  a  pen, 
That  mighty  instrument  of  little  men  I 

Bjfron,  English  Bards  and  Scotch  Betnewers,  6. 

In  days  of  yore,  the  poet's  pen 

From  wing  of  bird  was  plunder'd, 

Perhaps  of  goose,  but  now  and  then. 

From  J  ove's  own  eagle  sunder'd. 

But  now,  metallic  pens  disclose 

Alone  the  poet's  numbers  ; 

In  iron  inspiration  glows. 

Or  with  the  poet  slumbers.  John  Quincy  Adams. 

Beneath  the  rule  of  men  entirely  great, 

The  pen  is  mightier  than  the  sword.  Ld.Lytton,  Bichelieu,  ii.2. 

FJEHlTUCX^aM  Bapentanee. 
Death  is  deferred,  and  penitence  has  room 
To  mitigate,  if  not  reyerae  the  doom. 

He  hung  his  head-^ach  nobler  aim. 
And  hope,  and  feeling,  which  had  slept 
From  boyhood's  hour,  that  instant  came 
Fresh  o'er  him,  and  he  wept — he  wept ! 
Blest  tears  of  soul-felt  pemtenoe  I 
In  whose  benign,  redeeming  flow 
Is  felt  the  first,  tiie  -onl^  sense 
Of  guiltless  joy  that  guilt  may  know. 


Dryden, 


J^os,  Moore. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


444  PXNTAMlTBX-*F11tFICTI0ir. 


PnTAJLBTJEH'iM  ] 

In  the  hexameter  rises  the  fountain's  vHrery  eolnmn ; 

In  the  pentameter  aye  falling  in  melody  back.  -  ^ 

Colertdge,  Tke  Ovidian  EUgiae  Metre. 
PBOPLB-#M  Kob,  Popularity,  PnbUe  Yoke,  Babble,  "^ 

And  what  the  people  bat  a^herd  oonfiis'd, 

A  miscellaneons  rabble,  who  extol 

Things  vulgar,  and,  weU  weigh'd,  scarce  worth  the  praise  P 

They  praise,  and  they  admire,  thej  know  not  what, 

And  know  not  whom,  bat  as  one  leads  the  other; 

And  what  delight  to  be  by  sach  extolled. 

To  Uye  npon  tneir  tonj;aes,  and  be  tiieir  talk, 

Of  whom  to  be  dispnus'd  were  no  small  praise  P 

Milton.  P.  B.  III.  4a 

The  people  sweat  not  for  their  king's  delight, 

T*  enrich  a  pimn,  or  raise  a  parasite  ; 

Theirs  is  the  tou ;  and  he  who  well  has  serred 

His  coontrj,  lias  his  coontry's  wealth  deserved. 

Drydeiip  Sigismonda  and  Owueardo.  583. 
"  Gk>d  save  tiie  king !"  and  kings. 

For  if  he  don't,  I  doubt  if  men  will  longer ; — 

I  think  I  hear  a  little  bird,  who  sings 

The  people  by  and  bye  will  be  the  stronger : 

The  veriest  jade  will  wince  whose  harness  wrings 

So  much  into  the  raw  as  quite  to  wrong  her 

Beyond  the  rules  of  i>osting,^and  the  mob 

At  last  fall  sick  of  imitating  Job.  Byron,  D.  J.  viii.  50. 

FSBFBCIIOV— «M  Szoass,  Xaa,  8apex«rogatioiL 
All,  that  life  can  rate, 

WorUi  name  of  life,  in  thee  hath  estimate ; 

Youth,  beauty,  wisdom,  courage,  virtue,  all 

That  happiness  and  pride  can  nappy  call.     8h.  AlVe  W,  ii.  1. 

Compare  her  face  with  some  that  I  shall  show. 

And  it  will  make  thee  think  thy  swan  a  crow.    Sh,  Bom,  i.  2. 

One  fairer  than  my  love !  the  idl-seeing  sun 

Ne'er  saw  her  match,  since  first  the  worid  begun.  8h,  Bom*  L  2. 

There's  no  such  thing  in  nature,  and  you'll  draw, 

A  faultless  monster  which  the  world  ne'er  saw. 

Shefield,  Duke  qf  Buckingham^  Eeeay  on  Poetry, 

To  those  who  know  thee  not,  no  words  can  paint ! 

And  those  who  know  thee,  know  all  words  are  faint ! 

Hannah  More,  SensihUitg. 

Nature,  in  her  productions  slow,  aspires, 

By  just  degrees  to  reach  perfection  s  height. 

SomefmUf  Chase,  L 
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P1BIL8— «M  DadUng. 

How  many  perils  do  enfold 
The  rigIiteoa§  man  to  make  him  daily  falL  Spenser 

Bat  there  are  hnman  natures  so  allied 
Unto  the  sayage  love  of  enterprise, 
That  they  will  seek  for  peril  as  a  pleasure.  Byron, 

At  lovers'  perjuries. 

They  say,  Joyo  laughs.  8k.  Bom,  ii.  2. 

And  hast  thou  sworn  on  evtiry  slight  pretence^ 

Till  perjuries  are  oommon  as  oad  pence, 

WhUe  thousands,  careless  of  the  damning  sin, 

Kiss  the  book's  outside,  who  ne'er  look  within  ? 
PSBSBCUnOV.  Cowper,  ExpoHulation,  S86. 

^pe  persecution,  like  the  plant 

'Wliose  nascence  Mocha  boasted. 

Some  bitter  fruit  produced,  whose  worth 

Was  never  known  till  roasted.  Cotton, 

FSB8EVJEBAVGB— M»  DiligenM,  Industry. 
Perseverance,  dear  my  lord, 

Keeps  honour  bright.    To  have  done,  is  to  hang 

Quite  out  of  fashion,  like  a  rusty  mail 

In  monumental  mockery.  8h,  TroiL  iii.  3« 

By  time  and  counsel,  do  the  best  we  can, 

Th'  event  is  never  in  the  power  of  man.   Herrieh,  Aph,  904. 

Attempt  the  end,  and  never  stand  to  doubt ; 

Nothing's  so  hard,  but  search  will  find  it  out.    lb,  Aph,  247. 

In  war  or  peace,  who  his  great  purpose  yields, 

He  is  the  only  villain  of  this  world : 

Bat  he  who  labours  firm  and  gains  his  point. 

Be  what  it  will,  which  crowns  him  with  success. 

He  is  the  son  of  fortune  and  of  fame ; 

Bv  those  admir'd,  those  specious  villains  most. 

That  else  had  bellow'd  out  reproach  against  him. 

ThonuoUi  Agamemnon, 
The  man  who  consecrates  his  hours 

By  vig'rous  efibrt,  and  an  honest  aim, 

At  once  he  draws  the  sting  of  life  and  death ; 

He  walks  with  nature ;  and  her  paths  are  peace.  Young, N,T.  2. 
The  dropping  shower 

Scoops  the  rouffh  rock.    The  plough's  attemper'd  share 

Decays  ;  and  l£e  thick  pressure  of  the  crowd 

Incessant  passing,  wears  the  stone-pav'd  street. 

Lucretius,  (Good)  I.  314. 
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PXB8BYERAVCB— «o»<»NMdL 
Bat  with  some  folks,  'tis  labour  lost  to  strive, 
A  reasoning  mule  will  neitker  lead  nor  drive. 

Mallett,  Epilog%0  to  The  Broiien. 
Perseyerance  is  a  Boman  yirtue, 
That  wins  each  godlike  act,  and  plucks  success 
Ey'n  from  the  spear-proof  crest  of  ragged  danger.^ ffpafi'>^^* 
Paj  soodly  heed  all  ye  who  read. 
And  oeware  of  saying,  I  can't, 
'Tis  a  cowardly  word,  and  apt  to  lead 
To  idleness,  folly  and  want.  JBliza  Cooi' 

Stick  to  your  aim ;  the  mongrel's  hold  will  slip, 
But  only  crow-bars  loose  the  bull-dog's  lip  ; 
Small  as  he  looks,  the  jaw  that  never  Yields 
Dr&gs  down  the  bellowing  monarch  of  the  fields.  ,   , 

O.  fV,  Eolmet,  (Am.) 

FSBfllTAfllOV— Mf  Sloqaenee. 
There  is  a  way  of  winning,  more  by  lore. 
And  urginff  of  the  modesty,  than  ^ear ; 
Force  works  on  servile  natures,  not  the  free.       B^  Jorno*' 
Yet  hold  it  more  humane,  more  heav'nly,  first, 
By  winning  words,  to  conquer  willing  hearts,  ^. 

And  make  persuasion  do  the  work  of  fear.  MUt4ni,P»^^*'^' 

nE7E3UiSH£88— ^tM  Obstinaey. 

The  slave  of  arrogance  and  pride, 
He  has  no  hearing  on  the  prudent  side ; 
His  still  refuted  <}uirks  he  still  repeats, 
New-rais'd  objections  with  new  quibbles  meets ; 
Till,  sinking  in  tiie  quicksand  he  defends, 
He  dies,  disputing,  and  the  contest  ends.  ^^ ' 

psnnovSb 

When  maidens  sue 
Men  give  like  gods  ;  but  when  they  weep  and  kneel} 
All  their  petitions  are  as  freely  them,  _    §, 

As  they  tnemselves  would  owe  them.         Sk.  M^fir  ^' 

Petitions  not  sweetened 
With  gold,  are  but  unsavoury ;  oft  refused ; 
Or,  if  received,  are  pocketed,  not  read.  j^^^ 

MasHnff&r,  Emperor  rf  **'  ^ 
TJnOLASCSL 
Petrarch  I  when  we  that  name  repeat. 
Its  music  seems  to  fall 
Like  distant  bells,  8oft-voic*d  and  sweet. 
But  sorrowftil  withal ; — 
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That  broken  heart  of  lore  I^that  life 

Of  tenderness  and  tears  I 

80  weak  on  earth, — in  earthly  strife,— 

So  strong  in  holier  spheres  1  Lord  Houghton. 

FBimOOAT  WVEBXMXMT. 

"  Petticoat  Influence ''  is  a  great  reproach. 

Which  e'en  those  who  obey  would,  fain  be  thought 

To  fljr  from,  as  from  hungry  pikes  a  roach ; 

But  since  beneath  it  upon  emh  we're  brought 

By  yarious  joltings  of  life's  hackney  coach, 

I  for  one  venerate  a  petticoat — 

A  garment  of  mystical  sublimity, 

No  matter  whether  russet,  silk,  or  dimity.  B^ron^  D.J,  xit.26. 
FJLTlIFOmXBS. 

Yoor  pettifoggers,  danm  their  souls. 

Share  with  Imares  in  cheating  fools.     BtUler,  Hud,  2,  i.  515. 
FHIL080FHEB8,  FHIL080PHT— ^w#  Knowledge. 

I  pray  thee  peace ;  I  will  be  flesh  and  blood ! 

For  mere  was  neyer  yet  philosopher 

That  could  endure  the  tooth-ache  patiently  ; 

Howerer  they  have  writ  the  style  of  gods. 

And  made  a  pish  at  chance  ana  sufferance.  8h,  Jf.  Ado^  y.  1. 

How  charming  is  divine  Philosophy  I 

Not  harsh  ana  crabbed,  as  dull  tools  suppose. 

But  musical  as  is  Apollo's  lute, 

And  a  perpetual  feast  of  nectar'd  sweets. 

Where  no  crude  surfeit  reigns.  Milton^  Comus,  476. 

Tour  great  philosophers  delight  to  stretch 

Their  talents  most  at  things  beyond  their  reach, 

And  proudly  think  t'  xmriddle  every  cause, 

That  nature  uses,  by  tiiieir  own  bye-laws.  Butler j  8aL  i. 

Besides,  he  was  a  shrewd  x^hilosopher. 

And  had  read  every  text  and  gloss  over. 

Whate'er  the  craboed'st  author  saith 

He  understood  b'implicit  fiuth : 

Whatever  sceptic  could  inquire  for ; 

For  ev'ry  why  he  had  a  wherefore.  Butler ^  Hud.  i.  127. 

In  lazy  apathy  let  stoics  boast 

Their  virtue  nx'd ;  'tis  fix'd  as  in  a  frost. 

Contracted  all,  retiring;  to  the  breast ; 

Bat  strength  of  mind  is  exercise,  not  rest ; 

The  rudng  tempest  puts  in  act  the  soul, 

Farts  it mayravage,but  preserves  the  whole.  Pope,JS,  Jf.ii.  101. 
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PHIL080PHT,  FHHOSOPHEBS— AmfMftiMf. 

Tutored  bj  thee,  hence  Poetry  exalts 
Her  voice  to  ages ;  and  informs  the  page 
With  music,  image,  sentiment,  and  tnought, 
Never  to  die  !  the  treasures  of  mankind  I 
Their  highest  honour,  and  their  truest  joy ! 
Without  thee,  what  were  uuenlighten'd  Man  P 

HkoMMon,  Summer,  VB% 
Philosophy  consists  not 
In  airy  schemes,  or  idle  speculations : 
The  rule  and  oonduet  of  all  social  life 
Is  her  great  proTidence.  Thomson,  Coriol 

Much  learned  dust 
InvolTes  the  combatants,  each  claiming  truth. 
And  truth  disclaiming  both.    And  thus  they  spend 
The  little  wick  of  life  s  poor  shaUow  lamp, 
In  playing  tricks  with  nature,  ^ving  laws 
To  distant  worlds,  and  trifling  m  their  own. 

Such  was  the  rigid  Zeno's  phm  ^^^^'  ^«**» »"'  ^^^^ 

To  form  his  philosophic  man ; 

Such  were  the  modes  he  taught  mankind 

To  weed  the  garden  of  the  mind : 

They  tore  away  some  weeds,  'tis  true, 

But  all  the  flow'rs  were  rayish'd  too  I  Thos.  Moort. 

Philosophy  will  clip  an  angel's  wings, 

Conquer  all  mysteries  by  rule  and  line  : 

Empty  the  haunted  air  and  gnomed  mine — 

TJnweave  a  rainbow.  Kealt, 

You  braff,  methinks,  somewhat  too  much  of  late» 

Of  your  uunp-lit  philosophy.    One  bite 

Of  a  mad  cat — (no  more  than  kills  a  tailor,) 

WiU  put  an  end  to*t,  and  your  dreams  together. 

Barry  ConwalL 
Diyine  Philosophy  I  by  whose  pure  light 
We  first  distinguish,  Uien  pursue  the  right ; 
Thy  power  the  breast  f5rom  eTerj  error  trees, 
And  weeds  out  all  its  vices  by  degrees.       Oifford  (Jn^enai), 

Sublime  Philosophy  I  ^ 
Thou  ^  the  patriarch's  ladder,  reaching  heaven, 
And  bright  with  beckoning  angels  ;  but,  ala;) ! 
We  see  thee,  like  the  patriarch,  but  in  dreams. 
By  the  first  step,  duU  slumbering  on  the  earth. 

Bulu>tT  Lytton,  Bieielieu. 
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PHLB&XATIG. 

A  man  whose  blood 

Is  yeiy  snow-broth.  8h,  Id.fw  Jf.  i.  5. 

Cold  M  the  turkies  oofSu'd  up  in  orost.  Shirley^  The  Sisters. 
FHBXVOLOeT. 

Tis  stranee  how  like  a  veiy  dnnce, 

Man — ^witn  his  bumps  upon  his  sconce, 

Has  liyed  so  long,  and  jet  no  knowledge  he 

Has  had,  till  lately,  of  phrenology — 

A  science  that  by  simple  dint  of 

Head-eombing  he  should  find  a  hint  of, 

When  scratching  o  er  those  little  pole-hills. 

The  faculties  throw  up  like  mole-hills.      Sood,  (Craniology.) 

We  may  know  by  the  head  on  Cupid's  seal, 

What  impression  the  heart  will  take  ; 

If  shallow  the  head,  oh !  how  soon  we  feel 

What  a  poor  impression  'twill  make.  Thos,  Moore. 

Ko  more  need  we  fly  the  bright  glances 

Whence  Cupid  shot  arrows  of  yore ; 

To  skulls  let  us  limit  our  fancies. 

And  lore  by  the  bumps  we  explore ! 

Oh,  now  we  can  teU  in  a  minute 

What  fate  will  be  ours  when  we  wed ; 

The  heart  has  no  passion  within  it 

That  is  not  engrayed  on  the  head.  Literary  Gazette. 

PHYSIO,  PHTSI0IAK8 — ne  Boetors,  Kodldne. 

Throw  physic  to  the  dogs,  I'll  none  of  it.        8h.  Mach.  v.  .3. 

I  do  remember  an  apothecary,—* 

And  hereabouts  he  dwells, — ^whom  late  I  noted 

In  tatter'd  weeds,  with  orerwhelming  brows, 

Culling  of  simples  ;  meagre  were  his  looks, 

Sharp  miseiy  nad  worn  him  to  the  bones,         8h.  Bom.  v.  1. 

A  wise  physician,  skill'd  our  wounds  to  heal, 

la  more  than  armies  to  the  public  weal.  Pope,  Iliad,  xi.  636. 

This  is  the  way  physicians  mend  or  end  us, 

Secundem  artem  :— but  although  we  sneer 

In  health— when  ill,  we  call  them  to  attend  us, 

Without  the  least  propensity  to  jeer*  Byron,  D.  t/I  x.  42. 
FSTOOGVOXT— M»  Faoe. 

Your  face,  my  Thane,  is  as  a  book,  where  men 

May  read  strange  matters.  8h.  Mach.  i.  5. 

The  dcTil  damn  thee  black,  thou  cream-fac'd  loon  ! 

Where  got'st  thou  that  goose  look  F  8h.  Mach.  ▼.  3. 
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In  rain  we  fondly  strir  e  to  trace 

The  soul's  reflection  in  tlie  face ; 

In  yain  we  dwell  on  lines  and  crossef » 

Crooked  mouth,  or  short  proboscis  ; 

Boobies  hare  look'd  as  wise  and  bright 

As  Plato,  or  the  Stasyrite  ; 

And  many  a  sage  and  learned  skull 

Has  peep  d  through  windows  dark  and  dull.        Thos.  Moore, 

*'  These  beer  shops/'  quoth  Barnabas,  speaking  in  alt, 

**  Are  ruinous  ^down  with  the  growers  of  malt !" 

"  Too  true,"  answers  Ben,  with  a  shake  of  the  head, 

"  Wberever  they  congregate,  honesty's  dead. 

That  beer  breeds  dishonesty  causes  no  wonder, 

'Tis  nurtured  in  crime-*-'tis  concocted  in  plunder  ; 

In  Kent,  while  surrounded  by  flourishing  crops, 

I  saw  a  rogue  picking  a  pocket  of  hops."  JTamct  Smitk. 

FIXrT~-M0  Devotion,  Beligion. 
Why  shoTild  not  piety  be  made. 
As  well  as  equity,  a  trade, 
And  men  get  money  by  dcTotion, 
As  well  as  making  of  a  motion ; 
B'  allowed  to  pray  upon  conditions, 
As  well  as  suitors  in  petitions ; 
And  in  a  congregation  pray, 
19^0  less  than  a  chancery,  for  pay?     Builer,  Much  l%(mfflU, 

True  piety  is  cheerM  as  the  day,  , 

Will  weep  indeed,  and  heave  a  pitring  groan 

For  others' woes,  but  smiles  upon  ner  own.  Cowper.  > 

Some  feelings  are  to  mortals  given  ' 

With  less  of  earth  in  them  than  heaven.    SeoU^  I/od^f  n.  22.  | 

naicnu.        ,    ^  i 

Pigmies  are  pigmies  st£Q,  tliougli  perched  on  Alns, 

And  pyrami<u  are  pyramids  in  vales.     Young,  A^  T.  Ti.  909. 

FILRBni0. 

Small  habits  well  pursued  betimes 

May  reach  the  dignity  of  crimes.   SatiMak  Moore,  Bo*  Bleu. 

FDr. 

See,  a  pin  is  there, 
A  pin  a  day  will  fetch  a  groat  a  year.  King,  Ariqf  Cookery,  40^ 
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PITT-- M0  Charityy  Oompattioii,  Meroy. 

How  sometimes  nature  will  betray  its  folly, 

Its  tenderness  !  and  make  itself  a  pastime 

To  harder  bosoms.  8h.  Wlni,  T.  i.  2. 

No  law  of  God  or  man  : 
"So  beast  so  fierce,  but  knows  some  touch  of  pity.iS'A.£»6.ii/.i,2. 

Pity  is  the  virtue  of  the  law. 
And  none  but  tyrants  use  it  cruelly.  8h,  2\mon,  iii.  5. 

Take  heed  of  pity  :  pity  hath  undone 

Thousands  of  gentle  natures  in  our  sex  ; 

For  pit^  is  sworn  servant  unto  love  ; 

And  this  be  sure,  wherever  it  begin 

To  make  the  way,  it  lets  the  master  in.  Daniel. 

They  would  your  virdn  soul  tojpity  move. 
And  pity  may  at  last  be  chang'd  to  love. 

Po^ret,  Fortunate  Complaint, 

Pity's  akin  to  love  ;  and  every  thought 
Of  that  soft  kind  is  welcome  to  my  soul. 

Soutkemoy  Oroonoko,  ii.  1. 
A  generous  warmth  opens  the  hero's  soul. 
And  soft  compassion  flows  where  courage  dwells. 

CA,  Johnsont  Medaa. 
The  generous  heart, 
Should  scom  a  pleasure  whi<m  gives  others  pain. 

2^4)inson,  Sopkonisha,  v.  2. 

No  radiant  pearl  which  crested  fortune  wears, 

No  gem  that,  twinkling,  han^s  from  beauty's  ears. 

Not  the  bright  stars  wmch  night's  blue  arch  adorn. 

Nor  risinff  suns  that  gild  the  vernal  mom. 

Shine  wim  such  lustre  as  the  tear  that  treaks 

For  others'  woe  down  virtue's  manly  cheeks.  Darwin, 

Soft  pity  never  leaves  the  gentle  breast 

Where  love  has  been  received  a  welcome  guest.       Sheridan, 

What  gem  hath  dropp'd,  and  sparkles  o'er  his  chain, 
!nie  tear  most  sacred,  shed  for  others'  pain, 
That  starts  at  once,  bright,  clear,  from  pity's  mine. 
Already  polish'd  by  the  hand  divine.  Byron. 

The  truly  brave  are  soft  of  heart  and  eyes, 
And  feel  for  what  their  duty  bids  them  do.  Byron,  Doge,  v.  2. 

o  o  2 
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FLACB^jM  MLoe. 
O  place  and  greatness  1  millions  of  fidse  eyes 
Are  stuck  upon  thee  ;  volumes  of  reports 
Bun  with  these  false  and  most  contrarious  quests 
Upon  thy  doings  :  thousand  'scapes  of  wit 
llake  thee  the  father  of  their  idle  dreams. 
And  rack  thee  in  their  fancies.  £Sk.  M.for  Jf.  n.  1* 

To  hold  a  place 
In  ooinncil,  which  was  once  esteem'd  an  honour. 
And  a  reward  for  virtue,  hath  quite  lost 
Lustre  and  reputation,  and  is  inade 
A  mercenary  purchase.  Miumger, 

PLA0IABISK. 

The  world's  as  full  of  curious  wit 
Which  Hiose,  that  father,  never  writ, 
As  'tis  of  bastards,  which  the  sot 
And  cuckold  owns,  that  ne'er  begot. 

BtUlery  8ai.  an  Flagiariei,  7. 
Next,  o'er  his  books  his  eyes  be^an  to  roll. 
In  pleasing  memoiy  of  all  he  stole. 
How  here  ne  sipp'd,  how  there  he  plundered  snug, 
And  suck'd  all  o  er,  like  an  industrious  bug.  Pope,  Dsse.  127* 

PLAei7E8. 

All  those  places  which  earth  and  air  had  brooded 

First  on  inferior  creatures  tried  their  force. 

And  last  they  seised  on  man.  Lee  and  Bryden. 

PLAT,  PLATERS— Mi  Aetors,  Age,  Oamhliiig. 

A  strutting  plaver,— whose  conceit 
Lies  in  his  hamstring,  and  doth  think  it  rich 
To  hear  the  wooden  dialogue  and  sound 
'Twizt  his  stretched  footing  and  the  scaffoldage.  iSS.  Troil  1.3. 

What's  Hecuba  to  him,  or  he  to  Hecuba, 

That  he  should  weep  for  her  P    What  would  he  do^ 

Had  he  the  motive  and  the  cue  for  passion 

That  I  have  P    He  would  drown  the  stage  with  tears. 

And  cleave  the  general  ear  with  horrid  speech ; 

Make  mad  the  guiliy,  and  appal  the  free. 

Confound  the  i^orant,  and  amaze,  indeed. 

The  very  faculties  of  eyes  and  ears.  8k,  Ram,  n.  % 

In  play,  there  are  two  pleasures  for  jovct  choosing, 

The  one  is  winning,  and  the  other  losing.  B^rom,  3,  J.  xiv.l^ 
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mASVe,  PL1A8UBX-«M  XztnttM,  Bxmtjt,  HAM. 
All  delights  are  yain ;  but  that  most  vain, 
"Wlikhy  with  pain  pozclias'd,  doth  inherit  pain. 

Pleasure  and  rerenge 
Hare  ean  more  deaf  than  adders,  to  the  Toioe 
Of  any  tree  decision.  8k.  IMl.  n.  8. 

Short  is  the  course  of  ereij  lawless  pleasure ; 
Chriefy  like  a  shade,  on  all  its  footstens  waits. 
Scarce  yisible  in  joy's  meridian  hei^nt. 
Bat  downwards,  as  its  Uase  declining  speeds. 
The  dwarfish  shadow  to  a  giant  spreads.  MUion* 

Approach  lore's  awfbl  throne  by  jnst  degrees. 
And  if  thou  woold'st  be  happy,  le«m  to  please. 

Prior,  Solamath  u.  866. 
Heanire,  or  wrong  or  rightly  understood. 
Our  gresdtest  evil,  or  oar  greatest  good.    Tope,  B.  Jf.  ii.  91. 

Unmor'd  though  witlings  sneer,  and  rirals  rail ; 
Studious  to  please,  yet  not  ashun'd  to  fail. 

Johnion^  Proloffue  to  ike  Tragedy  tf  Irene. 
Not  eren  pleasure  to  excess  is  good : 
What  most  elates,  then  sinks  the  sonl  as  low : 
When  springtide  icy  poors  in  with  copious  flood. 
The  higher  still  tne  exalting  billows  now. 
And  futher  back  a^ain  they  flagging  ffo. 
And  leaye  as  groylmg  on  the  djn»ary  shore. 

ThomsoHj  Caetle  qf  Indolence,  I.  63. 
Death  treads  in  pleasure's  footsteps  round  Uie  world. 
When  pleasure  treads  the  paths  which  reason  shuns. 

Towng,  N.  T.  y.  863. 
Whate'er  the  motiye,  pleasure  is  the  mark : 
For  her  the  black  assassin  draws  his  sword ; 
For  her  dark  statesmen  trim  their  midnight  lamp ; 
For  her  the  saint  abstains,  the  miser  staires ; 
The  stoic  proud,  for  pleasure,  pleasure  scorns ; 
For  her  affliction's  daughters  grief  indulge. 
And  find,  or  hope,  a  luxury  in  tears  ;— 
For  her,  guilt,  sname,  toil,  danger,  we  defy.        Young,  N,  T. 
A  man  of  pleasure  is  a  man  of  pains.  Young,  N.  T.  yiii.  793. 
All  pleasures  are  like  poppies  spread, 
You  seize  the  flower,  its  bloom  is  shed ; 
Or  like  the  snow  falls  on  the  riyor, 
A  moment  whiter-then  melts  for  ever.  Bums,  Tarn  0*Sk.  59. 
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Mix  with  jour  gnre  desi^  a  litUe  pleasitte  ; 
Each  day  of  biuiness  has  its  hour  of  leisnre. 

Bickard  West,  Letter  T.  in  Mason's  Life  of  Greqf. 
The  youth,  who  bathes  in  pleasure's  limpid  streams. 
At  well  judg'd  internals,  feeUi  all  his  son! 
.    Nenr'd  with  recruited  strength ;  but  if  too  oft 
He  swims  in  sportive  mazes  thzoofj^  the  flood. 
It  chills  his  languid  Tirtue.  W.  Mason, 

Thongh  sages  may  ponr  oat  their  wisdom's  treasure. 
There  is  no  sterner  moralist  than  pleasure.  ByronJ).J,m.^o 
The  eyaporation  of  a  joyous  day 
Is  like  tne  last  glass  oi  chamj^agne,  without 
The  foam  which  made  its  yirsin  bumper  gay ; 
Or  like  a  system  coupled  with  a  doubt ; 
Or  like  a  soda  bottle  when  its  spray 
Has  sparkled  and  let  half  its  spirit  out : 
Or  like  a  billow  left  by  storms  oehind. 
Without  the  animation  of  the  wind.         Byron,  D.  J,  xvi.  9. 

Pleasure  that  comes  unlook'd  for  is  thrice  welcome. 

Sogers,  Itah/,  (Interview.) 
PLEBGX-iM  Toasts. 
Drink  to  me  only  with  thine  eyes, 
And  I  wiQ  pledge  with  mine ; 


Or  leave  a  kiss  but  in  the  cup, 

And  I'll  not  look  for  wine.   BenJonson,  The  Forest.  lb  Celia. 

PLOBDnro. 

Small  have  continual  plodders  ever  won, 
SSave  base  authority  from  others'  books.  Sk.  Love's  L.  Z.  1. 1. 
Some  stupid,  plodding,  money-loving  wight, 
Who  wins  their  hearts  by  knowing  Uack  from  white.  Young. 
PLOTS. 
O  think  what  anxious  moments  pass  between 
The  birth  of  plots,  and  their  last  fatal  periods  ! 
O  'tis  a  dreadful  interval  of  time, 
Fill'd  up  with  horror  all,  and  big  with  death.  Addison, 

PLOireH. 

In  ancient  times,  the  sacred  plough  employed 
The  kings,  and  awful  fathers  of  mankind : 
And  some,  with  whom  compared  your  insect-tribes 
Are  but  the  beings  of  a  summer's  day. 
Have  held  the  scale  of  empire,  ruled  the  storm 
Of  mighty  war ;  then,  witn  unwearied  hand> 
Disdaining  little  delicacies,  seized 
The  plough,  and  greatly  independent  Uved.  Thomson,  Sp.  58. 
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FLOTTOH— MM/tttiMf. 

He  that  bj  the  plonffh  would  tlmre, 

lOinself  must  either  nold  or  driye.  Frcmhlin^  Way  to  Wealth, 
70EXB,  PORBTy  POETS— «««  Tmagiwatioii,  Kiltoa,  ShakMpeaie, 

I  would  the  gods  had  made  thee  poetical.  5^  At  T,  L,  m.  8. 

I  had  rather  be  a  kitten,  and  err  mew, 

Than  one  of  these  same  metre  ballad-mongers  : 

I  had  rather  hear  a  brazen  canstick  tom'd, 

Or  a  dry  wheel  grate  on  the  axle-tree ; 

And  that  would  set  my  teeth  nothing  on  edge, 

Nothing  so  much  as  mincing  poetry ; 

'Tis  like  the  forc'd  gait  of  a  shuffling  nag.  8h.Ren.zr,  2,  lu.l. 

Those  who  write  in  rhyme  still  make 
The  one  verse  for  the  other's  sake ; 
And  one  for  sense,  and  one  for  rhyme, 
I  think's  sufficient  at  one  time.  JBuder,  Hud.  2,  i.  23. 

It  is  not  poetry  that  makes  men  poor ; 

For  few  do  write  that  were  not  so  before. 

And  those  that  have  writ  best,  had  they  been  rich. 

Had  ne'er  been  seized  with  a  poetic  itcn  ; 

Had  Wed  their  ease  too  well  to  take  the  pains 

To  undergo  that  drudgery  of  brains ; 

But  being  for  all  other  trades  unfit. 

Only  t'  avoid  being  idle  set  up  wit.  Butler,  MieeeL  Thoughie, 

As  wine,  that  with  its  own  weight  runs,  is  best. 

And  counted  much  more  noble  than  the  press'd. 

So  is  that  poetry,  whose  generous  strains 

Flow  without  servile  study,  art,  or  pains.   lh»  Misc.  Thoughte. 

Who  first  found  out  that  curse, 
T'  imprison  and  confine  his  thoughts  in  verse. 
To  hang  so  dull  a  clog  upon  the  wit, 
And  make  Ids  reason  to  nis  rhyme  submit.  Butler. 

Though  poets  may  of  inspiration  boast, 

Their  rage,  ill-governed,  in  the  clouds  is  lost.  Waller. 

Poets  lose  half  the  praise  tiiey  should  have  got. 

Could  it  be  known  what  they  discreetly  blot.  Waller, 

Illustrious  acts  high  raptures  do  infxise. 

And  every  conqueror  creates  a  muse.    lb.  Pan.  on  Cromwell. 

Thespis,  the  first  professor  of  our  art. 

At  country  wakes  sung  ballads  horn  a  cart. 

Dryden,  Prol.  to  Lee*$  Sophonitba^ 
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FOXKI,  POITBT,  POETS— eoHftiNMi: 
Poor  shtYes  in  metre,  dull  and  addle-pated, 
Who  rhyme  below  e'en  David's  psalms  translated. 

Drvden,  Absalom  and  AehUopJieU  "•  ^• 
Although  hearen  made  nim  poor,  with  reyerence  speaking. 
He  never  was  a  poet  of  God!^s  making : 
The  midwife  laia  her  hand  on  his  thick  skull. 
With  this  prophetic  blessing — ^Be  thou  dull ; 
Drink,  swear,  and  roar,  forbear  no  lewd  delight 
Rt  for  thy  bulk ;  do  anything  but  write.  Dryden,  lb,  U.  473. 
Fame  from  science,  not  from  fortune,  draws. 
80  poetry,  which  is  in  Oxford  made 
An  art,  in  London  only  is  a  trade. 
There  haughty  dunces,  whose  unlearned  pen 
Could  ne'er  spell  grammar,  would  be  reading  men. 
Such  build  their  poems  the  Lucretian  way ; 
80  many  huddled  atoms  make  a  play ; 
And  if  they  hit  in  order  by  some  chance, 
They  call  tnat  nature,  which  is  ignorance. 

Dryden^  Prol  delivered  at  Oxford,  27. 
Of  those  few  fools,  who  with  ill  stars  are  curst. 
Sure  scribbling  fools,  call'd  poets,  fare  the  worst ; 
For  they  're  a  set  of  fools  which  fortune  makes. 
And  after  she  has  made  them  fools,  forsakes.  Congrtoe, 

Pegasus,  a  nearer  way  to  take. 
May  boldly  deviate  from  the  common  track. 
From  vulgar  bounds  with  brave  disorder  part. 
And  snatcn  a  grace  beyond  the  reach  of  art.  Pope^S^Ci-^^' 
Where'er  you  find  "  the  cooling  western  breeze," 
In  the  next  line,  it  "  whispers  through  the  trees  :" 
If  crystal  streams  ''  with  pleasing  murmurs  creep," 
The  reader's  threaten'd  (not  in  vam)  with  "  sleep."    B>  3*19. 
True  ease  in  writing  comes  from  art,  not  chance. 
As  those  move  easiest  who  have  learned  to  dance. 
'Tis  not  enough  no  harshness  gives  offence ; 
The  sound  must  seem  an  echo  to  the  sense. 
Soft  is  the  strain  when  zephyr  gently  blows, 
And  the  smooth  stream  in  smoother  numbers  flows ; 
But  when  loud  surges  lash  the  sounding  shore. 
The  hoarse  rou^h  verse  should  like  the  torrent  roar. 
When  Ajax  strives  some  rock's  vast  weight  to  throw. 
The  line  too  labours,  and  the  words  move  slow ; 
Not  so,  when  swift  Camilla  scours  the  plain. 
Flies  o'er  th'  unbending  com,  and  skims  along  the  main. 

Pope,  :E.  C.  II.  361. 
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"What  woM  stuff  this  madrigal  wotdd  be. 

In  some  starred  hackney  sonnetteer,  or  me  P 

But  let  a  lord  oDce  own  the  happy  Ibies, 

How  the  wit  brightens  1  how  the  style  refines  1  Pop0,S,CAlB. 

Q^e  dog-star  vages  I  nay,  'tis  past  a  doabt, 
AU  Be<uam  or  Famassns  is  let  out : 
Fire  in  each  eje,  and  papers  in  each  hand. 
They  rare,  recite,  and  madden  round  the  land. 

Pope,  Ep.  to  JrMhnoi,  8. 

Is  there  a  parson  much  bemused  in  beer, 

A  maudlin  poetess,  a  rhyming  peer, 

A  cleric  foredoomed  his  father^s  soul  to  cross, 

Who  pens  a  stansa  when  he  should  engross  P 

All  fly  to  Twit'nam,  and  in  humble  strain, 

Apply  to  me  to  keep  them  mad  or  vain.  Pope,  lb.  16. 

As  yet  a  child,  nor  yet  a  fool  to  fame, 

I  lisped  in  numbers,  for  the  numbers  came.       Pope,  lb.  127. 

Curs'd  be  the  Terse,  how  well  soe'er  it  flow. 

That  tends  to  make  one  worthy  man  my  foo. 

Give  yirtue  scandal,  innocence  a  fear. 

Or  from  the  soft-ey'd  virgin  steal  a  tear  I  Pope,  lb.  284. 

He  who  now  to  sense,  now  nonsense,  leaning. 

Means  not,  but  blunders  round-about  a  meaning ; 

And  he  whose  ftistian's  so  sublimely  bad. 

It  is  not  poetry, but  prose  run  mad : 

All  these  my  modest  satire  bade  translate, 

And  own'd  that  nine  such  poets  made  a  Tate.  Pope,  lb.  185. 

Let  envy  howl,  while  heav'n's  whole  chorus  sings. 

And  bark  at  honour  not  confer'd  by  kings  ; 

Let  flatt'ry,  siok'ning,  see  the  incense  rise, 

Sweet  to  the  world,  and  grateM  to  the  skies  s 

Truth  guards  the  poet,  sanctifies  the  line. 

And  makes  immortal,  verse  as  mean  as  mine.  Pope. 

Ev'n  copious  Diyden  wanted,  or  forsot, 
The  last  and  greatest  art,  the  art  to  blot. 

Pope,  Imii.  qfSor.  2,  i.  280. 
Sages  and  chiefs  long  since  had  birth, 
Ere  C»sar  was,  or  Newton  nam'd ; 
These  rais'd  new  empires  o'er  the  earth, — 
And  those,  new  heav  ns  and  systems  fram'd ; 
Tain  was  the  chiefs',  the  sages'  pride ! 
They  had  no  poet,  and  they  diea«  Pvpe,^ 
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Stadions  he  sate,  with  all  his  books  aronnd, 

Sinking  from  thought  to  thought,  a  rast  profound ; 

Plunged  for  his  sense,  but  found  no  bottom  there ; 

Then  wrote,  and  floundered  on  in  mere  despair.  "Pcft, 

Care  in  poetry  must  still  be  had. 
It  asks  discretion  e'en  in  running  mad.  To^ 

Now  times  are  chang'd,  and  one  poetic  itch 
Has  seiz'd  the  court  and  ciiy,  poor  and  rich : 
Sons,  sires,  and  grandsires,  all  will  wear  the  bays, 
Our  wires  read  Milton,  and  our  daughters  Plays  ; 
To  theatres  and  to  rehearsals  throng, 
And  all  our  grace  at  table  is  a  Song. 

Tcipe^  Imit,  qfSor.  2,  i.  169. 
Widely  extensire  is  the  poet's  aim, 
And  in  each  verse  he  draws  a  bill  on  fame. 

Lad^  WinckoUee^  io  Pope. 
Then,  risin^i^  with  Aurora's  light, 
The  Muse  myok'd,  sit  down  to  write ; 
Blot  out,  correct,  insert,  refine. 
Enlarge,  diminish,  interline ; 
Be  mmdful,  when  inrention  fails, 
To  scratch  your  head,  and  bite  your  nails.  Swifi,  0»  Poetry,  85. 

A  poem's  life  and  death  dependeth  still 

Not  on  the  poet's  wits,  but  reader's  will.    AUxander  Brome, 

Bead,  meditate,  reflect,  grow  wise— in  rain ; 

Try  every  help,  force  fire  from  every  spark ; 

Yet  shall  you  ne'er  the  poet's  jwwer  attain, 

K  heaven  ne'er  stamp'a  you  with  the  muses'  mark.  A.  IRil. 

The  bards,  nor  think  too  lightly  that  I  mean 
Those  little,  piddling  withngs,  who  o'erween 
Of  tiieir  small  parts,  the  Murphys  of  the  stage, 
Ths  Masons  and  the  Whiteheads  of  the  age. 
Who  all  in  raptures  their  own  works  rehearse. 
And  drawl  out  measured  prose,  which  they  call  verse. 

Churchill,  Independence, 
When  the  mad  fit  comes  on,  I  seize  the  pen 
Bough  as  they  run,  rapid  thoughts  set  down. 
Bough  as  they  run,  discharge  ihem  on  the  town ; 
Hence  rude,  unfinish'd  brats,  before  their  time, 
Are  bom  into  the  idle  world  of  rhyme, 
And  the  poor  slattern  muse  is  brought  to  bed, 
With  all  ner  imperfections  on  her  hetLd.Churehill,Goiham,u, 
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poms,  POSTBT,  FOXTS^AMtfufiMf. 
All  other  trades  demand.  Terse-makers  beg ; 
A  dedication  is  a  wooden  leg.  Young ,  Love  pfFame^^ 

There  is  a  pleasure  in  poetic  pains. 

Which  poets  only  know.  Cowpert  Toik,  u.  285. 

Ferrency,  fireedom,  fluency  of  thoaehti 

Hazmony,  strength,  words  exquisitely  soneht ; 

Fancy,  that  from  the  bow  that  spans  the  sky. 

Brings  colours  dipp'd  in  hearen,  that  neyer  die  ; 

A  soul  exalted  above  earth ;  a  mind 

Skill'd  in  the  characters  that  form  mankind.  Cowper. 

A  great  deal,  my  dear  lieffe,  depends 

On  haying  cleyer  bards  for  friends : 

What  had  Achilles  been  without  his  Homer  P 

A  tailor,  woollen-draper,  or  a  comber  P  Peter  Pindar, 

The  man  who  printeth  his  poetic  fits. 

Into  the  public's  mouth  his  head  commits.        Peter  Pindar, 

Sweet  are  the  pleasures  that  to  Terse  belong. 
And  doubly  sweet  a  brotherhood  in  song. 

Keate,  En,  to  &.  F,  Mathetoe, 
Thou  shalt  belieye  in  Milton,  Dryden,  Pope ; 
Thou  shalt  not  set  up  Wordsworth,  Coleridge,  Southey ; 
Because  the  first  is  crazed  beyond  all  hope. 
The  second  drunk,  the  third  so  quaint  and  mouthey  : 
With  Crabbe  it  may  be  difficult  to  cope.   Byron^  D,  J,  i.  205. 

He  lied  with  such  a  ferroux'  of  intention—- 

There  was  no  doubt  he  eam'd  his  laureate  pension.  lb,  iii.  80. 

Qyid's  a  rake,  as  half  his  yerses  show  him, 

Anacreon's  morals  are  a  still  worse  sample, 

Catullus  scarcely  has  a  decent  poem, 

I  don't  think  Sappho's  Ode  a  good  example. 

Although  Longinus  tells  us  there  is  no  hymn, 

Where  the  sufiime  soars  forth  on  wings  more  ample : 

But  Virgil's  songs  are  pure,  except  that  horrid  one 

Beginning  with^ ''  Formosum  Pastor  Corydon." 

Lucretius  irreligion  is  too  strong 

For  eariy  stomachs,  to  prore  wholesome  food ; 

I  can't  help  thinking  Juyenal  was  wrong, 

Although  no  doubt  nis  real  intent  was  good, 

For  speakinff  out  so  plainly  in  his  song. 

So  much  indeed  as  to  be  downright  rude ; 

And  then  what  proper  person  can  be  partial 

To  all  those  nauseous  epigrams  of  Martial  P  Byron,  2>.  J,  i.  42. 
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Nothing  BO  difficult  as  a  beginning 

In  poeiy,  unless  perhaps  the  end ; 

For  oftentimes  when  Fejj^asus  seems  winning 

The  nee,  he  sprains  a  wmg ,  and  down  we  tend. 

Like  Lacifer,  when  hnrl'd  m>m  hearen  for  sinning. 

Onr  sin  the  same,  and  hard  as  his  to  mend. 

Being  pride,  which  leads  the  mind  to  soar  too  far. 

Till  onr  own  weakness  shows  ns  what  we  are.  B^^rothDJ'.rr.L 

All  are  not  moralists,  like  Sonthey,  when 

He  prated  to  the  world  "  Pantisoorasy ;" 

Olr  W  ordflworth  nnexcised,  nnhired,  who  then 

Season'd  his  pedlar  poems  with  democracy; 

Or  Coleridge,  lon^  before  his  fl^htypen 

Lent  to  the  Monung  Post  its  aristocracy ; 

When  he  and  Southey,  following  the  same  path. 

Espoused  two  partners  (milliners  of  Bath). 

Such  names  at  present  cut  a  convict  figure. 

The  very  Botany  Bay  in  moral  f^eography ; 

Their  loyal  treason,  renegado  vu^our. 

Are  good  manure  for  their  more  bare  biography.  lb.  zu.lOO-lOi 

When  the  sons  of  song  descend  to  trade, 
Their  bays  are  sere,  their  former  laurelB  fade. 
Let  such  forego  the  poet's  sacred  name. 
Who  rack  their  brains  for  lucre  not  for  fame. 

Byron,  JEngluk  Sards  and  Scotch  Seviewen 

Which  deserves  the  laurel,  rhyme  or  blank  P 
Which  holds  on  Helicon  the  highest  rankP-* 
Let  squabbling  critics  by  themselyes  dispute 
This  point,  as  puzzling  as  a  chancery  suit.  Bifron^  ImUatiomt, 

Though  my  lines  should  only  line  portmanteaus. 
Trade  will  l>e  all  the  better  for  these  cantos.       Byron,  D.  /. 
Call  it  not  rain :— they  do  not  err. 
Who  say,  that,  when  the  poet  dies. 
Mute  nature  mourns  her  worshipper. 
And  celebrates  his  obsequies  ; 
Who  say,  tall  cliff,  and  cayem  lone. 
For  the  departed  bard  make  moan ; 
That  mountains  weep  in  crystal  liU ; 
That  flowers  in  tears  of  baun  distil ; 
Through  his  loyed  groyes  that  breezes  sigh, 
And  oaks,  in  deeper  groan,  reply ; 
And  riyers  teach  their  rushing  waye 
To  murmur  dirges  round  his  grave.  ScoU^  Lag  y.  1- 
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Ne'er 

Was  flattery  lost  <m  poet's  ear : 
A  simple  race!  they  waste  their  toil 
P<»  ih(B  Tain  tribute  of  a  smile.  8eoUp  Lay,  it.  8S« 

"When  some  mad  bard  sits  down  to  muse 
Aboat  the  lilies  and  the  dews» 
The  grassy  Tales  and  sloping  lawns, 
Esiries  and  satyrs,  nTmpns  and  fawnsi 
He's  ant  to  think,  he  s  apt  to  swear. 
That  Copld  reigns  not  anT  where, 
Sxeept  m  some  sequester  d  Tillage, 
Where  peasants  live  on  truth  and  tillage. 
That  none  are  fiiir  enough  for  witches 
But  maids  who  frisk  through  dells  and  ditches, 
That  dreams  are  twice  as  sweet  as  dances, 
That  cities  ncTcr  breed  romances. 
That  beauty  always  keeps  a  cottage. 
And  purity  grows  pale  on  pottage.     Praed,  Love  ai  a  Bout 

Blessings  be  with  them,  and  eternal  praise. 
The  poets  who  on  earth  haTc  made  us  heirs 
Of  truth,  and  pure  delight,  by  heaTenly  lays.      Wardtworih, 

Take  the  sweet  poetrr  of  life  away. 

And  what  remains  benind  F  Wordaworih. 

A  pretty  kind  of— sort  of— kind  of  thinz, 
IVot  much  a  Terse,  and  poem  none  at  all. 

Leiffk  Bunt,  A  l%augki  or  Uoo. 
Poets  are  all  who  lore,  who  feel  great  truths 
And  teU  them ;  and  the  truth  of  truths  is  Iotc.  BaUeyJ^iut. 

Poetry  is  itself  a  thing  of  Grod; 

He  made  his  prophets  poets,  and  the  more 

We  feel  of  poesy,  do  we  become 

Like  Qod  in  lore  and  power— under  makers.    Bailey  Festiu, 

With  eyes  of  wonder  the  say  shelTes  behold. 

Poets,  all  rags  aliTc,  now  dad  in  gold ; 

In  life  and  death  one  common  fate  they  share, 

And  on  their  backs  still  all  their  riches  wear.  Anon. 

MXTIAUBXAIB. 

In  twice  Etc  years  the  ''greatest  liTing  poet," 
Like  to  the  champion  in  the  fisty  ring, 
Is  called  on  to  support  his  claim,  or  snow  it, 
Although  'tis  an  imaginary  thing. 
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POET  LkmMkTJ^—cofUinued, 

Eren  I— albeit  I'm  sore  I  did  not  know  it, 
Nor  souffht  of  foolscap  subjects  to  be  king.— 
Was  reckoned,  a  considerable  time, 
The  grand  Napoleon  of  the  realms  of  rhyme. 

Byron,  D,  J.  ii.  ^. 

POLAB  ATnucnov. 

So  tarns  the  faithful  needle  to  the  pole, 

Though  mountains  rifle  between,  and  oceans  roll.       Barmn, 

POLAB  SZPXDinOV. 

Ill  fares  the  bark  with  trembling  wretches  charged. 
That,  tost  amid  the  floating  fragments,  moors 
Beneath  the  shelter  of  an  icy  isle. 
While  night  o'erwhelms  the  sea,  and  horror  looks 
More  horrible.    Can  human  force  endure 
The  assembled  mischiefs  that  besiege  them  round  F 
Heart-gnawing  hunger,  fainting  weariness. 
The  roar  of  wmds  and  waves,  the  crush  of  ice. 
Now  ceasing,  now  renewed  with  louder  rage. 
And  in  dire  echoes  bellowing  round  th^  main. 

Thornton,  WinUr,  1001 
Ah  I  whither  now  are  fled 
Those  dreams  of  greatness  P  those  unsullied  hopes 
Of  happiness  P  those  longings  after  fame  P 
Those  restless  cares  P  those  dust  bustling  days  P 
Those  gay-spent,  festive  nights  P  those  veering  thoughts, 
Lost  between  good  and  ill,  that  shared  th^  life  ? 
All  now  are  vanished  !    Virtue  sole  survives, 
Immortal  never-failing  friend  of  man, 
His  guide  to  happiness  on  high.  Thomson,  Winter,  1033. 

POLEMICS. 

He  could  raise  scruples  dark  and  nice, 

And,  after,  solve  'em  in  a  trice ; 

As  if  divinity  had  oatch'd 

The  itch  on  purpose  to  be  scratch' d.  JSutler,  Hud. 

POLITENSBS. 
Ofl*  goes  his  bonnet  to  an  oyster  wench.         8h.  Bic.ii.  1. 1 
And  when  a  lady's  in  the  case, 
You  know  all  otner  things  give  place.  Oojf,  Fable  i.  50; 

Study  with  care  politeness,  that  must  teach 
The  modish  forms  of  gesture  and  of  speech ; 
In  vain  formality,  with  matron  mien 
And  pertness,  apes  her  wit^  familiar  grin. 
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They  against  nstoie  fer  applauses  siraiii, 
Distort  thesuelTes,  and  give  all  others  pain. 
She  moTes  with  easy,  though  with  measured  pace. 
And  shows  no  part  of  study  but  the  grace ; 
Xet  e'en  by  this,  man  is  but  half  refined, 
IJnlesa  philosophy  subdues  the  mind.  £UUli»gfflmi. 

V0L1TICIAH8,  P0LinC8-«M  Amlntian,  Statsansn. 
Nothing's  more  dull  and  negligent 
Than  an  old  lazy  goyemment ; 
That  knows  no  interest  of  state, 
But  such  as  seryes  a  present  strait, 
And  to  piU»h  up,  or  shift,  will  close, 
Or  break  alike,  with  fiiends  or  foes ; 
That  runs  behmd  hand,  and  has  spent 
Its  credit  to  the  last  extent ; 
And  the  first  time  'tis  at  a  loss. 

Has  not  one  true  Mend,  nor  one  cross.  BiUler,Miie,  TkaugAtt. 
As  politic  as  those,  who,  when  the  moon 
As  bright  and  glorious  in  a  riyer  shone. 
Threw  casting-nets,  with  equal  cunning  at  her. 
To  catch  her  with,  and  pull  her  out  o'  th'  water. 

Butler,  Blephani  in  the  Moon. 

Ayrnd  the  politic,  the  factions  fool. 

The  busy,  ouzzing,  talking,  harden'd  knaye : 

The  quaint  smoom  rogue,  that  sins  against  his  reason, 

Calls  saucy  loud  perdition  public  zeal. 

And  mutiny  the  dictates  of  his  spirit.  Oiway, 

Dull  rogues  affect  the  politician's  part, 

And  learn  to  nod,  and  smile,  and  shrug  with  art  ;— 

Who  nothing  has  to  lose,  the  war  bewails ; 

And  he,  who  nothing  pays,  at  taxes  rails.  Congreve. 

Fearfully  wise  he  shakes  his  empty  head, 

And  deals  out  empires  as  he  deals  out  thread.  Churehill,  Night, 

All  would  be  deem'd,  e'en  from  the  cradle,  fit 

To  rule  in  politics,  as  well  as  wit ; 

The  graye,  the  gay,  the  fopling,  and  the  dunce, 

Start  up  (God  Uess  us  !)  statesmen  all  at  once !       Churclilll, 

A  politician,  Froteus-like,  must  alter 

His  face  and  habit ;  and,  like  water,  seem 

Of  the  same  colour  that  the  yessel  is 

That  doth  contain  it,  yarying  his  form. 

With  the  chameleon,  at  each  object's  change.  Muion, 
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POUnOIAVS.  P0LinC8-Am<MifMf. 

Where  Tillage  Btatesmen  talk'd  with  looks  profound. 

And  news  much  older  than  their  ale  went  round. 

Qoldimm,  Duerted  TtUage,  823. 
POKP. 

What  is  pomp,  role,  reign,  but  earth  and  dnst  P 

And,  live  we  now  we  can,  yet  die  we  must.  8h.  Hen.  VL  %  t.  & 
POPX-^M0  Satire. 

If  limbs  unbroken,  skin  without  a  stain, 

Unwhipt,  unblanketed,  unkioked,  unslain, 

That  wretched  little  carcass  yon  retain, 

The  reason  is  not  that  the  world  wants  eyes, 

But  thou'rt  so  mean,  they  see,  and  they  despise  ! 

Lad^  M.  W.  Montagu,  ImU.  of  Ear.  i.  8. 
POPXBT. 

For  as  the  pope,  that  keeps  the  gate 

Of  heaven,  wears  three  crowns  of  state ; 

80  he  that  keeps  the  gate  of  hell. 

Proud  Cerb'rus,  wears  three  heads  as  well ; 

And,  if  the  world  has  any  troth, 

Some  have  been  canonis'd  in  both.      Butler^  Sud.  3,  u-  ^^' 

O  that  the  free  would  stamp  the  impious  name 

Of  Pope  into  the  dust  I  or  write  it  there, 

60  that  this  blot  upon  the  pa^e  of  fame 

Were  as  a  serpent  s  path,  which  the  light  air 

Erases,  and  the  flat  sands  dose  behind  I  SkeUtjf* 

POPLAS. 

The  poplar  there 

Shoots  up  its  s^ire,  and  shakes  its  leaves  i'  the  sun 

Fantastical,  while  round  its  slender  base 

Eambles  the  sweet-breathed  woodbine.         Barfy  Cornwall. 
POPULABITT,  POPULACE— <M  Mob,  People. 
I  love  the  people. 

But  do  not  like  to  stage  me  to  their  eyes  : 

Though  it  do  well,  I  do  not  relish  well 

Their  loud  applause  and  aves  vehement ; 

Not  do  1  thinlc  the  man  of  safe  discretion 

That  does  affect  it.  8h.  M.for  M.  1. 1 

You  would  have  thought  the  very  windows  spake, 

So  many  greedy  looks  of  voun^  and  old 

Through  casements  dartea  their  desiring  eyes 

Upon  his  visage.  8h.  Bie.  n.r.  8. 

An  habitation  giddy  and  unsure 

Hath  he,  that  buildeth  on  the  vulgar  heart.  Sk.  Hen.  ir,  l,n.3« 


Digitized  by  VjOOQiC 


POPVLABITTy  POPT^ACS.  465 

P0!P1JLABIT7,  TOTULAOSi—eotUmuMl. 

Er'iy  wretch  piniiig  and  pale  before, 

Beholding  him,  plucks  comfort  from  his  looks  ; 

A  lai^ess  muTersal,  like  the  sim. 

His  lib'ral  eye  doth  give  to  erery  one. 

Thawing  cold  fear.  8h,  Htn,  r.  Ckorui. 

O,  he  sits  high  in  all  the  people's  hearts  : 

And  that,  which  would  appear  offence  in  us, 

His  countenance,  like  richest  alchjmj, 

Will  change  to  Tirtue,  and  to  worthiness.       8h,  Jul.  C  x.  3, 

Your  affections  are 
A  sick  man's  appetite,  who  desires  most  that 
Which  would  mcrease  his  eviL    He  that  depends 
XJp6n  your  favours,  swims  with  fins  of  lead, 
And  hews  down  oaks  with  rushes.    Hang  ye  1    Trust  ye  P 
With  erery  minute  you  do  change  a  mind ; 
And  call  lum  noble,  that  was  now  your  hate, 
Him  Tile,  that  was  your  garland.  8h,  CorioL  i.  1. 

You  common  cry  of  curs  t  whose  breath  I  hate 

As  reek  o'  the  rotten  fens,  whose  lores  I  prize 

As  the  dead  carcasses  of  unburied  men 

That  do  oonupt  the  air.  8h.  CorioL  iii.  3. 

Our  slippery  people, 
Whose  lore  is  never  link'd  to  the  deserrer, 
Till  his  deserts  are  passed.  8h.  Ant,  {f  d^op- 1-  2* 

The  scum 
That  rises  upmost,  when  the  nation  boils.  Dryden,  Don.  8eb. 

Bare-headed,  popularly  low  he  bow'd. 

And  paid  the  salutations  of  the  crowd.  lb.  Pal,  ^Ar,  in.  1965. 

I  hare  no  taste 
Of  popular  applause :  the  noisy  praise 
Of  giady  crowds,  as  chang[eable  as  winds, 
Still  vehement,  and  still  without  a  cause ; 
Servants  to  chance,  and  blowing  in  the  tide 
Of  swoln  success ;  but,  veering  with  the  ebb. 
It  leaves  the  channel  dry.  Drydet^  Spanish  Friar, 

Almighty  crowd  I  thou  shortenest  all  dispute, 

Power  is  thy  essence,  wit  thy  attribute  I 

Nor  faith  nor  reason  make  thee  at  a  stay. 

Thou  leapest  o'er  all  eternal  truths  in  thy  Pindaric  way. 

Dryden,  Medal,  91. 
H  H 
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POPULABITT,  FOFUIAOS^«0M/ii»tMdL 
flifl  joy  ooncealed,  he  sets  himself  to  show,  * 
On  each  side  bowing  popularly  low : 
His  looks,  his  sestares,  and  his  words  he  frames, 
And  with  familiar  ease  repeats  their  names, 
Thus  formed  by  nature,  rarmshed  out  with  arts. 
He  glides  unfelt  into  their  secret  hearts. 

Dryden^  Absalom  and  Aehitopkel^  i.  688- 
Garse  on  his  yirtaes !  theyVe  undone  his  country. 
Such  popular  hnmanity  is  treason  1  Addison,  Caio* 

He  who  can  listen  pleas'd  to  such  applause. 
Buys  at  a  dearer  rate  than  I  dare  purchase. 
And  pays  for  idle  air  with  sense  and  virtue.  Malleti,  Mustapia, 

O  breath  of  public  praise, 
Short-liy'd  and  vain  !  oft  gain'd  without  desert. 
As  often  lost,  unmerited :  composed 
But  of  extremes.  Savard,  Begvhu* 

Oh,  popular  applause !  what  heart  of  man 
Is  proof  against  thy  sweet  seducing  charms  P 
The  wisest  and  the  best  feel  ureent  need 
Of  all  their  caution  in  thy  genuest  gales  ; 
But  swell'd  into  a  gust— who  then,  alas  ! 
With  all  his  canvas  set,  and  inexpert 
And  therefore  heedless,  can  withstand  thy  power  P 

Cowper^  Task,  n.  48L 
Some  shout  him,  and  some  hang  upon  his  car 
To  ^aae  in  's  eyes  and  bless  him.    Maidens  wave 
Their  'kerchiefs,  and  old  women  weep  for  joy; 
While  others  not  so  satisfied,  unhorse 
The  gilded  equipage,  and  tuniing  loose 
His  steeds,  usurp  a  place  they  well  deserve.  lb.  Task,  vi.  608. 

70BZKAITS— Mf  Beauty. 

But  her  eyes — 
How  could  he  see  to  do  them  P  having  made  one, 
Methinks,  it  should  have  power  to  steal  both  his, 
And  leave  itself  unftirmsh  d.  8h.  M,  qf  Ten.  m.  2. 

What  find  I  here  P 
Fair  Portia's  counterfeit  P    What  demi-god 
Hath  come  so  near  creation  P  8h.  M.  qfV,m,% 

Oood  heaven  I  that  sots  and  knaves  should  be  so  vain. 
To  wish  their  vile  resemblance  may  remain  1 
And  stand  recorded,  at  ^eir  own  request^ 
To  future  days  a  libel  or  a  jest !  Brjfdtn. 
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POMBMIOV. 

Wha,t  we  haye  we  prize  not  to  the  worth, 

Whiles  we  enjoy  it ;  but  being  laeked  and  lost, 

Why,  then  we  rack  the  yalue ;  then  we  find 

The  Yirtae,  that  possession  would  not  show  us 

Whiles  it  was  ours.  8k.  Jtf.  Ado,  iy.  1. 

Women  are  angels,  wooing  : 

Things  won  are  done,  joy's  sonl  lies  in  the  doing.  8h,  TroiL  i.  2. 

The  sweets  we  wish  for,  torn  to  loathed  sours, 

Eyen  in  the  moment  that  we  call  them  ours.  8k,B.  t^Lue,  124. 

Thus  haye  I  had  thee,  as  a  dream  doth  flatter ; 

In  sleep,  a  king ;  but  waking,  no  such  matter.         Sh.  Son.  67. 

Those  possessions  short-liyed  are, 

Into  the  which  we  come  by  war.  Herrieh,  Ketp,  128. 

FOSSnULiTV. 

All  may  do,  what  has  by  man  been  done.  Toung,  N,  T.  yi.  606. 
POVJUITT— «M  Apparel,  Ghaiitj,  Compassioa,  Death. 

His  raw-bone  cheeks  through  penury  and  pine 

Were  shrunk  into  his  jaws,  as  ne  did  never  dine. 

SpetiMer,  Fairy  Qimmi,  1,  iz.  35. 

WeQ  whiles  I  am  a  begf^ar,  I  will  rail. 

And  say, — ^there  is  no  sm,  but  to  be  rich ; 

And  bemg  rich,  my  yirtue  then  shall  be. 

To  say, — there  is  novice  but  beggary.        Sh.  K.  John,  n.  2. 

My  poverty,  but  not  my  will,  consents.  Sh.  Bom.  v.  1. 

Art  thou  so  bare,  and  ftiU  of  wretchedness. 

And  fear'st  to  die !  famine  is  in  thy  cheeks, 

Keed  and  oppression  stareth  in  thme  eyes. 

Upon  thy  back  hangs  ragged  misery. 

The  wond  is  not  thy  Mend,  nor  the  world's  law.  Sh.  Bom.  v.l. 

A  hungry  lean-faced  villain, 
A  mere  anatomy,  a  mountebank, 
A  thread-bare  juggler,  and  a  fortune-teller ; 
A  needy,  hollow-eyed,  sharp-looking  wretch, 
A  living  dead  man.  Sh.  Com.  Br.  y.  1. 

To  mortal  man  great  loads  allotted  be. 

But  of  all  packs,  no  pack  like  poverty.        Serrieh,  Jph.  129. 

Want  is  a  bitter  and  a  hateful  good. 
Because  its  virtues  are  not  understood ; 
Yet  many  things,  impossible  to  thought. 
Have  been  by  need  to  full  perfection  brought. 

Dryden,  Wife  of  Bath,  473. 
H  u  2 
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If  we  from  wealth  to  porerty  descend, 

Want  gives  to  know  tne  flatterer  from  tke  friend. 

Diyden,  fVi/b  of  Balk,  485. 
Want  whets  the  wit,  'tis  trae;  bat  wit  not  blest 
With  fortune's  aid  makes  beggars  at  the  best : 
Wit  is  not  fed,  bat  sharpen'd  with  applanse ; 
For  wealth  is  solid  food,  bat  wit  is  hunf^rj  sanoe. 

Dr^dcnj  Love  TriwmpluL 
O,  blissful  poyerty  I 
Natare,  too  partial,  to  thy  lot  assi^rng 
Health,  freedom,  innocence,  and  downy  peace^ 
Her  real  goods— «nd  only  mocks  the  great 
With  empty  pageantries.  FowUm^  MarioMU. 

Think,  too,  in  what  a  woeful  plieht 

The  wretch  must  be,  whose  pocket's  light ; 

Are  not  Ids  hours  by  want  depress'd  P 

Penurious  cares  corrode  his  breast ; 

Without  respect,  or  love,  or  friends, 

His  solitary  day  descends.  ^• 

This  mournful  truth  is  everywhere  confessed. 

Slow  rises  worth  by  poverty  depressed.  Johman,  Lmion,  176. 

But  poverty,  with  most  who  whimper  forth 
Their  long  complaints,  is  self-inflicted  woe, 
Th'  effect  of  laziness,  or  sottish  waste.  Oowper,  Teuk,  iv.439. 

Where  penurr  is  felt  the  thought  is  chain'd. 

And  sweet  coUoquial  pleasures  are  but  few.  Ih,  Task,  iv.  3^7. 

Where  mice  with  music  charm,  and  vermin  crawl, 

And  snails  with  silver  traces  deck  the  waU.       Peier  Pinkr* 

Most  wretched  men 
Are  cradled  into  poverty  by  wrong. 
They  learn  in  sunering  what  they  teach  in  song. 

Shelley,  Julian  and  Madallo. 
Few  save  the  poor  feel  for  the  poor ; 
The  rich  know  not  how  hard 
It  is  to  be  of  needful  rest 
And  needftd  food  debarr'd : 
They  know  not  of  the  scanty  meal, 
Witn  small  pale  faces  rouna ; 
No  fire  upon  the  cold  damp  hearth 
When  snow  is  on  the  ground.  L.  B-  La^ia^ 
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mVJUtTT— «Ofi<tipii/«dL 

Aje  I  idleneBB  I  the  rich  folkg  nerer  fail 
To  find  some  reason  why  the  poor  deserve 
Their  miseries  I  Sauthey. 
Poor  once  and  poor  for  eyer,  Nat,  I  fear ; 
None  but  the  nch  get  place  and  pension  here. 
MarUcd,  y.  81.  (Salhed). 

Sovereign  power  is  too  depressed  or  high, 
When  kings  are  forced  to  sell,  or  crowds  to  buy. 

Drydeny  Absalom  and  Achitcphel,  i.  896. 
What  can  power  cpye  more  than  food  and  drink, 
To  liye  at  ease,  and  not  be  bonnd  to  think  ?Dryd&nf]l£edal,225, 
Calm  and  serene  he  driyes  the  fxmons  blasts 
And,  pleas'd  th'  Almighty^s  orders  to  perform, 
Sides  on  the  whirlwind  and  directs  the  storm. 

Addison,  Campaign,  291. 
Power,  like  a  desolating  pestilence 
Pollutes  whatever  it  touches  ;  and  obedience. 
Bane  of  all  genius,  virtue,  freedom,  truth. 
Makes  slaves  of  men,  and  of  the  human  frame 
A  mechanized  automaton.  Shelley,  Queen  Mah,  in.  212. 

The  good  old  rule 
Suffieeth  them,  the  simple  plan. 
That  they  should  take  who  have  the  power. 
And  they  should  keep  who  can.  Wordsutorih,  Boh  Boy's  Grave. 
"Poweat  I  'tis  the  favourite  attribute  of  gods. 
Who  look  with  smiles  on  men  that  can  aspire 
To  copy  them.  J5.  Mariyn,  Timoleon. 

TRAIBZ-see  FUttery. 
Who  would  ever  care  to  do  brave  deed. 
Or  strive  in  virtue  others  to  excel, 
If  none  would  yield  him  his  deserved  meed. 
Due  praise,  that  is  the  spur  of  doing  well  P 
For  if  good  were  not  pnased  more  than  ill, 
None  would  choose  goodness  of  his  own  free  will. 

Spenser,  Tears  qfthe  Muses, 
_  _  -       ,  Praising  what  is  lost. 

Makes  the  remembrance  dear.  Sh.  AlTs  W,  v.  3. 

Who  will  believe  my  verse  in  time  to  come 
If  it  were  fill'd  with  your  most  high  deserts.         Sk.  Son,  17. 
To  things  of  sale  a  seller's  praise  belong.  Sh.  Love's  L.  iv.  3. 
The  worthiness  of  praise  distains  his  worth, 
If  that  the  praised  himself  bring  the  praise  forth.iS».2VM7.i.3. 
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FBiltZ— «0M<«NMdL 

Commend  but  gpanngly  whom  ihou  dost  lore ; 

Bat  less  condemn  wnom  thoa  dost  not  approre ; 

Thy  friend,  like  flattery,  too  much  praise  doth  wrong ; 

And  too  sharp  censure  shows  an  evil  tongue.  Deniam. 

It  matters  not  how  false,  or  foro'd. 

So  the  best  things  be  said  o'  the  worst  Butler » Hud.  %  i*  ^• 

They  that  do  write  in  author's  praises. 

Ana  freely  giye  their  friends  their  roioes. 

Are  not  ooimned  to  what  is  tnie ; 

That's  not  to  giye,  bat  pay  a  due  : 

For  praise  that's  due  does  sire  no  more 

To  worth,  than  what  it  had  before ; 

But  to  commend  without  desevt 

Bequires  a  mastery  of  art. 

That  sets  a  gloss  on  what's  amiss. 

And  writes  wnat  should  be^  not  what  is.  Builer,MUe.T%ougiU. 

Solid  pudding  against  empty  praise.      Pope,  Dwieiad,  i.  54. 

Some  praise  at  morning  what  they  blame  at  night, 

And  always  think  the  L&st  opinion  right.        Pope,  S,  C,  429. 

To  what  base  ends,  and  by  what  abject  ways 

Are  mortals  urg'd  through  sacred  lust  to  praise.  Ih,  E,C,  620. 

Praise  from  a  friend,  or  censure  from  a  foe» 

Are  lost  on  hearers  that  our  merits  know.     i&.  Iliad,  x.  293. 

The  loye  of  praise,  howe'er  conceal'd  by  art, 
Seigns,  more  or  less,  and  glows,  in  ey'ry  heart : 
The  proud,  to  gain  it,  toils  on  toils  endure. 
The  modest  shun  it  but  to  make  it  sure.  Young,  L,  <fF,  i.  51. 
What  we  admire  we  praise ;  and  when  we  praise 
Adyance  it  into  notice  that  its  worth 
Acknowledg'd,  others  may  admire  it  too.  Cowper^  Ta«l;,in.702. 
That  nraise  contents  me  more  which  one  imparts. 
Of  juogment  sound,  though  of  a  mean  degree. 
Than  nndse  from  princes,  yoid  of  princely  parts. 
Who  naye  more  wealth,  but  not  more  wit  than  he. 
Ye,  who  would  in  aught  excel.         ■^«'-'  ^Sterling,  Crwius. 
Ponder  this  simple  maxim  wefl, 
A  wise  man's  censure  may  appall. 

But  a  fool's  praise  is  worst  or  all."  2f5. 

nA7EB—«M  Deity,  Ignoranoe. 
My  words  fly  up,  my  thoughts  remain  below  : 
Words,  without  tiboughts, neyer  to  heayen  go.  8k.  Ham.  ill.  3. 
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If  70Q  beihink  yonrself  of  any  crime, 

XJnreeoncil'd  as  yet  to  heay'n  and  grace^ 

Solicit  for  it  straight.  8h.  Otk.  y.  2. 

Let  never  day  nor  nisht  nnhallow'd  pass. 
Bat  still  remember  wnat  the  Lord  hath  done. 

/S9l.  Men.  ri.  u.  2, 1. 
If  by  prayer 
Incessant  I  could  hope  to  change  the  will 
Of  him  who  all  things  can,  I  would  not  cease 
To  weary  him  with  my  assidaons  cries : 
But  pray'r  aigunst  his  absolute  decree 
No  more  ayaus  than  breath  against  the  wind 
Blown  stifling  back  on  him  tluit  breathes  it  forth : 
Therefore  to  his  great  bidding  I  submit.  Milion,  P.  L.  xi.  807. 

Temporal  blessings  heayen  doth  often  share. 

Unto  the  wicked,  at  the  good  man's  prayer.  Quarles, 

O,  ye  immortal  powers  that  guard  the  just, 

Watch  round  his  ooudi,  and  soften  his  repose, 

Banish  his  soxrows,  and  becalm  his  soul 

With  easy  dreams ;  remember  all  his  yirtues, 

Aud  show  mankind  that  goodness  is  your  care  I  Addison,  Oato, 

His  pure  thoughts  were  borne 
Like  ftmies  of  sacred  incense  o'er  the  clouds. 
And  wafted  thence  on  angels'  wings,  thro'  ways 
Of  light,  to  the  bright  source  of  aU.  Congreve^  Mouming  Bride. 

Father  of  all  I  in  eyery  age. 

In  eyery  clime,  ador'd. 

By  saint,  by  sayage,  and  by  sage, 

Jehoyah,  Joye,  or  Lord. 

Thou  Great  First  Cause,  least  understood. 

Who  all  my  sense  confined 

To  know  but  this,  that  thou  art  good. 

And  that  myself  am  blind.  Pope,  Universal  Proffer, 

I  was  not  bom  for  courts  or  state  affairs ; 

I  pay  my  debts,  b^eye,  and  say  my  prayers.  Pope. 

Prayer  ardent  opens  heayen,  lets  down  a  stream 

Of  glory  on  the  consecrated  hour 

Of  man,  in  audience  with  the  Deity  : 

Who  worships  the  great  Gk>d,  that  instant  joins 

The  first  in  heayen,  and  sets  his  foot  on  heU. 

Young,  N.  21  yin.  721. 
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Oh  sad  estate 

Of  hnmaB  wretchedneM  !  so  weak  is  man, 

80  ignorant  and  blind,  that  did  not  God 

Sometimes  withhold  in  mercy  what  we  ask. 

We  should  be  min'd  at  oar  own  request.  jBT.  Jlbrv,  Motet,  L 

Fountain  of  meroj,  whose  perrading  eye 

Can  look  within  and  read  what  paases  there. 

Accept  my  thoughts  for  thanks ;  I  hare  no  wordi. 

My  soul  o'erfiraught  with  gratitude,  rejects 

The  aid  of  language— Lord  I  behold  my  heart.    Ih,  Motet,  Z. 

Ere  on  my  bed  my  limbs  I  lay, 

Gk>d  grant  me  grace  my  nrayers  to  say  ! 

O  Gh>d,  preserre  my  motner  dear. 

In  healtn  and  strength  for  many  a  year ; 

And  oh  I  preserFe  my  father  too, 

And  may  1  pay  him  reverence  due ; 

And  may  I  my  best  thoughts  employ 

To  be  my  parents'  hope  and  joy ! 

My  sisters  and  my  brothers  both 

From  eyil  guard,  and  save  from  sloth ; 

And  may  we  alwajrs  love  each  other. 

Our  friends,  our  father,  and  our  mother  I 

And  still,  O  Lord,  to  me  impart 

A  contrite,  pure,  and  grateful  heart. 

That  after  my  last  sleep  I  may 

Awake  to  thy  eternal  day !  Amen.  ColeriigttChil^t  B^Frmftr. 
A  good  man's  prayers 

Will  f^m  the  deepest  dungeon  climb  Heaven's  he^ht, 

And  bring  a  blessing  down.  Joanna  JBaiUie,  JBtkwati,  2,  it.  3. 

Prayer  is  the  Christian's  vital  breath. 

The  Christian's  native  air ; 

His  watchword  at  the  gates  of  deatb, — 

He  enters  heaven  with  prayer.  Jot.  Montgomery* 

More  things  are  wrought  by  praver 

Than  this  world  dreams  of.    Wherefore  let  thy  voice 

Sise  like  a  fountain  for  me  night  and  day: 

For  what  are  men  better  than  sheep  or  goats, 

That  nourish  a  blind  life  within  the  brain. 

If,  knowing  GK>d,  they  lift  not  hands  of  prayer. 

Both  for  themselves  and  those  who  call  them  firiend  P 

Ttnn^ton,  MorU  d^Arilm> 

In  desert  wilds,  in  midnight  gloom ; 


In  srateful  joy,  in  trying  pain ; 

In  uiughing;  youth,  so  nign  the  tomb ; 

Oh !  wnen  is  prayer  unheard  or  vain. 


prayer  unheard  or  vain.       Elisa  Cook,  Poeme. 
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PBXA0HSB8,    FBSACEDIO^JM   Okrgy,  Pneliyteriuif,    Prlafti, 
PnritaaB. 
Jest  not  at  preacher's  language  or  expression : 
How  know'st  thou  but  thy  sins  made  nim  miscarry  P 

Herbert,  Ibniple,  74. 
Who  prore  their  doctrine  orthodox. 
By  apostolic  blows  and  Imocks.  Butler^  Sud.  1, 1. 199. 

Is  not  the  care  of  sonls  a  load  sufficient  P 

Are  not  your  holy  stipends  paid  for  this  P 

Were  tou  not  bred  apart  from  worldly  noise^ 

To  study  souls,  their  cures  and  their  diseases  P 

The  province  of  the  sonl  is  large  enough 

To  fill  up  every  cranny  of  your  time, 

And  leave  you  much  to  answer,  if  one  wretch 

Be  damn'd  py  your  neglect.  Dry  den* 

The  sweet  words 
Of  Christian  promise,  words  that  even  yet 
Might  stem  destruction,  were  they  wisely  preach 'd, 
Are  mutter'd  o'er  by  men,  whose  tones  proclaim 
How  flat  and  wearisome  they  feel  their  trade.  Coleridge* 

Yes,  you're  a  pretty  preacher,  sir,  we  know  it. 

Write  pretty  novels,  are  a  pretty  poet ; 

A  pretty  critic,  and  tell  fortimes  too ; 

Then,  who  writes  farce  or  epigrams  Kke  you  P 

At  every  ball  how  prettily  you  nick  it  I 

Tou  fiddle,  sing,  play  prettily  at  cricket. 

Yet,  after  all,  in  nothing  you  excel, 

Do  all  things  prettQy,  but  nothing  well. 

What  shall  I  call  you  P  say  the  best  I  can. 

You  are,  my  friend,  a yery busy  jnasi,Martial,nJ!,{B,€have8,) 

fEEOAUnoV— M»  Cautien. 

You  should  have  feared  false  times,  when  you  did  feast; 
Suspect  still  comes  where  an  estate  is  least.  8h.  Timon,  ly.  9. 

When  we  mean  to  build. 
We  first  survey  the  plot,  then  draw  the  model ; 
And  when  we  see  the  figure  of  the  house. 
Then  must  we  rate  the  cost  of  the  erection.  8h,  H.  ir,  2,  i.  3. 

Industrious  wisdom  often  does  prevent 

What  lazy  foUy  thinks  inevitable  ; 

Big,  swelling  douds  are  by  the  wind  blown  o'er, 

And  threatening  clouds  may  dwindle  to  a  shower.  Old  Play. 
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TwM  ahrmji  hdd,  and  efcr  wiD, 
By  — gemiikind,  ditfcetcr. 
To  antienwte  a  leMer  ill 


How  abflolnte  the  knsve  is ; 
We  nnirt  speak  bj  tbe  end,  or  eqoivofliEliflB  win  «^ 


Go,  UttLe  booke ;  God  send  tlwe  good  pasn^e. 

And  speeiaDT  let  fliii  be  tiir  pmreie, 

Unto  them  all  that  thee  wiU  lead  or  hear. 

Where  thou  art  wrong,  after  their  help  to  eafl^ 

Thee  to  coiTeet  in  any  part,  or  aU.  (AMctr. 

There's  no  want  of  meat,  sir ; 
Portly  and  eorioos  Tiands  are  prepared, 
To  pkase  aU  kinds  of  appetites.  Matthgtr. 


All  preferment 
That  springs  from  sin  and  lost  shoots  up  quickly ; 
As  gard'ner's  crops  do  in  the  rott'nest  grounds ; 
So  is  aU  means  rais'd  from  base  prostitution, 
£yen  like  a  salad  growing  upon  a  dunghilL  ^ 

If  on  the  sudden  he  begins  to  rise ; 

Ko  man  that  lives  can  count  his  enemies. 

MiddUtofh  S}nek  to  Caick  ikeOUOte. 

When  knayes  comes  to  preferment,  they  rise  as 

Gallows  are  rais'd  in  the  low  countries,  one 

Upon  another's  shoulders.  Webster,  WkUeDtvU. 

FBEJUDIOS,  FBBP08flB88I0V. 

The  difference  is  as  g^*eat  between 
Hie  optics  seeing,  as  the  objects  seen. 
AU  manners  take  a  tincture  from  our  own, 
Or  some  discoloured  through  our  passion  shown ; 
Or  fancy's  beam  enlarges,  multiphes. 
Contracts,  inverts,  and  gives  ten  thousand  dyes.  ^^* 
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PBETVBIOS,  PBEP0S8B8SZ0V— MfifiMtfAdL 

It  is  the  noblest  abt  of  hnmaxi  reason 

To  free  itself  from  slAyish  prepossession ; 

Assume  the  lesal  right  to  disengage 

From  all  it  had  contracted  under  age.  ButleTf  8ai.  i.  !• 

nuBomsBiAn. 

A  sect,  whose  chief  devotion  lies 

In  odd  perverse  antipathies : 

In  fallinff  oat  with  that  or  this. 

And  fin£nj^  somewhat  still  amiss : 

More  neevish,  cross,  and  splenetick. 

Than  aos  distract,  or  monkey  sick  : 

That  with  more  care  keep  holj-day 

The  wronf ,  than  others  the  right  way : 

Comnoond  for  sins  they  are  inclined  to, 

B^  damning  those  they  hare  no  mind  to : 

Still  so  perverse  and  opposite, 

As  if  they  worshiped  God  for  spite.      Butler,  Hud.  I,  i.  207. 

PBBSft— 4M  VewB. 
How  shall  I  speak  thee,  or  thy  power  address, 
Thoa  god  of  oar  idolatry,  the  press  P 
By  thee,  religion,  liberty,  and  laws, 
Uxert  their  influence,  and  advance  their  oanse ; 
By  thee,  worse  plagues  than  Pharaoh's  land  befell, 
Diflused,  make  earSi  the  vestibale  of  hell ; 
Thou  fountain,  at  which  drink  the  good  and  wise. 
Thou  ever  bubbling  spring  of  endless  lies. 
Like  Eden's  dread  probationary  tree, 
.knowledge  of  gooa  and  evil  is  from  thee  1 

Chwper,  Progress  ^  Error^  460. 
Did  charity  prevail,  the  press  would  prove 
A  vehicle  of  virtue,  truth,  and  love.      Cknoper,  Chari^,  624. 

Here  shall  the  press  the  neople's  rights  maintain, 
Unaw'd  by  influence,  ana  unbrib'd  oy  gain ; 
Here  patriot  truth  her  glorious  precepts  draw» 
Fledg  d  to  religion,  liberty,  and  law. 

J,  Story,  Motto  qf  the  Salem  Register, 

But  mightiest  of  the  mighty  means. 

On  which  the  arm  of  progress  leans, 

Man's  noblest  mission  to  advance. 

His  woes  assuage,  his  weal  enhance, 

His  rights  enforce,  his  wrongs  redress, — 

Mightiest  of  mighty  is  the  press.  Sir  John  Bowring 
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Hie  aotliorniMS  MMBteiiifl  ■aeadBg  fiill. 

Bui  an  tibe  C17  prodaBM  litUe  wool» 

80,  if  JOB  me  a  beggar  for  a  iMnue, 

And  luire  a  radkt,  what  d'je  nmF  a  looie ! 

nira-M  AeiWiltj,  mmmSBty. 
AfiJeontoir'iingiBlieirpEideof  piaee, 
Wai  by  a  noaamg  ofrl  liawk'd  aft  and  kmU  A  Jfec*.  n.  4 


Hcnlinge, 
Defect  of  mimien,  want  of  goTenancntft 
Piide,  hanghtmeM,  apmon,  imd  disdain : 
The  least  of  which,  haunting  a  nobleiDaii, 
Loeeth  men's  hearta.  8L  Sea,  IF.  1,  nL  L 

Orer-pfFOiidf 
And  under-honest ;  in  sdf-assDmption  greater, 
Hum  in  the  note  of  judgment,  SL  IhriL  n.  8. 

Pride  hath  no  other  glass 
To  show  itself  but  pride  ;  for  snpple  knees 
Feed  anoganoe,  and  are  the  proaa  man's  fees.  SL  IMLm*^ 

Yon  speak  o'  the  people. 
As  if  yon  were  a  god  to  pnnislC  not 
A  man  of  their  infirmity.  SL  CorioL  in.  !• 

How  x>oor  a  ihin^  is  pride !  when  all,  as  slayes, 

I>iffer  bat  in  their  fetters,  not  their  graves.  DamieitChU  Wv* 

How  blind  is  pride !  what  eagles  are  we  BtQl 

In  matters  that  belong  to  other  men. 

What  beetles  in  our  own?  C^kapmoB,  AU Fftii 

'Tib  pride,  rank  pride,  and  haoghtiness  of  sool : 

I  think  the  Bomans  call  it  stoicism.  Adduaih  Ctto*  ^  ^ 

To  lordlings  proud  I  tone  my  lay. 

Who  feast  in  bower  or  hall : 

Though  dukes  they  be,  to  dukes  I  say. 

That  pride  will  hare  a  faU.  Qagf,  Duhe  apoa  !>»«* 

Whateyer  Nature  has  in  worth  denied^ 

8he  gives  in  large  recruits  of  needful  pride : 

For  as  in  bodies,  thus  in  souls,  we  find, 

What  wants  in  blood  and  spirits,  swell'd  with  wind : 

Pride,  where  wit  fails,  steps  in  to  our  defence. 

And  fills  up  all  the  mighty  roid  of  sense.  Pope^  E.  C.  n.  vw* 
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niDS — conimutd. 
Of  all  the  causes  whieli  eonspire  to  blind 
Man's  eiring  judgment,  and  misguide  the  mind, 
What  the  weak  head  with  stronffest  bias  rules, 
la  pride,  the  nerer-faUing  yice  of  fools.      Pope,  S,  C,  ii.  201. 
In  pride,  in  reas'nuig  pride,  our  error  lies ; 
All  quit  their  sphere,  and  rush  into  the  skies ; 
Pride  stOl  is  aiming  at  the  bless'd  abodes ; 
Men  would  be  angels,  ang:eU  would  be  gods.  Pope,  S,M.  1.123. 
Aak  for  whose  end  the  heayenly  bodies  shine ; 
E«rth  for  whose  use  P    Pride  answers,  'tis  for  mine. 
For  me  kind  nature  wakes  her  genial  power. 
Buckles  each  herb,  and  spreads  out  erery  flower. 

Pope,  JS.  M.  1. 131. 
Bather  than  bear  the  pain  of  thought,  fools  stray ; 
The  proud  will  rather  lose  than  ask  their  way.         Churchill, 
To  show  th»  strength  and  infamy  of  pride 
By  an  'tis  followed^  and  by  all  denied.  Young. 

In  spite  of  all  the  fools  that  pride  has  made, 
'Tis  not  on  man  a  useless  buiden  laid ; 
Pride  has  ennobled  some,  and  some  dugrao'd. 
It  hurts  not  in  itself,  but  as  'tis  plac'd ; 
When  right,  its  yiews  know  none  but  yirtue's  bound. 
When  wrong,  it  scarcely  looks  one  inch  around.  Stillingjleet. 
Here  beggar  pride  defrauds  her  daily  cheer. 
To  boast  a  splendid  banquet  ouce  a  year.  ChUemith,  TSr.  277. 
Pride  in  their  port,  defiance  in  their  eye 
I  see  the  lords  of  human-kind  pass  by.    Goldsmith,  Trav,  327. 

As  in  some  Irish  houses,  where  things  are  so-so, 
One  flnmmon  of  bacon  hangs  up  for  a  show ; 
But,  for  eating  a  rasher  of  what  they  take  pride  in. 
They'd  as  soon  think  of  eating  the  ]^an  it's  med  in. 

Ooldemtthy  Eaunch  qf  Venison,  9. 
Of  rank,  descent,  and  title  proud. 
Mere  gentry.  Lady  Susan  could  not  bear ; 
She'd  wed  but  wifli  a  duke,  she  yow'd — 
And  so  absconded  with  a  player.  Martial,  y.  17  (N.BMalhed), 
Though  yarious  foes  against  the  truth  combine, 
Pride,  aboye  all,  opposes  her  design ; 
Pride,  of  a  growth  superior  to  the  rest. 
The  subtlest  serpent,  with  the  loftiest  crest. 
Swells  at  the  thought,  and,  kindling  into  rage, 
Would  hi«B  the  cherub  Mercy  from  the  stage.  Cowper. 
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Oh  I  ask  not  a  home  in  the  mansion  of  pride. 

Where  marble  shines  oat  in  the  pillars  and  walls  ; 

Though  the  roof  be  of  gold  'tis  oriUiantlj  oold» 

And  joj  mayn't  be  found  in  its  torch-lighted  halls.  .SZ.  Cook. 

Pride  (of  all  others  the  most  dangerous  fault) 

Proceeds  firom  want  of  sense,  or  want  of  thought. 

The  men  who  htbour  and  digest  things  most. 

Will  be  much  apter  to  despond  than  boast.  Soteowmcn* 

FBIS8Tft-^M»  Dinner. 

Led  so  grossly  by  this  meddling  priest, 

Dreading  the  curse  that  money  may  buy  out.  8k.^Jhkn,  m.l. 

Your  Saviour  came  not  with  a  gaudy  show, 

Vor  was  his  kingdom  of  the  world  below : 

Patience  in  want  and  norerty  of  mind, 

These  marks  of  churen  and  churchmen  he  design'd, 

And  liying  tanght,  and  dying  left  behind. 

The  crown  he  wore  was  of  the  pointed  thom, 

Li  purple  he  was  crucified,  not  oom : 

They  who  contend  for  place  and  high  degree 

Are  not  His  sons,  but  those  of  Zebedee.  Dryim» 

Priests  of  all  religions  are  the  same, 

Of  whatsoe'er  descent  their  godhead  be, 

Stock,  stone,  or  other  homely  pedigree. 

Dtyden^  Absalom  ^  Ackiipphel,  i.  99. 

Perhaiw  thou  wert  a  priest, — if  so,  my  struggles 

Are  vain,  for  priestcwt  nerer  owns  its  juggles. 

JSar.  8mith,  to  a  Mnmrn. 
VBnESO«X-M#  ttmpUelty. 

Welcome,  pale  primrose,  starting  up  between 

Dead  matted  leaves  of  ash  and  oak,  that  strew 

The  ereiy  lawn,  the  wood,  and  spinny  through, 

'Mid  creeping  moss  and  ivy's  darker  green. 

How  much  thy  presence  beautifies  the  ground. 

How  sweet  thy  modest  unaffected  pride. 

Glows  on  the  sunny  bank,  and  wood's  wann  side.         Clare.  i 

In  dewy  glades. 

The  peering  primrose,  like  sudden  gladness. 

Gleams  on  the  soul— vet  unregarded  fades— 

The  joy  is  ours,  but  all  its  own  the  sadness.       IT.  Coleridge. 
nnrCBS— Mtf  Kings,  Boyalty.  , 

Princes  are  the  glass,  the  school,  the  book. 

Where  subjects'  eyes  do  learui  do  read,  do  look.  Sh,  B.iifL.  > 
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ISISCTCK— Mf  Booki,  PnM. 
Blest  be  that  gracioiiB  power,  who  taught  mankind 
To  stamp  a  lasting  imase  of  the  mind ; 
Beaste  may  oonve^,  and  tnnefbl  birds  may  sing. 
Their  mutual  feelmffs,  in  the  opening  sprmg ; 
But  man  alone  has  skfll  and  power  to  send 
The  heart's  warm  dictates  to  the  distant  friend ; 
Tib  his  ^o  to  please,  instruct,  advise, 
A^es  remote,  and  nations  yet  to  rise.  Crabbs. 

nwnr. 

Stone  walls  do  not  a  prison  make, 

I^or  iron  bars  a  cage  $ 

Minds  innocent  and  quiet,  take 

That  for  an  hennitage.        Lavelaee,  To  Althea,  from  Pruon, 

A  prison !  heayens,— I  loathe  the  hated  name, 

Famine's  metropolis— the  sink  of  sham^* 

A  nauseous  sepulchre,  whose  oraying  womb 

Hourly  inters  poor  mortals  in  its  tomb !  2bsi  Brown. 

PBOBAHTTiTTT. 

Lest  men  susjpect  jour  tale  untrue. 

Keep  probability  m  view.  Q-ajf,  FabU  18. 

FBOBITT— «M  CoBseiBBoe. 

One  self-approying  hour  whole  years  outweighs 

Of  stupid  starers,  and  of  loud  huzzas.  Fojpe^  E*  Jf.  it.  266. 
XfiOGBAilDIAXIOV— M»  IMay,  PromptitiLde. 

To-morrow,  and  to-morrow,  and  to-morrow. 

Creeps  in  tliis  petty  pace  firom  day  to  day 

To  the  last  syllable  of  recorded  time ; 

And  aQ  our  yesterdays  hare  lighted  fods 

The  way  to  dusty  deatL  8h.  Macb.  T.  6. 

Proerasiination  is  the  thief  of  time : 

Year  after  year  it  steals,  till  all  are  fled. 

And  to  the  mercies  of  a  moment  leaves 

The  vast  concerns  of  aa  eternal  scene.    Young^  N,  T.  i.  390. 

Foil  manj  a  day  for  ever  is  lost 

Br  delaymg  its  work  till  to-morrow ; 

Gflne  minutes  of  sloth  hare  often  cost 

Long  years  of  bootless  sorrow.  Eliza  Cook. 

The  spring,  the  sommer. 
The  chilling  autumn,  angry  winter,  change 
Their  wontod  liveries,  and  the  'maz'd  world. 
By  their  increase,  now  knows  not  which  is  which. 

8k.Mid.N.n.2. 
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And  OToreone  qs  Klr^t  i^  smiiBisr's  < 

WitiioatoiirvpccialwoiiderF  eaLMmA.m-^ 

At  my  DftiiTiijy 
Ih/B  front  of  liearen  wag  foil  of  fieiy  shapes. 
Of  biiziuiig  cvessets  :  snd,  at  mj  birth. 
The  frame  and  huge  fonndatums  of  the  earth 
Shak'dlikeaeoiraid.  5ft.  iZai.  #r.  L  m.  L 

When  these  prodi(pes 
Do  so  eonjomtly  meet,  let  not  men  saj 
These  sze  their  reasons— ^ej  are  natoral ; 
For,  I  beliere,  ther  are  portentous  things 
Unto  the  dimate  that  they  point  iqpon.  8k.M.Cht 


Thus  far  into  the  boweb  of  the  land. 

Hare  we  march'd  on  without  impediment.  83k,  SUk  UL  t.  8. 

Biyers  from  babbling  springs 
Hare  rise  at  first,  and  great  from  abject  things.    MiiiUki^ 

Yet  I  doabt  not  thro'  the  ages  one  increasing  pnrpose  nmii 
And  the  thooghts  of  men  are  widen'd  with  the  procettof  the 
suns.  Temi^ton^  Loclahf  SaU,  279. 

nOLOCniX— ^fM  BpUogoe. 
Prolognes  precede  the  piece  in  monmM  Tetse* 
As  undertakers  walk  before  the  hearse. 

Garriek,  ProL  to  ike  AppreiUie$,l 

PBOmVEVOB— «M  Thninwiiwi,  Fame. 
'Tifl  but  the  kingly  cedar  which  the  storm 
Hurls  from  his  mountain  throne :— th'  ignoble  sfarab, 
Grorelling  beneath,  may  live.  Seman,  Seboitian  qfPortuffdL 

PSOXUSB. 
His  promises  fly  so  beyond  his  state, 
That  what  he  snesks  is  all  in  debt ;  he  owes 
For  eyery  wora ;  he  is  so  kind,  that  he 
Fays  interest  for  't :  his  lands  put  to  their  books.  8k,  Tim.  h  % 

I  see,  sir,  yon  are  liberal  in  ofiers : 

You  taught  me  first  to  beg ;  and  now,  methinks, 

You  tead^  me  how  a  beggar  should  be  answer'd. 

Sk.JI£.qrr.  If,  I 
His  promises  were,  as  he  then  was,  mighty ; 
But  nis  performance,  as  he  now  is,  nothmg.  Sk,  Hen,  TUt.  it..2 
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VBmnMSB—eonimued. 
Thy  promises  are  like  Adonis'  gardens, 
That  one  day  bloom'd,  and  fruitful  were  the  next.  5A.Cym.i.6. 

A  promise  may  be  broke  ; 
Nay,  start  not  at  it — 'Tis  an  hourly  practice  ; 
The  trader  breaks  it,  yet  is  counted  nonest. 
The  courtier  keeps  it  not — yet  keeps  his  honour  ; 
Husband  and  wife  in  marriage  promise  much. 
Yet  follow  separate  pleasure,  and  are — ^virtuous. 
The  churchmen  promise  too,  but  wisely  they 
To  a  long  payment  stretdi  the  crafty  bill, 
And  draw  upon  futurity.  Havard,  King  Charles  /. 

When  wicked  men  make  promises  of  truth, 

"Tis  weakness  to  belieye  tnem.  Havardt  Seanderheg. 

The  man  that  is  not  in  the  enemies'  pow'r, 

Nor  fetter'd  by  misfortune,  and  breeijcs  promises. 

Degrades  himself ;  he  neyer  can  pretend 

To  honour  more.  Sir  Robert  Stapleion. 

FlU>][FTITUDB'«w  AstiTitj,  Dispatoh,  Bedslon. 
The  means  that  heaven  yields  must  be  embrac'd. 
And  not  neglected  :  else,  if  jheayen  would. 
And  we  will  not,  heaven's  offer  we  refuse ; 
The  profier'd  means  of  succour  and  redress.  8h,  Bic,  n,  iii.  2. 

A  little  fire  is  quickly  trodden  out, 

Which,  being  suffer'd,  rivers  cannot  quench.  Sh.S.  F/.3,  iy.8. 

That  we  would  do. 
We  should  do  when  we  would  ;  for  this  world  changes, 
And  hath  abatements  and  delays  as  man^ 
As  there  are  tongues,  are  hanas,  are  accidents  ; 
And  then  this  should  is  like  a  spendthrift  sigh, 
That  hurts  by  easing.  Sk.  Sam,  iv.  7. 

Heaven  has  to  all  allotted,  soon  or  late. 
Some  lucky  revolution  of  their  fate ; 
Whose  motions,  if  we  watch  and  guide  with  skill, 
(For  human  good  depends  on  human  will,) 
Our  fortune  rolls  as  from  a  smooth  descent, 
And  from  the  first  impression  takes  the  bent ; 
But  if  unseized  she  glides  away  like  wind. 
And  leaves  repenting  folly  far  oehind. 

Dryden,  AbscUom  Sf  Achitophel,  i.  251. 

I  t 
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Gire  me  the  ooalar  proof, — 
Make  me  lee  't ;  or,  at  the  least,  bo  prore  it 
That  the  probation  bear  no  hinge,  nor  loop. 
To  hang  a  doubt  on.  SA.  Oik,  in.  3. 

He'a  poor,  and  that's  snBpicioaa— he's  unknown. 

And  tnat'i  defenceless ;  true  we  hare  no  proof 

Of  guilt— but  what  hath  he  of  innocence  P  Jfyrtw. 

PBOPHBCfT. 

There  is  a  history  in  all  men's  liyes. 

Figuring  the  nature  of  the  times  deceas'd ; 

The  which  obserred,  a  man  may  prophesy. 

With  a  near  aim,  of  the  main  enance  of  things 

As  yet  not  come  to  life,  which  in  their  seeds. 

And  weak  beginnings,  lie  intreasured.  8h,  Mem,  ir,  2,  in.  1. 

This  world 's  a  prophecy  of  worlds  to  come.      Young,  N.  T, 

Or  prophecy,  which  dreams  a  lie, 

That  fools  belieye,  and  knayes  apply.  Cfreem,  ChoUo. 

Coming  eyents  cast  their  shadows  before.  Campbell,  PLSape, 
PB0P08AL— M»Dedaxati0n,  PretssUtiea. 
On  you,  most  loy'd,  with  anxious  fear  I  wait. 
Ana  from  your  judgment  must  expect  my  fate.  Addwm. 

By  those  tresses  unconfin'd, 
Woo'd  by  each  ^gean  wind ; 
Bj  those  lids  whose  jetty  fringe 
Elss  thy  soft  cheek's  blooming  tinge ; 

a  those  wild  eyes,  like  the  roe, 
I  hear  my  yow  before  I  go— 
My  dearest  ufe,  I  loye  thee  I  ByroHf  Maid  qfAtkem. 

On  your  hand,  that  pure  altar,  I  yow. 

Though  I'ye  look'd,  and  haye  lik*d,  and  haye  felt-- 

That  I  neyer  haye  loy'd — ^till  now.  Jf.  G.  Lewit, 

PB08XLYTB8^«w  Conyarts. 
The  greatest  saints  and  sinners  haye  been  made 
Of  proselytes  of  one  another's  tnAb,  Butler,  Mmc.  l^ugkU 

Mare  proselytes  and  conyerts  use  t'  accrue 

To  falae  persuasions,  than  the  right  and  true ; 

For  error  and  mistake  are  infinite. 

But  truth  has  but  one  way  to  be  i'  th'  right         Butler^  Jb> 
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nOflXLlTES — MHtmued. 
Married  at  last,  and  finding  charge  oome  faster, 
He  oonld  not  lire  by  Gk>d,  bat  chuig'd  his  master 
Inspired  by  want,  was  made  a  factious  tool ; 
They  ^ot  a  yillain,  and  we  lost  a  fool. 
Still  violent,  whaterw  cause  he  took, 
Bat  most  asainst  the  party  he  forsook : 
For  renegadoes,  who,  ne'er  torn  by  halves. 
Are  boand  in  conscience  to  be  double  knaves  ; 
So  this  jporoee  prophet  took  most  monstrous  pains 
To  let  his  masters  see  he  earned  his  gains. 

Dry  den,  Absalom  and  Aehitophel,  n.  960. 

JPSO8Dr0,  PBOmiEgB    Me  Borti. 
Who  flJl  in  raptures  their  own  works  rehearse* 
And  drawl  out  measured  prose,  which  they  caJl  verse. 
^^^ Churchill,  Independence, 

nosnokiTT. 

Prosperity  's  the  very  bond  of  love  ; 

Whose  frosh  complexion,  and  whose  heart  together 

Affliction  alters.  Sh,  Wini.  T.  iv.  3. 

Oh,  what  a  world  of  vile  ill-favour'd  fknlts 
Looks  handsome  in  three  hundred  pounds  a  year ! 

8h.  Mer,  F.  ill.  4. 
Prosperity  doth  bewitch  men,  seeming  dear ; 
As  seas  do  laogh,  show  white,  when  rocks  are  near. 

Webeter,  White  Devil 
He  that  suffers 
Prosperity  to  swell  him  "hove  a  mean ; 
Like  those  impressions  'n  the  air,  that  rise 
From  dunghill  vapours,  scatter'd  by  the  wind, 
Leaves  nothing  but  an  empty  name  behind. 

Nahb,  Samdbal  and  Scipio. 
Knaves  will  thrive 
When  honest  plainness  knows  not  how  to  live.  Shirley, 

When  fortune  raiseth  to  the  grandest  height, 

The  happy  man  should  most  suppress  his  state ; 

Expecting  still  a  change  of  things  to  find, 

And  fearing,  when  the  gods  appear  too  kind.  8ir  B,  Seward. 

Sorer  to  prosper  than  prosperity 

Gould  have  assured  us.  Jliilion,P,  L,  n.  89. 

O  how  portentous  is  prosperity  I 

How  comet-like ;  it  threatens,  while  it  shines !  Young,  N,T,  5. 

I  I  2 
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VBOTBRAnOH— ^M0  Bedanttion,  Oatli,  PropottL 
By  all  those  holy  tows. 
Which,  if  there  be  a  power  aboye,  are  binding  1 
Or,  if  there  be  a  hell  oelow,  are  fearful ! 
May  every  imprecation  which  your  rage 
Can  wish  on  me,  take  place  if  1  am  false.  Di^fden^TrciLOrm. 

Sooner  shall  the  blue  ocean  melt  to  air. 
Sooner  shall  earth  resolve  itself  to  sea. 
Than  I  resign  thine  image.  Oh  my  fair ! 
Or  think  ofasij  thing,  excepting  thee.      JB^ron,  L.  J-  n- 1^- 
My  fate  depends  alone  on  yon, 
I  am  but  wnat  you  make  me : 
Divinely  blest  if  you  prove  true, 

Undone  if  you  forsake  me.  MS. 

PBOTIDSVOX— «M  Deity,  Fate,  Ood,  Heaven,  Omnipotenee. 
But  heaven  hath  a  hiind  in  these  events ; 
To  whose  high  will  we  bound  our  calm  content. 

We,  ignorant  of  ourselves. 
Beg  often  our  own  harms,  which  the  wise  powers 
Deny  us  for  our  good ;  so  find  we  profit. 
By  losing  of  onr  prayers.  8h.  Ant.  Cleop*  n.  1- 

There  is  a  special  providence  in  the  fall  of  a  sparrow. 

Who  is  it,  that  wiQ  doubt 
The  care  of  heaven,  or  think  immortal 
Powers  are  slow,  'cause  they  take  the  i>rinlege 
To  choose  their  own  time,  when  they  will  send  their 
Blessings  down  P  Sir  W.  Davcnant,  Fair  JWw'i''- 

I  must  not  quarrel  with  the  will 
Of  highest  dispensation,  which  herein. 
Haply  had  ends  above  my  reach  to  know.  Milton,  S(mJS'^ 

What  in  me  is  dark 
Illumine,  what  is  low  raise  and  support ; 
That,  to  the  height  of  this  great  argument, 
I  may  assert  eternal  providence  ^ 

And  justify  the  ways  of  God  to  men.        MiUomt  P.  X.  i*  ^ 

Tell  me,  O  ye  powers, — 
For  ni  be  calm,-*was  I  not  worthy  of  your  care  P 
And  whv,  ye  gods,  was  virtue  made  to  suffer. 
Unless  this  world  be  but  as  fire,  to  purge  ^ 

Her  dross,  that  she  may  mount  and  be  a  star  I  ^' 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


PBOYiDSircB.  485 

Tet  sore  the  gods  are  good  :  I  would  think  so, 

If  thej  would  ^ve  me  leave  I 

Bat  Tirtae  in  distress,  and  vice  in  trimnph. 

Make  atheists  of  mankind.  Xhyden. 

O  murmur  not,  my  lore,  at  proridenoe ! 

Heayen  is  too  wise  and  good  to  punish  us 

Without  a  cause  ;  nor  let  us  rashly  dare 

To  censure  what  we  cannot  comprehend,  ffeywood,  F.  CapUve. 

Tib  the  curse  of  mighty  minds  oppress'd. 

To  think  what  their  state  is,  and  what  it  should  be : 

Impatient  of  their  lot,  they  reason  fiercely. 

And  call  the  laws  of  proyidence  unequal.  Jtttve, 

The  holy  power  that  clothes  the  senseless  earth 

With  woods,  with  fruits,  with  flowers,  and  yerdant  plains, 

Whose  bounteous  hand  feeds  the  whole  brute  creation, 

Knows  all  our  wants,  and  has  enough  to  giyeus.  lb,  ^.P&n, 

The  ways  of  heaven  are  dark  and  intricate ; 

Puzzled  in  mazes,  and  perplex'd  with  errors. 

Our  understandinff  traces  them  in  vain. 

Lost  and  bewilder  d  in  the  firuitless  search, 

Nor  sees  with  how  much  art  the  windings  run, 

Nor  where  the  regular  confusion  ends.  Addiion,  Cato, 

If  piety  be  thus  debarr'd  access 

On  hign ;  and  of  good  men,  the  very  best 

Be  singled  out  to  bleed,  and  bear  the  scourse, — 

What  IS  reward  P — and  what  is  punishment  r 

But  who  shall  dare  to  tax  eternal  justice.  Congrete^  if.  Bride. 

Mark,  mark,  Ulysses  I  how  the  gods  preserve 

The  men  they  love,  even  in  their  own  despite  I 

They  suide  us,  and  we  travel  in  the  dark ; 

But  wnen  we  most  despair  to  hit  the  way. 

And  least  expect,  we  find  ourselves  arrived  I  Lansdowne. 

How  just  is  Providence  in  all  its  works  I 

How  swift  to  overtake  us  in  our  crimes  I        lb.  Heroic  Love. 

Let  cavillers  deny 
That  brutes  have  reason ;  sure  'tis  something  more, 
'Tis  heaven  directs,  and  stratagems  inspire. 
Beyond  the  short  extent  of  human  thought.  Somermle^Cha.  in. 
Heaven  to  mankind  impartial  we  confess. 
If  all  are  equal  in  their  happiness ; 
But  mutual  wants  this  happmess  increase 
All  nature's  difference  keeps  all  nature's  peace. 

Pope,  E.  Jf.  iv.  63, 
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PBOYIBnOE — eontmu&d. 
Who  finds  not  Providence  all  good  and  wise. 
Alike  in  what  it  gives,  and  what  denies  P  Fope,  JB,  3f.  i.  206. 
All  nature  is  but  art,  unknown  to  thee. 
All  chance,  direction  which  thou  canst  not  see  ; 
All  discord,  harmony  not  understood  ; 
All  partial  evil,  uniyersal  {;ood ; 
And,  s^ite  of  pride,  in  erring  reason's  spite, 
One  thing  is  dear,  whatever  is,,  is  right.    Pope,  E.  Jf.  i.  289. 
Whatever  is,  is  right,  says  Pope, 
So  said  a  learned  thief, 
But  when  his  fate  required  a  rope, 

He  varied  his  belief.  Awm. 

This  is  thy  work,  afanighty  Providence  I 
Whose  power,  beyond  the  stretch  of  human  thought, 
Bevolves  the  orbs  of  empire ;  bids  them  sink 
Deep  in  the  dead'ning  night  of  thy  displeasure. 
Or  nse  majestic  o'er  a  wondering  woxld.  H^kamson,  Qfr.  n.  5. 
The  gods  take  pleasure  oft,  when  haughty  mortals 
On  their  own  pride  erect  a  mighty  fabric, 
By  slightest  means,  to  lay  their  towering  schemes 
Low  in  thedust,  and  teach  them  they  are  nothing.  A. Cbr  Jii.3. 

There  is  a  power 
Unseen  that  rules  the  illimitable  world. 
That  guides  its  motions,  from  the  brightest  star 
To  the  least  dust  of  this  sin<*tainted  mould ; 
WhHe  man,  who  madly  deems  himself  the  lord 
Of  all,  is  nought  but  weakness  and  dependence,  lb.  Cor,  u.  5. 

Wondrous  chance ! 
Or  rather  wondrous  conduct  of  the  gods  I 
By  mortals,  from  their  blindness,  chance  misnam'd. 

Tkonuon^  Agamemaoi^  lu.  1* 

0  eternal  Providence,  whose  course. 
Amidst  the  various  maze  of  life,  is  fix'd 

By  boundless  wisdom  and  by  boundless  love, 

1  foUow  Thee,  with  resignation,  hope. 
With  confidence  and  joy ;  for  Thou  art  good. 

And  of  thy  rising  goodness  is  no  end.  Tk^mt*^ 

Sink  not  beneath  imaginary  sorrows  ; 

Gall  to  your  aid  your  courage  and  your  wisdom : 

Think  on  the  sudden  diange  of  human  scenes ; 

Think  on  the  various  accidents  of  war ; 

Think  on  the  mightv  power  of  awftil  virtue ; 

Think  on  that  Plroviaenoe  which  guards  the  good.  DrJohnto** 
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PS0VI9DOB— <0fi<ifi««dL 

How  heayen,  in  scorn  of  human  arroganoe* 

Commito  to  trivial  chance  the  fate  of  nAtiona ! 

Wliile  with  incessant  thought  laborioaa  man 

Extends  his  miffhtr^  schemes  of  wealth  and  power. 

And  towers  ana  tnnmphs  in  ideal  greatness* 

Some  accidental  gnst  of  opposition 

Blasts  all  the  beauties  of  his  new  creation, 

O'ertnms  the  fabric  of  presnmptaoos  reason, 

And  whelms  the  swelling  architect  beneath  it.    Dr.  Jokmon. 

Happy  the  man  who  sees  a  Qod  employ'd 

In  all  the  good  and  iU  that  chequer  life  I  Cknoper,  XIauh,  ii.  161. 

Of  joys  I  cannot  jmint,  and  I  am  blesa'd. 

In  all  that  I  oonceiye,  whateyer  is,  is  best. 

Orabbe,  Talet  qf  ih»  SaU,  yi. 
Yesi  Thon  art  eyer  present.  Power  aapreme  1 
Not  drcomscrib'd  by  time,  nor  fix'd  to  space, 
Confin'd  to  altars,  nor  to  temples  bound. 
In  wealth,  in  want,  in  freedom,  or  in  chains. 
In  dungeons  or  on  thrones,  the  faithful  find  thee  1 

JELamnak  More^  BeUAoMzar,  1,  i. 

One  adequate  support 
For  the  calamities  of  mortal  life 
Exists— one  only ;  an  assured  belief 
That  the  procession  of  our  fate,  howe'er 
Sad  or  disturb'd,  is  order'd  by  a  Being 
Of  infinite  bencryolenoe  and  power. 
Whose  eyerlasting  purposes  embrace 

All  accidents,  converting  them  to  good.  Wardnoorik* 

PKUDJmOl— «w  Cimdaot,  INseretioa,  Vaastlsg. 

When  we  mean  to  build. 
We  first  survey  the  plot,  then  draw  the  model ; 
And  when  we  see  the  figure  of  the  liouse. 
Then  must  we  rate  the  cost  of  the  erection 
Which  if  we  find  outweighs  ability. 
What  do  we  then  but  draw  anew  the  model 
In  fewer  offtces ;  or,  at  least,  desist 

To  build  at  allP  8k.  Een,  tr.  2,  i.  8. 

Henceforth  his  might  we  know,  and  know  our  own. 
So  as  not  either  to  provoke,  or  dxead 

New  war,  provok'd.  Milton,  P.  X.  i.  648. 

Prudence !  thou  vainly  in  our  youth  art  sought, 
And,  with  age  purohas'd,  art  too  dearly  bought : 
We're  past  tne  use  of  wit,  for  which  we  toif 
Late  fruit,  and  planted  in  too  cold  a  soil.  Drydm* 
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488  PBrDSirOS— PUNIBHICENT. 

FKUDSVCS — eontinued. 

He  knows  the  oompassi  sail,  and  oar, 

Or  nerer  laonohes  nom  the  shore ; 

Before  he  bnilds  computes  the  cost, 

And  in  no  proad  pnrsoit  is  lost.  €^ay,  Fable  6,  pvt  1 

To  donbtfnl  matters  do  not  headlong  ran, 

What's  weU  left  off  were  better  not  begun.  Tkamat  BaMph. 

Prudence  protects  and  guides  us,  wit  betrays,^ 

A  splendid  source  of  ill  ten  thousand  ways, 

A  certain  snare  to  miseries  immense, 

A  eay  prerogatiye  from  common  sense,— 

UnlesB  strong  judgment  that  wild  thing  can  tame, 

And  break  to  paths  of  Tirtae  and  of  fame.  T^umS* 

FAUDJCUT. 

The  honour  of  a  prude  is  rage  and  storm, 

'Tis  ugliness  in  its  most  frigntful  form ; 

Fiercely  it  stands,  defying  ^ods  and  men. 

As  fiery  monsters  guard  a  giant's  den.  8k.  Poem- 

Yon  ancient  prude,  whose  wither'd  features  show 

She  might  be  young  some  forty  years  ago ; 

Her  eiwms  pinion'd  dose  upon  ner  hips ; 

Her  head  erect,  her  fan  upon  her  lips ; 

Her  eyebrows  arch'd,  her  eyes  both  gone  astray 

To  watch  yon  amorous  couple  in  their  play ; 

With  bony  and  unkerchierd  neck  defies 

The  rude  mdemenqy  of  wintiy  skies. 

And  sails,  with  lappit  head  and  mincing  airs* 

Duly  at  chink  of  bell  to  morning  prayers.  Onoper^  2Wi^  ^' 
PUBLIC  VOICE— M»  Mob,  People,  Babble. 
The  public  roice ! 

There's  not  an  arrant  rogue  but  calls 

The  wretched  raying  of  his  ] 


"  The  pubUc  yoice ;    nay,  tnose  who  dare  not  speal^ 

Aboye  their  breatii,  for  tear  of  punishment. 

Will  whisper  forth  that  yoice,  if  you  belieye 

Their  timid  accents.  -H^*'' 

PinnnvO^-Mtf  Charaoter,  Xirth. 

I  see  a  chief  who  leads  mj  chosen  sons, 

All  armed  with  points,  antitheses,  and  puns.  ^^ 

PTTKISHMEin— «M  Xnayery. 

He's  a  bad  surgeon  that  for  pity  spares 

The  part  corrupted  till  the  gangrene  spread. 

And  all  the  body  perish :  he  that's  merciful 

Unto  the  bad,  is  cruel  to  the  good. 

BaruUflpkf  Musei  Looking' ^^' 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


PUVISHMEITT — prsiTT.  489 

FUHISHlDDrT— eofi^MtMl. 
Nor  cnstom,  nor  example,  nor  vast  nnmbem 
Of  sncli  as  do  offend,  make  less  the  sin ; 
For  each  pariicnlar  crime  a  strict  account 
Will  he  exacted ;  and  that  comfort,  which 
The  damn'd  pretend,  follows  in  misery. 
Takes  nothing  from  their  torments :  every  one 
Must  suffer  in  himself  the  measure  of 
His  wickedness.  Massing&r,  Picture, 

Justice  awake,  and  Eigonr  take  her  time, 
For  lo !  our  mercy  is  become  our  crime. 
While  halting  Punishment  her  stroke  delays. 
Our  sorereiffn  right,  hearen's  sacred  trust,  decays  ! 
Bight  liyes  dt  law,  and  law  subsists  by  power ; 
Disarm  the  shepherd,  wohres  the  flock  devour. 

Diyden,  Ahiolom  and  Aehilophel,  ii.  733. 

PUBIXaVS— Mf  Presl^Ttsriaiis. 
Dost  thou  think,  because  thou  art  virtuous. 
There  shall  be  no  more  cakes  and  ale  P  8h.  T,  Ni.  ii.  3. 

A  lawless  linsey-woolsey  brother. 

Half  of  one  order,  half  another ; 

A  creature  of  amphibious  nature. 

On  land  a  beast,  a  fish  in  water. 

That  nlwtkj  pi^js  on  grace  or  sin, 

A  sheep  without,  a  wolf  within.        Builer,  Rud.  1,  iii.  1227. 

FUSITT^JM  ProM^. 

A  spirit  pure  as  hers. 
If  always  pure  even  while  it  errs — 
As  sunshine,  broken  in  the  rill. 
Though  turned  astray,  is  simshine  still.  Thomas  Moore, 

A  lovelier  nvmph  the  pencil  never  drew ; 

For  the  fond  graces  formed  her  easy  mien. 

And  heaven's  soft  azure  in  her  eye  was  seen.  Ilayley. 

Around  her  shone 
The  li^ht  of  love,  the  puriir  of  grace, 
The  mind,  the  music  breatning  from  her  face ; 
The  heart  whose  softness  harmonised  the  whole ; 
And,  oh !  that  eye  was  in  itself  a  soul  I  ^ron. 

'Tis  said  the  lion  will  turn  and  flee 

From  a  maid  in  the  pride  of  her  purity.    Byron^  Siege  of  Cor, 
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PUSPOSB. 

Make  thick  my  blood. 

Stop  up  tlie  access  and  ^sage  to  lemone ; 

That  ao  oomptuictioiu  Tisitmgs  of  nature 

Shake  mj  feU  purpose.  Sk.  MM.  i.  S. 

I  Ho  believe  you  think  what  now  yon  speak 
Bat  what  we  do  determine  oft  we  break : 
Purpose  is  bat  the  sIatc  to  memoiy. 
Of  violent  birth,  but  poor  validil^ ; 
Which  now,  like  froits  unripe,  stick  on  the  tree. 
But  fall,  unshaken,  when  they  mellow  be 
What  to  ourselves  in  passion  we  propose. 
The  passion  ending,  doth  the  purpose  lose.    8k,  Smik  m.  1 
PUJUIUIX. 

All  things  that  are. 
Are  with  more  spirit  chased  than enjoy'd.  8k. M. qfTin^n* 6. 
What  nature  has  denied  fools  will  pursue, 
As  apes  are  ever  walking  upon  two.  TimS' 

QVAOKt. 
I  have  heard  they  are  the  most  lewd  impottoEB, 
Made  of  all  terms  and  shreds ;  no  less  bieliers 
Of  ffreat  men's  favours  than  their  own  vile  med'cinM, 
Which  they  will  utter  upon  monstrous  oaths ; 
Selling  that  drug  for  twopence  ere  they  part. 
Which  they  have  valued  at  twelve  crowns  before. 

Out,  you  impostors,  **  *      ^^ 

Quack-salving  cheating  mountebanks— your  skill 
Is  to  make  sound  men  sick,  and  sick  men  kiU. 

Massinger  and  Decker,  Virgim  Marlgr- 
From  powerftd  causes  spring  the  empiric's  jfains, 
Man's  love  of  life,  his  weakness,  and  nis  pams ; 
These  first  induce  him  the  vile  trash  to  try. 
Then  lend  his  name  that  other  men  may  buy.  CrtMe,Bor<ms^ 
Void  of  all  honour,  avaricious,  rash. 
The  daring  tribe  compound  their  boasted  tnsh— 
Tincture  of  syrup,  lotion,  drop,  or  pill : 
All  tempt  the  siek  to  trott  me  lying  bill ; 
There  are  among  them  those  who  cannot  read. 
And  yet  they'll  baj  a  patent  and  sueoeed ; 
Will  dare  to  promise  dying  sufferers  aid. 
For  who,  when  dead,  can  threaten  or  upbraid  P 
With  cruel  avarice  still  they  recommend  , 

More  draughts,  more  syrups,  to  the  journey's  end.  ii.  Boro* 
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When  qoackfl,  na  qoaoks  may  by  good  ludk  to  be  suie. 

Blonder  oat,  at  baphaBard,  a  deiperate  core, 

In  the  prints  of  tbe  day,  witb  due  pomp  and  parade. 

Case*  patient,  and  doctor,  are  ampiy  display'd. 

All  this  is  quite  just,  and  no  mortal  can  blame  it ; 

Bat  there's  reason  to  think  they  mi^^t  save  more  lives  still, 

Did  they  publish  a  list  of  the  nombm  they  kilL  JSam,  Buhap, 

QtTASBBS. 
Qoakers,  that  like  to  lanthomi,  bear 
^Hieir  light  within  them,  will  not  swear ; 
Their  gospel  is  an  accidence, 
By  which  the^  construe  conscience. 
And  hold  no  sin  so  deepljr  red 
As  that  of  breaking  Pnscian's  head.  Butler,  Sud.  2,  ii.  219. 

Upright  qnakers  please  both  man  and  God.  P<9m^iim.iv.206. 
QVASBXLS— JM  AxrauBt,  Oansciise,  IHspatit. 
We  striye  as  did  the  honndte  for  the  bone : 
They  fought  all  day,  and  yet  their  part  was  none : 
There  came  a  kite,  while  that  they  were  so  wroth. 
And  bare  away  the  bone  betwixt  them  both.  Ckaueer. 

In  a  false  qnarrel  there  is  no  troe  Taloar.     8k,  M.  Ado,  t.  1. 

Beware 
Of  entrance  to  a  qoarrel ;  bat,  being  in, 
Bear  't  that  the  oppos'd  may  beware  of  thee.    8h»  "Ham.  i.  3. 

If  I  can  fasten  bat  one  cop  npon  him. 

With  that  which  he  hath  drank  to-night  already. 

Hell  be  as  fall  of  qaarrel  and  offence. 

As  my  yoang  mistress's  dog.  8h,  0th,  n.  3« 

So  all  those  false  alarms  of  strife 

Between  the  hnsband  and  the  wife, 

And  little  quarrels,  often  prove 

To  be  but  new  recraits  oflore ; 

When  those  who're  always  kind  or  coy, 

In  time  most  either  tire  or  cloy.  Bfttler^  Hud,  3,  i.  203. 

TheVe  always  been  atdagsers-drawing, 

And  one  another  dapper^Iawing.  Butler,  Hud,  ii.  2. 

They  who  in  ^jaarrels  interpose. 

Most  often  wipe  a  bloody  nose.  Oaff,  Fable  34. 

The  q;uazrel  is  a  rery  pretty  quarrel  as  it  stands. 

Sheridan^  Bivale,  it.  3. 
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492  QTrxBiTLOUBirEBa— QiroTATioir,  QuoTiiro. 

QiTSRxnoirflvxss. 

Oh  I  we  are  qaernloas  creatures  I  little  less 

Than  all  things  can  suffice  to  make  ns  happy ; 

And  little  more  than  nothing  is  enough 

To  discontent  ns.  CoUridge, 

aUICKHXSS. 

With  too  much  qnickness  erer  to  be  tanght ; 

With  too  much  tlimTring  to  hayo  common  thought 
^jjjgC.  Pop..  If.  J.  n.  97. 

Quiet  to  quick  bosoms  is  a  hell !  Bynm,  Ch.  E.  m.  43. 

QUITS. 

To  John  I  owed  great  obligation. 

But  John,  unhappily,  thought  fit 

To  publish  it  to  all  the  nation. 

Sure  John  and  I  are  more  thaii  quit.  Mdriud,  y.  62.  {Prior), 

airoiA^noH,  Qiromre. 

The  devil  can  cite  scripture  for  his  purpose.  8k.  M,  ofV(».  i.3* 

'Twas  counted  learning  once  and  wit 

To  void  but  what  some  author  writ ; 

And  when  men  understood  by  rote 

By  as  implicit  sense  to  quote.   BuHer^  8ai.  upon  Plagianti> 

Why  should  those  who  pick  and  choose 

The  best  of  all  the  best  compose, 

And  join  it  by  Mosaic  art» 

In  graceful  order,  part  to  part. 

To  make  the  whole  in  beauty  suit, 

Not  merit  as  complete  repute 

As  those  who,  witn  less  art  and  pains. 

Can  do  it  with  their  natiye  brains.  BuUer,  8ai.  on  Plagiariet, 

For  all  he  did  he  had  a  reason. 

For  all  he  said  a  word  in  season  ; 

And  ready  ever  was  to  quote 

Authorities  for  what  he  wrote.  ButUr, 

He  ranged  his  troops  and  preached  up  patience, 

Backed  his  opinions  with  quotations.  Prior* 

Index-learning  turns  no  student  pale. 
Yet  holds  the  eel  of  Science  by  the  tail.  Pope,  Dunciad,  i.  2S(X 
Some  for  renown  on  scraps  of  learning  dote, 
And  think  they  grow  immortal  as  they  quote. 
To  patch-work  leam'd  quotations  are  alhed, 
But  strive  to  make  our  poverty  our  pride. 

Tounff,  Love  qf  Fumo,  h  ^* 
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BABBLE— BAHrBOTf.  488 

2ABBLB--M«  Mob. 
For  88  a  fl J  that  goes  to  bed, 
Be8ts  with  his  tail  above  his  head, 
80,  in  this  mongrel  state  of  oars. 
The  rabble  are  the  supreme  powers.  Butler,  Mud.  3, 11. 16091 

The  rabble  all  alive, 
From  tippling  benches,  cellars,  stalls,  and  sties. 
Swarm  m  the  streets.  Cknoper,  Task,  yi.  694. 

XA0S—Mf  Anger,  Passion. 
Bage  is  the  shortest  passion  of  our  souls. 
lake  narrow  brooks,  that  rise  with  sudden  showers, 
It  swells  in  haste,  and  fiills  again  as  soon.  Denham,  Iphigenia. 

BAIV. 
Careful  observers  mav  foretell  the  hour 
(By  sure  prognostics)  when  to  dread  a  shower 
Wnile  ram  depends,  the  pensive  cat  gives  o'er 
Her  firolicB,  and  pursues  ner  tail  no  more. 
If  you  be  wise,  tnen  go  not  far  to  dine  ; 
You'll  spend  in  coach-hire  more  than  save  in  wine. 
A  coming  shower  jour  shooting  corns  presage ; 
Old  aches  will  throb,  your  hoUow  tooth  will  rage.       Broome. 

The  douds  oonsi^  their  treasures  to  the  fields. 

And,  softly  shaking  on  the  dimpled  pool 

Plrelusive  drops,  let  all  their  moisture  flow. 

In  large  efiusion,  o'er  the  freshen'd  world.  Thomeoni  Spr,  173. 

From  floating  douds  of  pearly  hue 

Fell  in  light  drops  the  recent  shower. 

That  hung  like  gems  of  morning  dew 

On  every  tree  and  every  flower.  Boscoe, 

BAmow. 

Hail,  many-coloured  messenger,  that  ne'er 

Dost  disobey  the  wife  of  Jupiter ; 

Who,  with  thy  safifron  wings,  upon  my  flowers 

Diffusest  honey-drops,  refreshing  showers ; 

Ajnd  with  each  end  of  thy  blue  bow  dost  crown 

My  bosky  acres,  and  my  unshrubb'd  down, 

Bich  scarf  to  my  proud  earth!  Sh.  Temp.  iv.  1. 

The  Lord  of  nature  form'd  the  show'ry  bow, 

Tum'd  its  gaj  arch,  and  bade  its  colour  glow ; 

Its  radiant  circle  compasses  the  skies. 

And  sweetly  the  rich  tinctures  faint  and  rise ; 

It  bids  the  norrors  of  the  storm  to  cease, 

Ajdoms  the  clouds,  and  makes  the  tempest  peace.        Broome, 
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494  AAorBOW. 

Meantiine,  refracted  from  von  eastem  dkmd. 

Bestriding  earth,  the  grand  eliiereal  bow 

Shoots  up  immenie ;  and  every  hue  nnfolda 

In  fair  proDortion,  mnnin^  from  the  red 

To  where  the  violet  fades  mto  the  sky.  Tkamtan,  Spring,  202. 

Bom  of  the  shower,  and  ooloiir'd  by  the  son » 

Which  spans  the  heavens  when  April  skies  are  bright      Ih. 

Tib  sweet  to  listen  as  the  night  winds  creep 

From  leaf  to  leaf :  'tis  sweet  to  view  on  high 

The  rainbow,  based  on  ocean,  span  the  sky.  Bjfrot^  D.  /.  I.12S. 

Now  overhead  a  rainbow,  bnrsting  through 

The  scattering  donds,  shone,  spanning  the  dark  sea 

Bestinff  its  brm^ht  base  on  tiie  aoivering  blue ; 

And  aU  within  its  arch  appear'a  to  be 

Clearer  than  that  without,  and  its  wide  hue 

Waz'd  broad  and  waving,  like  a  banner  free. 

It  changed,  of  course  ;  a  heavenly  cameleon. 

The  airy  child  of  vapour  and  the  sun, 

Brou|^t  forth  in  purple,  cradled  in  vermilion. 

Baptised  in  molten  goldi,  and  swathed  in  dun, 

Ghtterinff  like  crescents  o'er  a  Turk's  pavilion. 

And  blending  every  colour  into  one.         Byron.  2>.  J*,  n.  9L 

What  skilfrd  limner  e'er  could  choose 

To  paint  the  rainbow's  various,  hues. 

Unless  to  mortal  it  were  given 

To  dip  his  brush  in  dyes  of  heaven.       8coH,  Marmian,  vi.  6. 

That  gracious  thing  made  up  of  tears  and  light. 

Coleridge,  2Wo  FauUs,  6. 
Triumphant  arch,  that  fill'st  the  sky, 
When  storms  prepare  to  part, 
I  ask  not  proud  Philosophy 
To  teU  me  what  thou  art. 
Still  seem,  aa  to  my  childhood's  sight, 
A  midway  station  given 

For  happy  spirits  to  alight,  . 

Betwixt  the  earth  and  heaven !  Camphell,  Poem  to  the  Bmnbow^ 
My  heart  leaps  up  when  I  behold 
A  rainbow  in  the  sky : 
So  was  it  when  my  me  began ; 
So  is  it  now  I  am  a  man  ; 
So  be  it  when  I  shall  grow  old. 
Or  let  me  die. 

The  child  is  father  of  the  man ; 
And  I  could  wish  my  days  to  be 
Bound  each  to  each  by  natural  ^\etj,Wordeieortk,onCMaM»a. 
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EAIVBOW— «om^«nm4L 

Far  up  the  bhie  sky  a  fair  rambow  unroll'd 

Its  soib-tmted  pinions  of  purple  and  gold ; 

Twas  bom  in  a  moment*  yet  quick  at  its  birtb. 

It  had  stretcb'd  to  the  ntteimost  ends  of  the  earth. 

And  fair  as  an  aasel,  it  floated  as  free. 

With  a  wing  on  the  earth  and  a  wing  on  the  sea.  Mn.Welby, 


Superior  worth  your  rank  requires : 

For  that,  mankind  reveres  your  sires ; 

If  you  degenerate  from  your  race. 

Their  ment  heightens  your  disgrace.      6ay»  Fahle  n.  part  2. 

The  rank  is  but  the  guinea  stamp, 

The  man's  the  gowd  for  a'  that.  Bwrm,  Son^i  Poverty. 
lAFWAKTi. 

Fain  would  I  Baphael's  godlike  art  rehearse. 

And  show  th'  immortal  labours  in  my  yerse ; 

Where,  from  the  mingled  strength  of  shade  and  light, 

A  new  creation  rises  to  my  sijjht ; 

Such  heavenly  figures  from  his  pencil  flow, 

So  warm  with  life  his  blended  colours  glow.  Addison,  Italy, 
BAFTUBB— «M  Joy. 

Oh,  who,  that  has  ever  had  rapture  ecmjiLete, 

Would  ask  how  we  feel  it,  or  why  it  is  sweet  P 

How  rays  are  conftis'd,  or  how  particles  fly 

Through  the  medium  refin'd  of  a  glance  or  a  sigh  P 

Is  there  one,  who  but  once  would  not- rather  have  known  it. 

Than  written,  like  Harvey,  whole  volumes  upon  it.  T.  Moore, 


Seek  not  for  danger  where  there  is  no  profit.  /SI.  Cymb.  rv.  2. 
Where  men  of  judgment  creep  and  feel  their  way, 
The  positive  pronounce  without  dismay. 

Cowper,  Conversation,  146. 

BAH. 

A  rotten  carcase  of  a  bo«t»  not  ngged, 
Nor  tackle,  sail,  nor  mast ;  the  very  rats 
Instinctively  had  quit  her.  8h,  Temp,  x.  2. 

&AZQB8. 
**  Not  think  they'd  shave  I**  quoth  Hodge  with  wondering  eyes. 
And  voice  not  much  unlike  an  Indian  yell ; 
"  What  were  they  made  for  then,  you  dog  P"  he  cries : 
*'  Made  s"  quoth  the  fellow,  with  a  smile,  '<  to  selL'' 

Poter  Pindar^  ni. 
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BXA])nrX8S-«M  PrompUtndA. 
All  things  are  ready  if  our  minds  be  so.        Sk.  Em,  f.it.S. 

BIADDTO-iM  Books,  Loandng,  Lottort. 

Many  books. 
Wise  men  hare  said,  are  wearisome ;  who  reads 
Incessantly,  and  to  his  reading  brings  not 
A  spirit  and  judgment  equal  or  su^rior, 
Uncertain  and  unsettled  still  remams — 
Deep  versed  in  books,  and  shallow  in  himself. 

Milton,  F.E.V9W. 
Toy  with  yoor  books,  and,  as  the  yarious  fits 
Of  humour  seize  yon,  from  philosophy 
To  fable  shift,  from  serious  Antonine 
To  Babelais'  ravings,  and  from  prose  to  song. 
While  reading  pleases,  but  no  longer,  read ; 
And  read  aloud,  resounding  Homer's  strains, 
And  wield  the  Uiunder  of  Demonsthenes : 
The  chestso  exercised  improves  its  strength.^r0W<rofli^,i^.P-at 

The  wretch  who  digs  the  mine  for  bread. 

Or  nloughs  that  others  may  be  fed, — 

Feels  less  fatigue,  than  that  decreed 

To  him  that  cannot  think  or  read.  JBoJiaaA  Muft* 

BSABOH,  BEASOn,  BEASOHnr€k-«M  Fsnej,  ICaa. 
I  have  no  other  but  a  woman's  reason ; 
I  think  him  so,  because  I  think  him  so.  SIL  Two  6^.  L  8* 

Good  reasons  must,  offeree,  give  place  to  better.  iSA.«7tiZ.C.iT^. 

Whatever  sceptic  could  inquire  for. 

For  every  why  he  had  a  wherefore.     ButUr,  Hud.  1,  l  131. 

The  gods  are  just. 
But  how  can  finite  measure  infinite  P 
Beason !  alas,  it  does  not  know  itself ! 
Yet  man,  vaiu  man,  would  with  this  short-lived  plummet 
Fathom  ihe  vast  abyss  of  heavenly  justice.  J)rydM, 

Beason's  a  staff  for  age,  when  nature's  gone ; 

But  youth  is  strong  enough  to  walk  alone.i&.  Oonq.  of  Orenaia. 

Thought 
Precedes  the  will  to  think,  and  error  lives 
Ere  reason  can  be  bom.    Beason,  the  power 
To  guess  at  rieht  and  wrong,  tiie  twinkling  lamp 
Of  wand'ring  ufe,  that  winks  and  wakes  b;^  turns 
Fooling  the  follower  'twizt  shade  and  shining. 

Congreve,  Mowming  Bride. 
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BXAMV— AW^tiitt^ 
Whether  with  reason  or  with  instinct  blest, 
Enow,  all  enjoy  that  power  which  snits  them  best. 
To  bliss  alike  by  that  direction  tend. 
And  find  the  means  proportioned  to  their  end. 

P<gM»  E.  A/.  III.  79. 
Season  raise  o'er  instinot  as  yon  can. 

In  this  'tis  Grod  directs,  in  thut  'tis  man.  Fope,  JE,  M.  in.  97. 
Who  reasons  wisely  is  not  therefore  wise, 
His  pride  in  reasonmg,  not  in  acting,  lies.  Pcpe^  M.  JF.  1. 117. 
Within  the  brain's  most  secret  cells 
A  certain  lord-chief-justice  dwells, 
Of  BOT'reign  power  whom  one  and  all, 
With  common  voice,  we  Beason  call.  Churchill. 

When  reason,  like  the  skilful  charioteer, 

Can  break  the  fiery  passions  with  the  bit. 

And,  spite  of  their  hcentious  sallies,  keep 

The  radiant  track  of  gloiy ;  passions  then 

Are  aids  and  ornaments.  Toungy  N.  T, 

Season's  progressiTe,  instinct  is  complete ; 
Swift  instinct  leaps ;  slow  reason  feeoly  cumbs. 
Brutes  soon  their  zenith  reach ;  their  httle  all 
Flows  in  at  once  :  in  ages  they  no  more 
Could  know,  or  do,  or  covet,  or  enjoy ; 
Were  man  to  live  coeval  with  the  sun, 
The  patriarch-pupil  would  be  learning  still ; 
Yet,  dying,  leave  his  lesson  half  unleam'd.    Ih,  N.  T.  Tii.  78. 
Beason  I  the  hoary  dotard's  dull  directress, 
That  loses  all,  because  she  hazards  nothing : 
Season !  the  tim'rous  pilot,  that,  to  shun 
The  rocks  of  life,  for  ever  flies  the  port.    Dr.  Johnsortt  Irene, 
SSBELLIOH,  SJSBELS— M0  Ckmtention,  IHsoord,  Xob,  People,  Babble. 
Contention,  like  a  horse 
Full  of  high  feeding,  madly  hath  broken  loose. 
And  bears  down  all  before  him.  Sh.  Men,  ir,  2,  i.  1. 

Their  weapons  only 
Seem'd  on  our  side  :  but  for  their  spirits  and  souls. 
This  word,  rebellion,  it  had  firoze  them  up. 
As  fish  are  in  a  pond.  8h,  Hen.  ir,  2,  x.  1. 

One  drop  of  blood  drawn  from  thy  countnr's  bosom. 
Should  grieve  thee  more  than  streams  of  foreign  gore ; 
Betnm  thee,  therefore,  with  a  flood  of  tears. 
And  wash  away  thy  country's  stained  spots.  8h.Hen.ri.l,m,d* 
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BEBSLUOV,  BEBELB— eonrmtMtf. 

O,  pity,  God,  this  miserable  af^e  !— 

What  stratagems,  how  fell,  how  bntchcriy, 

Erroneous,  mutinous,  and  unnatural, 

This  deadly  quarrel  daily  doth  beget !      8k,  Sen.  VL  3,  n.  5. 

The  spinsters,  carders,  fullers,  weavers,  who. 

Unfit  for  other  life,  compelled  by  hunger 

And  lack  of  other  means,  in  desperate  manner 

Daring  th'  event  to  th'  teeth,  are  all  in  uproar. 

And  danger  serves  among  them.  Sh.  Hen,  vm,  i.  2, 

You  may  as  well 
Strike  at  the  heaven  with  your  staves,  as  lift  them 
Against  the  Boman  state  :  whose  course  will  on 
The  way  it  takes,  cracking  ten  thousand  curbs 
Of  more  strong  link  asunder,  than  can  ever 
Appear  in  your  impediment.  SA.  Ceriol,  i.  !• 

All  the  regions 
Do  smilingly  revolt ;  and  who  resist 
Are  only  mock'd  for  valiant  ignorance. 
And  perish  constant  fools.  Sh.  CorioL  it.  6. 

Now  let  it  work  :  Mischief,  thou  art  a-foot, 
Take  thou  what  course  thou  wilt  I  Sh,  Jul  C.  m  2. 

Let  them  call  it  mischief ; 
When  it's  past,  and  prosper'd,  'twill  be  virtue. 

Sen  Jonson,  Catih»e. 
Eebellion  now  began,  for  lack 
Of  zeal  and  plunder,  to  grow  slack.       Butler,  Rud.  8,  n.  31. 

The  devil  was  the  first  o'  th*  name. 

From  whom  the  race  of  rebels  came. 

Who  was  the  first  bold  undertaker 

Of  bearing  arms  against  his  Maker ; 

And  though  miscarrying  in  th'  event, 

Was  never  yet  known  to  repent. 

Though  tumbled  from  the  top  of  bliss 

Down  to  the  bottomless  abyss ; 

A  property,  which  from  their  prince 

The  family  owns  ever  since. 

And  therefore  ne'er  repent  the  evil 

They  do,  or  suffer,  like  the  devil.        Butler,  Mite.  ThughU. 

The  worst  of  rebels  never  arm 

To  do  their  king  or  country  harm  ; 

But  draw  their  swords  to  do  them  good. 

As  doctors  cure  by  letting  blood.        Butler,  Mite.  3^«y**«- 
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UnZLUOH,  BSBBLB— HKW/tMMAf. 

Ki^hteous  heaven, 
In  thv  great  day  of  yengeance !  blast  the  traitor ! 
And  his  pernicious  counsels  ;  who,  for  wealth, 
For  pow  r,  the  pride  of  greatness,  or  reTenge, 
Would  plunge  his  native  land  in  ciyii  wars.  Mowe,  Jane  Shore. 
The  more  the  bold,  the  bustling,  and  the  bad, 
Press  to  usurp  the  reins  of  power,  the  more 
Behoves  it  virtue,  with  indignant  zeal, 
To  check  their  combination.  Thomson. 

And  peijury  stood  up  to  swear  all  true ; 
His  aim  was  mischief,  and  his  zeal  pretence, 
His  speech  rebellion  against  common  sense  ; 
A  knave,  when  tried  on  honesty's  plain  rule, 
And  when  by  that  of  reason  a  mere  fool. 
The  world's  oest  comfort  was,  his  doom  was  pass'd. 
Die  when  he  might,  he  must  be  damn'd  at  last. 

Cowper,  Hope,  664. 
A  s^ark  creates  the  flame  ;  'tis  the  last  drop 
Which  makes  the  cup  run  o'er.  Byron,  Doge  qf  Venice, 

I  have  seen  some  nations,  like  o'erloaded  asses. 
Kick  off  their  burdens — meaning  the  high  classes. 

Rebellion  I  foul  dishonouring  word,  y      >     *    •      • 

Wliose  wrongM  blight  so  oft  has  stain'd 

The  holiest  cause  that  tongue  or  sword 

Of  mortal  ever  lost  or  gain'd  ! 

How  many  a  spirit  bom  to  bless 

Hath  sunk  beneath  that  withering  name, 

Whom  but  a  day's,  an  hour's  success 

Had  wafted  to  eternal  fame  I  Moore,  Lalla  Boohh, 

EJEBUJUB— «M  Love,  Fhilosophy. 

Forbear  sharp  speeches  to  her ;  she's  a  lady 

Bo  tender  of  rebukes,  that  words  are  strokes, 

And  strokes  death  to  her.  Sh,  Cymh.  in.  6. 

BEGIFB0CIT7. 

Be  thine  the  more  refin'd  delights 

Of  love  that  banishes  control, 

When  the  fond  heart  with  heart  unites, 

And  souls  in  unison  with  souL  Cartnofight, 

I  ne'er  could  any  lustre  see 

In  eves  that  would  not  look  on  me ; 

I  ne  er  saw  nectar  on  a  lip 

But  where  my  own  did  hope  to  sip.        Sheridan,  Duenna^  i.  2 

KK  2 
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BSdPBOCITT— eon/tfucmf. 

It  is  vain  that  we  should  coldly  gaze 

On  such  as  smile  upon  us  :  the  heart  most 

Leap  kindly  back  to  kindness.  ^/f^ 

The  all-absorbing  flame 

Which  Icindled  by  another,  grows  the  same. 

Wrapt  in  one  blaze.  Jfyiw,  (^  ^ 

BEGKONIHG. 

So  oomes  a  reck'ning  when  the  banquet's  o'er, 

The  dreadful  reck'ning,  and  men  smile  no  more. 

Gay,  What  <£ye  call  it,  n.  9- 

BECOKCILEKEnT,  BSCOHCUIATIOir— cm  Forgiveness. 

Forget,  forgive  ;  conclude,  and  be  agreed.     Sh*  Sic,  U.  i.  !• 

Never  can  true  reconcilement  grow. 

Where  wounds  of  deadly  hate  have  pierc'd  so  deep. 

MUto»,P.Lvr'^ 
BEGBEATIOH. 

Sweet  recreation  barred,  what  doth  ensue, 

But  moody  and  dull  melancholy, 

Kinsman  to  grim  and  comfortless  despair  ; 

And,  at  her  heels,  a  huge  infectious  troop 

Of  pale  distemperatures,  and  foes  to  life.        8k.  dm.  Br^  ^• 
Nothing  more  preserves  men  in  their  wits, 

Than  giving  of  them  leave  to  play  by  fits. 

In  dreams  to  sport,  and  ramble  with  all  fancies. 

And  waking,  little  less  extravagances. 

The  rest  and  recreation  of  tired  thought. 

When  'tis  run  down  with  ease,  and  overwrought ; 

Of  which  whoever  does  not  freely  take 

His  constant  share,  is  never  broad  awake.        Butler,  8at  !• 
BEDBE8S. 

What  need  we  any  spur  but  our  own  cause 

To  prick  us  to  redress.  Sk,  Jtd.  C.  n.  L 

BSFLECnOlT— M0  €k>nt6inplation. 

A  soul  without  reflection,  like  a  pile  - 

Without  inhabitant,  to  ruin  runs.  Toung,  N'  ■*■• 

BEFOBK,  BEFOBMEBS,  BEFOBKATIOH-*«Kr  Xob.  People.     ^ 

Sin,  that  amends,  is  but  patched  with  virtue.  Sk,  2W.  3- 1*^* 

No  sow-gelder  did  blow  his  horn 

To  geld  a  cat,  but  cry  Reform. 

The  oyster  women  lock'd  their  fish  up,  ^ 

And  trudged  away  to  cry  *  No  Bishop.'  Butler,  Rud.  1,  n.  537. 

Tis  the  talent  of  our  English  nation. 

Still  to  be  plotting  some  new  Beformation. 

Dfyden,  ProL  to  Sophonuba, 
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BSFOBM,  BEF0B1I2B8,  "BXFOBMATlOV^-eontinued. 

You  stand  the  champion  of  the  people's  cause, 
And  bid  the  mob  reiorm  defective  laws. 

Tope,  Ef,  to  Lord  BolinghroJce. 
AH  zeal  for  a  reform  that  gives  offence 
To  peace  and  charity,  is  mere  pretence.  Cotcper,  Charity,  533. 
SSFirSAL. 
Have  you  not  heard  it  said  full  oft 

A  woman's  nay  doth  stand  for  nanght.       Sh,  Pcus,  Pilgrim, 
If  yon  oblijfe  me  suddenly  to  choose, 
My  choice  is  made — and  I  must  you  refuse.  Dryden, 

XEOIdDS. 

If  I  could  find  example 
Of  thousands,  that  had  struck  anointed  kings. 
And  flourish'd  after,  I'd  not  do  't :  but  since 
]^ior  brass,  nor  stone,  nor  parchment,  bears  not  one. 
Let  villany  itself  forswear  t.  8h»  Wint,  T,  rv.  2. 

BS7SGTEB  SlTITOBS'Mtf  Ck^nrtihip. 
Some  are  soon  bagg*d,  but  some  reject  three  dozen, 
'Tis  fine  to  see  them  scattering  refusals 
And  wild  dismay  o'er  ev'ry  an^y  cousin 
(Friends  of  the  party)  who  be^  accusals, 
Such  as — "Unless  Miss  (Blank)  meant  to  have  chosen 
Poor  Frederick,  why  did  she  accord  perusals 
To  his  billets  P    Why  waltz  with  him  P     Why,  I  pray. 
Look  yes  last  niriit,  and  yet  say  no  to-day. 
Why  r — ^why  P--besides,  Fred,  really  was  attacli'd, 
'Twas  not  her  fortune — he  has  enough  without : 
The  time  will  come  she'll  wish  that  she  had  snatch'd 
So  good  an  opportunity,  no  doubt : — 
But  the  old  marchioness  some  plan  has  hatch'd 
As  I'll  tell  Aurea  at  to-morrow  s  rout : 
And  after  all  poor  Frederick  may  do  better — 
Pray  did  you  see  her  answer  to  his  letter  P"  J[^ro»,Z>.«7'.34,35. 

BEJOICDf  Ch— «ee  Joy. 
Fill  the  bright  goblet,  spread  the  festive  board, 
Summon  the  pay,  the  noble,  and  the  fair ; 
Thro'  the  louahall,  in  joyous  concert  pour'd. 
Let  mirth  and  music  sound  the  dirge  of  care.    Sir  W.  Scott, 

BELATIOn. 
The  near  in  blood,  the  nearer  bloody.  8h»  Maoh.  n.  3. 

BELIAHCS— «M  Dependence.  - 

I  will  believe 
Thou  wilt  not  utter  what  thou  dost  not  know ; 
And  so  far  I  will  trust  thee.  Sk.  Hen,  ir,  1.  n.  8. 
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BELIOIOH— «M  Belief  Bigotry,  Cfhnreb^  ConTerti,  DevottoB,  Uirlai^y 
FaiUi,  FaaatidfBi,  Hypooiij,  Ittd0peiid«iioe,Ple^,  PiMelytM,  fcmU 
He  wears  his  faith  but  as  the  fa8hi<m  of 
His  hat  s  it  erer  changes  with  the  next  block.  8A.M.Ado.il, 

Had  I  but  served  my  God  with  half  the  zeal 
I  served  my  kiiu(,  hQ  would  not,  in  mine  age. 
Have  left  me  naked  to  mine  enemies.       Sh,  Hen.  rm.  m.  2. 

Take  heed,  lest  passion  sway 

Thy  judgment  to  do  aught  which  else  free-wiQ 

Would  not  admit.  MiUon,  P.L.  tul  385. 

All  our  scouring  of  religion 

Began  with  tumults  and  sedition, 

When  hurricanes  of  fierce  commotion 

Became  strong  motives  to  devotion ; 

As  carnal  seamen,  in  a  storm. 

Turn  pious  converts  and  reform.         Sutler,  Sud*  3,  n.  633. 

A  convert's  but  a  fly  that  turns  about 

After  his  head 's  cut  off,  to  find  it  out.  J3Miler,Aiue,TkouffhU. 

Never  shew  reli^on, 
Unless  you  mean  to  pass  for  xnaves  of  conscience, 
And  cheat  believing  fools  that  think  you  honest.  (Hwajf,Orph» 

Faith  is  not  built  on  disquisitions  vain ; 

The  things  we  must  believe  are  few  and  plain : 

But  since  men  wiU  believe  more  than  their  need* 

And  eveiT  man  will  mak-e  himself  a  creed. 

In  doubtful  questions  'tis  the  safest  way 

To  learn  what  unsuspected  ancients  say ; 

For  it's  not  likely  we  should  higher  soar. 

In  search  of  heaven,  than  all  the  church  before.         D/yde»' 

Beligion's  lustre  is,  by  native  innocence. 

Divinely  pure,  and  simple  from  all  arts : 

You  daub  and  dress  her  like  a  common  mistress, 

The  harlot  of  your  fancies  ;  and  by  adding 

False  beauties,  which  she  wants  not,  make  the  world 

Suspect  her  angel's  face  is  foul  beneath, 

And  will  not  bear  all  lights.  Borne,  TamerioM. 

Say,  first,  of  Qod  above,  or  man  below, 

Wnat  can  we  reason,  but  from  what  we  know F 

Of  man,  what  see  we  but  his  station  here. 

From  which  to  reason,  or  to  which  refer  P 

Thro'  worlds  unnumber'd  tiio*  the  God  be  known, 

'Tis  ours  to  trace  him  only  in  our  own.       Pope,  E,  M*  1. 1/ • 
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BEUOIOV— eon/mtiAf. 

Some  go  to  church,  proud  humbly  to  repent. 
And  come  back  much  more  guilty  than  they  went ; 
One  way  they  look,  another  way  they  steer, 
Pray  to  the  gods,  but  would  have  mortals  hear  j 
And  when  their  sins  they  set  sincerely  down, 
They'll  find  that  their  religion  has  been  one. 

Young,  Love  of  Fame,  Sat  I.  72. 

Know, 
Without  star  or  angel,  for  their  guide, 
Who  worship  God,  shall  find  him.    Humble  love, 
And  not  proud  reason,  keeps  the  door  of  heaven  I 
Love  finds  admission,  where  proud  science  fails.    lb.  N.  T.  9. 

Beligion  crowns  the  statesman  and  the  man, 
Sole  source  of  public  and  of  private  peace. 

Young,  PuhUc  Situation  of  the  Kingdom,  499. 
When  nations  are  to  perish  in  their  sins, 
'Tis  in  the  church  the  leprosy  begins  : 
The  priest,  whose  office  is,  with  zeal  sincere. 
To  watch  the  fountain,  and  preserve  it  clear, 
Carelessly  nods  and  sleeps  upon  the  brink, 
While  otners  poison  what  the  fiock  must  drink. 

Cowj)er,  Expostulation,  96. 

Pity  I  Beligion  has  so  seldom  found 
A  skilful  guioe  into  poetic  ground  I 
The  flowers  would  spring  where'er  she  deign'd  to  stray. 
And  every  Muse  attends  her  in  her  way. 
Virtue  indeed  meets  many  a  rhyming  friend, 
And  many  a  compliment  politely  penn'd, 
But  unattir'd  in  that  becoming  vest 
Iteligion  weaves  for  her,  and  half  undress'd. 
Stands  in  the  desert  shivering  and  forlorn, 
A  wintry  figure,  like  a  withered  thorn.     lb.  Table  Talk,  716. 

See  the  sage  hermit  by  mankind  admired. 

With  all  that  bigotry  adopts,  inspired, 

Wearing  out  life  in  his  religious  whim, 

Till  his  religious  whimsy  wears  out  him. 

His  works,  nis  abstinence,  his  zeal  allow'd, 

You  think  him  humble, — Ood  accounts  him  proud ; 

High  in  demand,  though  lowly  in  pretence. 

Of  all  his  conduct  this  the  genuine  sense, — 

My  penitential  stripes,  my  streaming  blood 

Have  purchased  heaven,  and  prove  my  title  good. /^.2>u^7/, 87. 
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BXLIOIOV— ^dofffMUMf. 

What,  always  dreaming  over  heavenly  things. 
Like  angel-heads  in  stone,  wilih  pigeon-wings  r 
Canting  and  whining  ont  all  day  the  word. 
And  half  the  night  P  fanatic  and  absnrd  ! 
Mine  be  the  friend  less  frequent  in  his  prayers, 
Who  makes  no  bustle  with  his  soul's  affairs. 
Whose  wit  can  brighten  un  a  wintry  day, 
And  chase  the  splenetic  dull  hours  away. 
Content  on  earth  in  earthly  things  to  snine, 
Who  waits  for  heayen  ere  he  becomes  divine. 
Leaves  saints  t'enjoj  those  altitudes  they  teach, 
And  plucks  the  fifuit  placed  more  within  his  reach. 

Beligion  does  not  censure  or  exclude 
Unnumber'd  pleasures,  harmlessly  pursued. 
To  study  culture,  and  with  artful  toil 
To  meliorate  and  tame  the  stubborn  soil ; 
To  give  dissimilar  yet  fruitful  lands 
The  grain  or  herb  or  plant  that  each  demands.  «o4 

Jh.  BeOremmd,!^ 

There's  nought,  no  doubt,  so  much  the  spirit  calms 

As  rum  and  true  religion ;  thus  it  was, 

Some  plunder'd,  some  drank  spirits,  some  sung  psalin^- 

I  think  that  friars  and  their  hoods,  -oy^^t 

Their  doctrines  and  their  maggots. 

Have  lighted  up  so  many  feudS, 

And  far  too  many  faggots  ; 

I  think,  while  z^ots  fast  and  frown. 

And  ficht  for  two  or  seven. 

That  there  are  fifty  roads  to  town,  -.^ 

And  rather  more  to  heaven.  Praed,  Ckauni  qf  BniS^  ^'^ 

There  is — ^There  is— one  primitive  and  sure 

Beligion  pure. 
Unchanged  in  spirit,  though  its  forms  and  codes 

Wear  m^rnad  modes. 
Contains  all  creeds  within  its  mighty  span — 
The  love  of  God,  displayed  in  love  of  man.  ,  p^^^-,, 

SaraceSmiik,  Moral  ^^ 
True  reli^on 
Is  always  mild,  propitious,  and  humble ; 
Plays  not  the  tyrant,  plants  no  fiiith  in  blood. 
Nor  bears  destruction  on  her  chariot  wheels ; 
But  stoops  to  polish,  succour,  and  redress,  -mfaio*^ 

Andboilos  her  grandeur  on  the  public  good.  JJGXUt^^^ 
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VKLlGlO'S'-etmttnMtd, 

I  take  possession  of  man's  mind  and  deed, 

I  care  not  what  the  sects  may  brawl ; 

I  sit  as  Grod,  holding  no  form  of  creed, 

Bat  contemplating  alL  Tennj^son,  Palace  t^  Art* 

BXLZeiOirS  OOHTROYZBffr. 

'Tis  some  relief,  that  noints  not  clearly  known, 

Without  much  hazara  may  be  let  alone ; 

And,  after  hearing  what  onr  church  can  say, 

If  still  our  reason  runs  another  way. 

That  prirate  reason  'tis  more  just  to  curb, 

Than  try  disputes  the  public  peace  disturb ; 

For  pomts  obscure  are  of  small  use  to  learn. 

But  common  quiet  is  mankind's  concern. 
Ti^wiranrBtt  Dryden^  Beligio  Laid,  443. 

Our  remedies  oft  in  ourselves  do  lie. 

Which  we  ascribe  to  heaven  ;  the  fated  sky 

Gives  us  free  scope  ;  only,  doth  backward  pull 

Our  slow  designs,  when  we  ourselves  are  duiL  Sh.AlV$  TF.i.l. 

Withdraw  thj  action,  and  depart  in  peace  ; 

The  remedy  is  worse  than  the  disease.  Dryden,Juven.  xvi.  32. 


iCK— «M  Xflmorj. 
Keep  this  remembrance  for  thy  Julia's  sake*  8h,  Two,  6^.ii.2. 

Praising  what  is  lost, 
Makes  the  remembrance  dear.  8h.  AlVt  W,  v.  3. 

I've  been  so  long  remembered,  I'm  forgot.  Yowng,N,TjTJS7. 

Sooner  shall  the  blue  ocean  melt  to  air. 

Sooner  shall  earth  resolve  itself  to  sea. 

Than  I  resign  thine  image,  oh,  my  fiedr  1 

Or  think  of  any  thing,  excepting  thee.       Byron,  D*  J.  il.  19. 

Bemembrance  makes  the  poet ;  'tis  the  past. 

Lingering  within  him  with  a  keener  sense 

Than  is  upon  the  thoughts  of  common  men, 

Of  what  has  been,  tiiat  fills  the  actual  world 

With  unreal  likenesses  of  lovely  shapes, 

That  were  and  are  not.  X.  E,  Landon. 

Gro  where  ffloiy  waits  thee ; 

But  while  fame  elates  thee, 

O,  still  remember  me. 

When  the  praise  thou  meetest. 

To  thine  ear  is  sweetest, 

O,  then  remember  me^  Tko$.  Moore. 
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ESMXXBEAVCE-^Am^miiMf. 

There's  not  a  look,  a  word  of  Uune, 

My  soul  hath  e'er  forgot ; 

Thou  ne'er  hast  bid  a  ringlet  shine, 

Nor  ^yen  thy  locks  one  graceful  twine, 

Whieli  I  remember  not.  Thos*  Moore. 

I  remember,  I  remember. 

The  fir-trees  dark  and  high : 

I  used  to  think  their  slender  tops 

Were  close  against  the  sky, 

It  was  a  childish  i^orance, 

But  now  'tis  little  joy 

To  know  I'm  farther  off  from  heaven 

Than  when  I  was  a  boy.  Tho9,  Hood,  Poewu, 

There's  not  an  hour 

Of  day,  or  dreaming  night,  but  I  am  with  thee : 

There  s  not  a  wind  but  whispers  of  thy  name  ; 

And  not  a  flower  that  sleeps  beneath  uie  moon. 

But  in  its  fragrance  tells  a  tale  of  thee.  Barry  Cornwall 

BEMOBBE. 

High  minds,  of  native  pride  and  force. 

Most  deeply  feel  thy  pangs,  remorse  ! 

Fear  for  their  scourge  mean  villains  have  ; 

Thou  art  the  torture  of  the  brave.      SeoU,  Marmum,  lu.  13. 

Bemorse  is  as  the  heart  in  which  it  grows. 

If  that  be  gentle,  it  drops  balmy  dews 

Of  true  repentance  ;  but  if  proud  and  gloomy, 

It  is  the  poison  tree  that,  pierced  to  the  izunost. 

Weeps  only  tears  of  poison.      •  CoUrii$9. 

BEPABTEE. 

A  man  renown'd  for  repartee 

Will  seldom  scruple  to  make  free 

With  friendship's  finest  feeling ; 

Will  thrust  a  dagger  at  your  breast, 

And  tell  you  'twas  a  special  jest, 

By  way  of  balm  for  healing.  Qnoper,  Frieniskipi  14 

BEFENTANCS—^Me  Apology,  Consideration^  EoiglveaMs. 
Who  by  repentance  is  not  satisfied^ 
Is  nor  of  heaven  nor  of  earth  ;  for  these  are  pleaaed ; 
By  penitence  the  Eternal's  wrath's  appeased.  Sh,l\oo  G»  v.  3* 
They  say,  best  men  are  moulded  out  of  faults  ; 
And,  for  the  most,  become  much  more  the  better 
For  being  a  HtUe  bad.  8h.  Jf .  for  M.  v.  1 . 
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I  do  not  shame 
To  tell  you  what  I  was,  since  my  conversion 
So  sweetly  tastes,  being  the  thing  I  am.     8h.  As  Y.  L,  nr.  3. 
Like  bright  metal  on  a  sollen  ground, 
My  reformation,  glittering  o'er  my  fault. 
Shall  show  more  goodly,  and  attract  more  eyes. 
Than  that  which  hath  no  foil  to  set  it  off.     8h.  Hen.  IV,  1. 1. 2. 

Let  me  tell  the  world. 
If  he  out-live  the  envy  of  this  day, 
England  never  did  owe  so  sweet  a  hope. 
So  much  misconstrued  in  his  wantonness.  8h,  Hen,  iv.  l.y.  2. 

I  survive, 
To  mock  the  expectation  of  the  world ; 
To  frustrate  prophecies  ;  and  to  raze  out 
Eotten  opinion,  who  hath  writ  me  down 
After  my  seeming.  8h.  Hen.  /F.  2,  Y.  2. 

Presume  not,  that  I  am  the  tiling  I  was : 
For  heaven  doth  know,  so  shall  the  world  perceive. 
That  I  have  turned  away  my  former  self; 
So  will  I  those  that  kept  me  company.       Sh.  Hen.  iv.  2,  v.  5. 

What  is  done  cannot  be  now  amended ; 
Men  shall  deal  unadvisedly  sometimes, 
Which  after-hours  give  leisure  to  repent.  8h.  Mich,  m.  iv.  4. 
Man  should  do  nothing  that  he  should  repent^ 
But  if  he  have,  and  say  that  he  is  sorry. 
It  is  a  worse  fault,  if  he  be  not  truly. 

Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  Honest  Man^s  Fortune. 
Sorrow  for  past  His,  doth  restore  frail  man 
To  his  first  mnocence.  Nahhs,  Mioroeosmus. 

Sweet  tastes  have  sour  closes ; 
And  he  repents  on  thorns  that  sleeps  in  beds  of  roses. 

Quarles,  JSmh.  i.  7. 
Come,  fair  repentance,daughter  of  the  skies ! 
Soft  harbinger  of  soon  returning  virtue  ; 
The  weeping  messenger  of  grace  from  heav'nl  JBrowne,Athel. 

O  ye  powers,  tiiat  search 
The  heart  of  man,  and  weigh  his  inmost  thoughts. 
If  I  have  done  amiss,  impute  it  not  I^* 
The  best  may  err,  but  ye  are  good.  Addison,  Cato,  v.  1. 

The  hours  of  foUy  and  of  fond  delight 
Are  wasted  all,  and  fled :  those  that  remain 
Are  doom'd  to  weeping,  anguish,  and  repentance. 

£owe,  JBhir  Pen. 
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BJEPJEHTAHOS — wntxnued. 

Habitual  evils  change  not  on  a  sudden, 

But  many  days  must  pass,  and  many  sorrows  ; 

Conscious  remorse,  and  anguish  must  be  felt. 

To  curb  desire,  to  break  the  stubborn  will. 

And  work  a  second  nature  in  the  soul. 

Ere  virtue  can  resume  the  place  she  lost.  Rowe,  Ulysses. 

While  music  flows  around, 
Perftimes,  and  oils,  and  wine,  and  wanton  hours ; 
Amid  the  roses,  fierce  repentance  rears 
Her  snaky  crest :  a  quick  returning  pang 
Shoots  through  the  conscious  heart.  Thomson. 

*Tis  ever  thus 
With  noble  minds,  if  chance  they  slide  to  folly ; 
Bemorse  stings  deeper,  and  relentless  conscience 
Pours  more  of  gall  mto  the  bitter  cup 

Of  their  severe  repentance.  Mason. 

A  change  in  Peter's  life  ye  must  not  hope  : 
To  try  to  wash  an  ass's  face 
Is  reaQy  labour  to  misplace : 

And  clearly  loss  of  time,  as  well  as  soap.  Peter  Pindar. 

Repentance  often  finds  too  late^ 
To  wound  us  is  to  harden ; 
And  love  is  on  the  verge  of  hate, 
Each  time  it  stoops  for  pardon.  JBultoer  Lytton. 

BXP0BTXR8. 

If  there's  a  hole  in  a'  your  coats, 

I  rede  ye  tent  it ; 

A  chiefs  amang  you  takin'  notes. 

And,  faith,  he'U  prent  it.  Bums,  Captain  Orase. 

BEP08S. 

These  should  be  hours  for  necessities. 

Not  for  delights ;  times  to  repair  our  nature 

With  comforting  repose,  and  not  for  us 

To  waste  these  times.  Sh,  Hen,  vm,  t.  1. 

The  best  of  men  have  ever  loved  repose : 
They  hate  to  mingle  in  the  filthy  fray, 
Where  the  soul  sours,  and  ^numal  rancour  grows, 
Embitter'd  more  from  peevish  day  to  day. 
E'en  those  whom  Fame  has  lent  ner  fairest  ray. 
The  most  renown'd  of  worthy  wights  of  yore, 
"Etom  a  blue  world  at  last  have  stolen  away. 

Thomsant  Castle  qf  Indolence,  x.  17. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


BEPOSX— BBPUTATIOF.  509 

BSPOAI — eofUmued. 

The  wind  breathed  noft  m  loren  sigh. 
And  oft  renew'd,  geem'd  oft  to  die, 
With  breathless  paase  between. 

0  who  with  speech  of  war  and  woes, 
Would  wish  to  break  the  soft  repose 

Of  such  enchanting  scene  P      acottf  Lard  qfihe  Isles,  it.  13. 
BKPB007--AM  Cblibkgf  Bebvke. 

Thou  tum'st  mine  eyes  into  mv  very  soul, 
And  there  I  see  such  black  and  grained  spots, 
As  will  not  leare  their  tinct.  Sh.  Mam.  iii.  4. 

Prithee,  forgive  me; 

1  did  but  chide  in  jest ;  the  best  lores  use  it 
Sometimes :  it  sets  an  edge  upon  affection. 
WTien  we  invite  our  best  friends  to  a  feast, 
'Tis  not  all  sweetmeats  that  we  set  before  them  ; 
There's  somewhat  sharp  and  salt,  both  to  whet  appetite 
And  make  them  taste  tneir  wine  well ;  so,  methinks, 
After  a  friendly,  sharp,  and  savoury  chiding, 

A  kiss  tastes  wondrous  well,  and  full  o'  th'  grape. 

Middleton,  Women  Beware  Women. 
"Reprove  not  in  their  wrath  incensed  men ; 
GK)od  counsel  comes  clean  out  of  season  then  : 
But  when  their  fury  is  appeas'd  and  past. 
They  will  conceive  their  faults  and  mend  at  last.    Randolph, 

Fear  not  the  anger  of  the  wise  to  raise. 

They  best  canst  bear  reproof  who  merit  praise.  PopeyE.C,  v.  82. 

Why  don't  you  speak  out  P 
TRoi  stand  croaking  like  a  frog  in  a  quinsy  I 

Sheridan,  Rivals,  iv.  2. 
BEFUTATIOV— ^M  Charaeter,  Detraetion,  Fame,  Honour. 
The  purest  treasure  mortal  times  afford, 
Is  spotless  reputation  ;  that  away. 

Men  are  but  gilded  loam,  or  painted  clay.     Sh,  Rich,  ii,  1. 1. 
The  gravity  and  stillness  of  your  youth. 
The  world  hath  noted,  and  your  name  is  great 
In  mouths  of  wisest  censure.  8h.  0th.  ii.  3. 

Oh  !  I  have  lost  my  reputation  I 
I  have  lost  th'  immortal  part  of  myself : 
And  what  remains  is  bestial.  8h,  Oih,  n.  3*  . 

'Tis  better  to  be  vile,  than  vile  esteem 'd. 
When  not  to  be  receives  reproach  of  being ; 
And  the  just  pleasure  lost,  which  is  so  deem'd 
Not  by  our  feeling,  but  by  others'  seeing.        Sh.  Sonnet  121. 
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Thj  credit  wary  keep»  'tis  quickly  gone : 

Being  got  by  many  actions,  lost  by  one.  BaMpi' 

No  crime  so  bold,  but  would  be  understood 

A  real,  or  at  least  a  seeming  good : 

Wbo  fears  not  to  do  ill,  yet  fears  the  name, 

And  free  from  conscience,  is  a  slare  to  fame.  DeMiam* 

The  reputation 
Of  virtuous  actions  pass'd,  if  not  kept  up 
By  an  access,  and  fresh  supply  of  new  ones. 
Is  lost  and  soon  forgotten.  DenhoM,  Soplp 

O  reputation ;  dearer  far  than  life, 
Thou  precious  balsam,  lovely,  sweet  of  smell, 
Whose  cordial  drops  once  spUt  by  some  rash  hand. 
Not  all  the  owner's  care,  nor  the  repenting  toil 
Of  the  rude  spiller,  ever  can  collect 

To  its  first  purity  and  native  sweetness.   Sewell,  W,  JSo^V"* 
SESIOHATIOH^Me  Despair,  Orief;  Patienee. 
Things  without  remedy, 
Should  be  without  regard :  what's  done,  is  done. 

8k.  Macb.  nr. «. 
But  heaven  hath  a  hand  in  these  events  ; 

To  whose  high  will  we  bound  our  calm  ccmtents.  ^ 

8k.Btek.n.r,t 

An  old  man,  broken  with  the  storms  of  state, 

Is  come  to  lay  his  weary  bones  among  ye  ;  ^ 

Give  him  a  little  earth  for  charity !  Sh,  Hen,  VUl*  !▼•  '• 

When  remedies  are  past,  the  griefs  are  ended, 

By  seeing  the  worst,  which  late  on  hopes  depended. 

To  mourn  a  mischief  that  is  past  and  gone,  • 

Is  the  next  way  to  draw  new  mischieton.  8JL  Ot»* '* 

Learn  this  of  me,  where'er  thy  lot  doth  fall,  oy^^ 

Short  lot,  or  not,  to  be  content  with  all.    Serriek,  Af^ 
Take  what  he  gives,  since  to  rebel  is  vain ; 
The  bad  grows  better,  which  we  will  sustain ; 
And  could  we  choose  the  time«  and  chose  ari^t, 
'Tis  best  to  die,  our  honour  at  the  height.  ./^, 

Drvden,  Palamon  Sf  ArcUe,  i^'  ^^ 
What  then  remains,  but  after  past  annoy. 
To  take  the  good  vicissitude  oi  joy ; 

To  thank  the  gracious  gods  for  what  they  give,  Driii'' 

Possess  our  souls,  and,  while  we  live,  to  live  P  -^^ 

We  bear  it  calmly,  though  a  ponderous  woe, 
And  stiU  adore  the  hand  that  gives  the  blow.  i^Uiti' 

Ponifret,  to  his  ^^^ 
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VBSlSSASlO'S^eontmued. 

Te  noble  few !  who  here  unbending  stand 

Beneath  life's  pressure,  yet  bear  np  awhile, 

And  what  your  bounded  yiew,  which  only  saw 

A  little  part,  deemed  evil,  is  no  more  : 

The  storms  of  wintry  time  will  quickly  pass, 

And  one  unbounded  spring  encircle  all.    2%om*on,  Wtnt.  1064 

If  age  and  sickness,  poyerty  and  pain, 

Should  each  assault  me  witn  alternate  plagaes, 

I  know  mankind  is  destin'd  to  complain. 

And  I  submit  to  torment  and  fatigues ; 

The  pious  farmer,  who  ne'er  misses  pray'rs, 

"With  patience  suffers  unexpected  ram ; 

He  blesses  Heay'n  for  what  its  bounty  spares. 

And  sees,  resign'd,  a  crop  of  blighted  grain  ; 

But,  spite  of  sermons,  farmers  would  blaspheme. 

If  a  star  fell  to  set  their  thatch  on  flame. 

Lady  M.  Wortletf  Montague^  Poenu,  2. 
Well— peace  to  thy  heart,  tho'  another's  it  be ; 
And  health  to  thy  cheek,  tho'  it  bloom  not  for  mo.  T,  Moore 
KEBQiLVTlOV—we  Aetivity,  Deteittination,  Promptittide. 
Be  stirring  as  the  time  ;  be  fire  with  fire ; 
Threaten  the  threat  ner,  and  out-face  the  brow 
Of  bragging  horror :  so  shall  inferior  eyes. 
That  borrow  their  behaviour  from  the  great, 
Grow  great  by  your  example,  and  put  on 
The  dauntless  spirit  of  resolution.  8h.  K,  John^  r.  1. 

Mr  resolution's  plac'd,  and  I  have  nothing 
Of  woman  in  me  :  Now  from  head  to  foot 
I  am  marble-constant.  8h,  Ant,  St  Cleop,  y.  2. 

The  natiye  hue  of  resolution 
Is  sicklied  o'er  with  the  pale  cast  of  thought ; 
And  enterprises  of  great  pith. and  moment. 
With  this  regard,  their  currents  turn  awry. 
And  lose  the  name  of  action.  Sk.  Ham,  iii.  1. 

Do  not,  for  one  repulse,  forego  the  purpose 

That  you  resoly'd  to  efiect.  Sh.  Ihnp.  in.  2. 

All  the  soul 
Of  man  is  resolution ;  which  expires 
Never  from  valiant  men,  till  their  last  breath  ; 
And  then  with  it,  like  a  flame  extinguished 
For  want  of  matter ;  it  does  not  die,  but 
Bather  ceases  to  live.  Chapman,  Revenge  for  Woman^ 
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BSBOLVnOV— Mft^tincAJL 

Attempt  the  ead,  and  never  stand  to  doubt, 

Kothing*B  BO  hard  but  search  will  find  it  oat. 

Entice  the  trustv  sun  -Co©e/fl«,  Seek  and  Find. 

From  his  ecliptic  line  he  shall  obey 

Yonr  beck,  and  wander  from  his  sphere,  ere  I 

From  my  resolves.  BanUt  I&ru, 

Men  make  resolves  and  pass  into  decrees 

The  motions  of  the  mind!  with  how  much  ease, 

In  such  resolves,  doth  passion  make  a  flaw, 

And  bring  to  nothing  what  was  rais'd  to  law.  ChureMlL 

There's  no  impossibility  to  him 

Who  stands  prepar'd  to  conquer  every  hazard  : 

The  fearful  are  the  failing.      Mrs,  Male,  Ormond  Oroweiur* 

When  resolution  hath  prepar'd  the  will ; 

It  wants  no  helps  to  further  any  ilL   Mirror /or  Magittraim* 
BE80USCBfr-«M  Caution. 

'TiB  good  in  every  case,  you  know, 

To  Imve  two  strings  unto  your  bow.        CkurehUlj  GM,  it. 
EE8FEGT~«M  Sarrility,  Submission,  Supplenets,  Syeophaiiey. 

You  have  too  much  respect  upon  the  world ; 

They  lose  it,  that  do  buy  it  with  much  care.  5A.lf.qf  Fm.!.!* 

Tes,  I  submit,  my  lord  ;  you've  gained  your  end, 

I'm  now  your  slave  that  would  have  been  your  friend : 

I'll  bow,  I'll  cringe,  be  supple  as  your  glove, 

Sespect,  adore  you,  everytning  but  love.         Martial,  n.  1* 
BEflPOVSIBILITT. 

Among  all  honest  christian  people, 

Whoe  er  breaks  limbs  maintains  the  cripple. 
«,«„         «  «  Prior^  to  Fleetwood  SkepUri. 

SB8T— tM  Sepose,  Sleep.  ' 

Not  in  this  weary  world  of  ours 

Can  perfect  rest  be  found ; 

Thorns  mingle  with  its  fairest  flowers 

Even  on  cultured  ground ; 

Earth's  pilgrim  stm  his  loins  must  gird 

To  seek  a  lot  more  blest ; 

And  tJiis  must  be  his  onward  word — 

"  In  heaven  alone  is  rest."  Bernard  Barion* 

BSSITBBECFIOV. 

Each  soul  shall  then  regain  its  mournful  tomb; 

Each  shall  its  flesh  and  pristine  form  resume. 

And  hear  pronounced  the  everlasting  doom.  l>anie,(Wngkt,) 
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SESraBXCfllOJi  —eaiUmumL 

Shall  man  alone,  whose  fate,  whose  final  fate. 
Hangs  on  that  honr,  exclude  it  from  his  thoughts  P 
I  ihiuk  of  nothing  else — I  see,  I  feel  it  I 
All  nature  like  an  earthquake,  trembling  round  I 
All  deities,  like  summer  swanns  on  wings, 
All  basking  in  the  full  meridian  blaze  ! 
I  see  the  «iudge  enthroned,  the  flaming  guard ! 
The  volume  open'd — open'd  eyeiy  heart ! 
A  sunbeam  pomting  out  each  secret  thought ! 
No  patron  !  intercessor  none !  now  past 
The  sweet,  the  clement  mediatonal  nour  I 
For  guilt  no  plea !  to  nain  no  pause  1  no  bound  ! 
.  Inexorable  all  I  and  all  extreme  I  Young,  N,  T.  ix.  202. 

BBXAIIATIOH — m»  Conduet,  Bepofe,  Bemge,  Seli-DeftiiM. 
If  he  arm,  arm  ;  if  he  strew  mines  of  treason. 
Meet  him  with  countermines  ;  it  is  justice  still 
For  goodness  sake  t'  encounter  iU  wifch  ilL  Beaumont  Sf  Flet. 

VgnXBtEn-"^  AArersitj,  Coantrj  Lift,  Bwal  Betnat,  Kvnk  in 
Vrbe,  BoenaiT,  Solitado. 
The  fields  did  laugh,  the  floures  did  freshly  spring, 
The  trees  did  bud,  and  early  blossomes  bore, 
And  all  the  quire  of  birds  did  sweetly  sing, 
And  told  that  garden's  pleasures  in  their  caroling. 

Spenser,  Fairy  (lueen,  IX.  24. 
This  shadowy  desert,  unfrequented  woods, 
I  better  brook  than  flourishmg  peopled  towns : 
Here  can  I  sit  alone,  unseen  of  any^, 
And  to  the  nightingale's  complainmg  notes 
Tune  my  distresses,  and  record  my  woes.       Sh,  Two  O,  y.  4. 

Hath  not  old  custom  made  this  life  more  sweet 

Than  that  of  painted  pomp  P  are  not  these  woods 

More  free&om  peril  than  Uie  enyious  court  P  8h*  Ae  Y*  L.  n.l. 

0  thrice,  thrice  happy  he,  who  shuns  the  cares 
Of  city  troubles  and  of  state  afiairs  ; 

And,  serying  Ceres,  tills  with  his  own  team 
His  own  free  land,  left  by  his  Mends  to  him. 

Du  Bartae,  {Sfyheetery 

1  see  there  is  no  man  but  may  make  his  paradise ; 
And  it  is  nothing  but  his  loye  and  dotage 

Upon  the  world's  foul  loys  that  keep  him  out  on't ; 

For  he  that  Uvea  retir  d  in  mind  and  spirit 

Is  still  in  paradise.  Beaumont  and  Fletcher. 
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BETIRElUEAX — oonttMied. 
Betiring  from  the  poptdoufl  noise,  I  seek 
This  un&equented  place  to  find  some  ease. 

Now  purer  air     Jtfi«o»,  8am.  Ago,  in. 
Meets  his  approach,  and  to  the  heart  inspires 
Vernal  delight  and  }oj,  able  to  driye 
All  sadness  but  despair :  now  gentle  gales 
Fanning  their  odoriferous  wings,  dispense 
Native  perfumes,  and  whisper  whence  they  stole 
Those  balmy  spoils.  MiUon,  P.  L.  4 

Bemote  from  man  with  Ood  he  passed  the  days, 
Prayer  all  liis  business,  all  his  pleasure  praise.  ParneUfEgr-  5. 

Dear  solitary  groyes,  where  peace  does  dwell  I 
8weet  harbours  of  pure  lore  and  innocence ! 
How  willingly  could  I  for  ever  stay 
Beneath  the  shade  of  your  embracing  ^ens, 
Listening  to  the  harmony  of  warbling  birds, 
Tuned  with  the  gentle  murmur  of  the  streams. 

Lord  Mochesier,  VaUiOiMB. 
Happy  the  man,  who,  innocent, 
Gneres  not  at  ills  he  can't  prevent; 
His  skiff  does  with  the  current  glide« 
Not  puffing  pull'd  against  the  tide. 
He,  paddlmg  by  the  scuffling  crowd, 
Bees  unconcem'd  life's  wager  row'd, 
And  when  he  can't  prevent  foul  play. 
Enjoys  the  foUy  of  the  fray.  Matthew  Gremh  Splm* 

Thus  shelter'd,  free  from  care  and  strife. 
May  I  enjoy  a  calm  through  life. 
Unhurt  by  sickness'  blasting  rage. 
And  slowly  mellowing  in  age, 
When  fate  extends  its  ffathering  gripe, 

?iuite  a  worn  being  without  pain, 
erhaps  to  blossom  soon  agam.  lb.  S^l^f^ 

Happy  the  man,  whose  wish  and  care, 
A  few  paternal  acres  bound, 
Content  to  breath  his  native  air 

In  his  own  ground.  Pope,  Ode  on  Soliiude,  i. 

An  elegant  sufficiency,  content, 
Betirement,  rural  quiet,  friendship,  books, 
Base  and  alternate  labour,  useful  life, 
P^rogressive  vixtae,  and  approving  heaven  ! 

Thomson,  Spring,  1168. 
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SSTntSMEHT—dOfi/tntiMf. 

No  noise,  no  care,  no  vanity,  no  strife ; 

Men,  woods,  and  fields,  all  breathe  untroubled  life. 

Then  keep  each  passion  down,  however  dear  ; 

Trust  me,  the  tender  are  the  most  severe. 

Guard,  while  'tis  thine  thy  philosophic  ease. 

And  ask  no  joy  but  that  of  virtuous  peace ; 

That  bids  defiance  to  the  storms  of  fate. 

High  bliss  is  only  for  a  higher  state.  TA<m$on. 

Now  from  the  town 
Buried  in  smoke,  and  sleep,  and  noisome  damps, 
Oft  let  me  wander  o'er  the  dewy  fields, 
Where  freshness  breathes,  and  dash  the  trembling  drops 
From  the  bent  bush,  as  through  the  verdant  maze 
Of  sweet-brier  hedges  I  pursue  my  walk.    Thomson,  Swnmer, 
Welcome,  ye  shades  I  ye  bowerv  thickets,  hail  I 
Ye  lofty  pinos !  ye  venerable  oaics  I 
Ye  ashes  wild,  resounding,  o'er  the  steep ! 
Delicious  ia  your  shelter  to  the  soul.   Thomson,  Summer,  269. 

The  fall  of  kings. 
The  rage  of  nations,  and  the  crush  of  states. 
Move  not  the  man,  who,  &om  the  world  escap'd. 
In  still  retreats,  and  flowery  solitudes. 
To  nature's  voice  attends,  n'om  month  to  month, 
And  day  to  day,  thro'  the  revolving  year ; 
Admiring,  sees  her  in  her  every  shape ; 
Feels  all  her  sweet  emotions  at  his  heart ; 
Takes  what  she  liberal  gives,  nor  thinks  of  more.  lb*  Autumn. 
O  sacred  solitude  !  divine  retreat  1 
Choice  of  the  pradent !  envy  of  the  great  I 
By  thy  pure  stream,  or  in  thy  waving  shade, 
We  court  fair  Wisdom,  that  celestial  maid.  Young^  Z.  ofF,  v. 
O  blest  retirement,  friend  to  life's  decline, 
Betreat  from  care  that  never  must  be  mine. 
How  blest  is  he  who  crowns,  in  shades  like  these, 
Ayouth  of  labour,  with  an  age  of  ease ; 
Wno  ^uits  a  world  where  strong  temptations  try,— 
And,  smce  'tis  hard  to  combat,  learns  to  fly.  GoldsmUh,D.  F.99. 
Scenes  must  be  beautifiil  which  dailjr  viewed, 
Please  daily,  and  whose  novelty  survives 
Long  knowledge  and  the  scrutiny  of  years.  Coiaper,l}ashfiA77. 
Had  I  the  choice  of  sublunary  good. 
What  could  I  wish  that  I  possess  not  here  P  ^ 
Health,  leisure,  means  t'  improve  it,  friendship,  peace. 

Cowper,  Task,  iii.  689. 
LL  2 
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T^eotUintidd, 

Tia  pleasant  tlirouglL  the  loopholes  of  retreat 
To  peep  at  such  a  world  ;  to  see  the  stir 
Of  tne  Great  Babel,  and  not  feel  the  crowd.  Cowper,Tash,iVtdS. 

Haokney'd  in  business,  wearied  at  the  oar. 

Which  thousands,  once  fast  chain'd  to,  quit  no  more. 

But  which,  when  life  at  ebb  runs  weak  and  slow. 

All  wish,  or  seem  to  wish,  they  could  forego, 

The  statesman,  lawyer,  merchant,  man  of  &ade, 

Pants  for  the  refuge  of  some  rural  shade. 

Where  all  his  long  anxieties  forgot 

Amid  the  charms  of  a  sequestered  spot, 

Or  recollected  only  to  gild  o'er 

And  add  a  smile  to  what  was  sweet  before.  lb.  Betirement,  1. 

Anticipated  rents  and  bills  unpaid. 

Force  many  a  shining  youth  into  the  shade, 

Not  to  redeem  his  time,  but  his  estate, 

And  play  the  fool,  but  at  a  cheaper  rate.  lb.  Reiiremeni,  5(>i 

Some  retire  to  nourish  hopeless  woe, 

6ome  seeking  hapj^iness  not  found  below, 

Some  to  comply  with  humour,  and  a  mind 

To  social  scenes  by  nature  disinclined, 

Some  awtij'd  by  fashion,  some  by  deep  disgust. 

Some  self-impoverish'd,  and  because  they  must ; 

But  few  that  court  retirement  are  aware 

Of  half  the  toils  they  must  encounter  there.  lb,  Betirem.  603. 

The  fall  of  waters  and  the  song  of  birds. 

And  hills  that  echo  to  the  distant  herds. 

Are  luxuries  excelling  all  the  glare 

The  world  can  boast,  and  her  chief  favorites  share.  Ib,SetA&» 

Thy  shades,  thy  silence,  now  be  mine. 

Thy  charms  mv  only  theme ; 

My  haunt  the  nollow  cliff,  whose  pine 

Waves  o'er  the  gloomy  stream. 

Where  the  scared  owf,  on  pinions  grey, 

Breaks  from  the  rustling  boughs. 

And  down  the  lone  vide  sails  away. 

To  more  profound  repose.  Beailie,  Minttm- 

How  much  they  err,  who  to  their  interest  blind, 
Slight  the  calm  peace  which  from  retirement  flows  1 
And  while  they  think  their  fleeting  joys  to  bind. 
Banish  the  tranquil  bliss  which  hearen  for  man  design'd ! 

Mr9.  T^ke,  Fsifeke, «. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


BBTIBSICINT — ^BSTBOBPECTIOir.  517 

To  fly  from,  need  not  be  to  hate,  mankind ; 

All  are  not  fit  with  them  to  stir  and  toil, 

Kor  is  it  discontent  to  keep  the  mind 

Deep  in  its  fountain,  lest  it  overboil 

In  tne  hot  thron^f  where  we  become  the  spoil 

Of  our  infection,  till  too  late  and  lon|( 

We  may  deplore  and  struggle  with  the  coil, 

In  wretched  interchange  of  wrong  for  wrong, 

'Midst  a  contentious  world,  striving  where  none  are  strong. 

B^ron,  Ckilde  Harold,  iil.  69. 

How  wise  a  short  retreat  to  steat 

The  vanity  of  life  to  feel, 

And  from  its  cares  to  fiy ; 

To  act  one  calm,  domestic  scene, 

Earth's  bustle  and  the  grave  between, 

Betire,  and  learn  to  die  !  Hannah  More, 

Oh  for  a  bower  where  I  might  dwell 

In  this  contemplative  seclusion, 

With  wealth  sufficient  for  the  wants 

Of  temperate  nature,  not  profusion, 

A  cottage  on  the  g^en  hill-side. 

Sacred  to  friendship,  love,  and  duty, 

A  garden  fair,  with  trees  for  fruit. 

And  some  for  shadow  and  for  beauty.     C.  Jlfaokay,  Dream,7* 
BlIBSAT^tM  Battle,  Bwal  Batroat. 

In  all  the  trade  of  war,  no  feat 

Is  nobler  than  a  brave  retreat ; 

For  those  that  run  away,  and  fly. 

Take  place  at  least  o'  the  enemy.       JBuiler,  Hud,  1,  in.  607. 
EETBIBIITIOV. 

Blood,  though  it  sleeps  a  time,  yet  never  dies ; 

The  gods  on  murd'rers  &x.  revengeful  eyes.  Chapman, 

He  will  have 

To  eat  the  -bitter  bread  of  his  own  baking. 

And  lie  upon  the  bed  of  his  own  making. 

Quoted  by  Mr.  Bright,  Oct.  1866. 
BBTBOflPSOtlOV— «M  Eememhnaoe. 

'Tis  greatly  wise  to  talk  with  our  past  hours. 

And  ask  them  what  report  they've  borne  to  heaven. 

And  how  they  might  have  borne  more  welcome  news. 

Their  answers  form  what  men  Experience  call ; 

If  wisdom's  friend,  her  best,  if  not,  worst  foe. 

Young,  N,  r.  11.  376. 
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BITBOflPXCfnOH— ^OM^mifM^. 
I  can  remember,  with  nnsteady  feet, 
Tottering  from  room  to  room,  and  foidinj^  pleasure 
In  flowers,  and  toys,  and  sweetmeats,  tlungs  which  long 
Have  lost  their  power  to  please ;  which,  when  I  see, 
Saise  only  now  a  melancholy  wish 
I  were  the  little  trifler  once  aeain 
Who  could  be  pleased  so  lightly.  Sautleg* 

The  mind  will  in  its  worst  despair, 
Still  ponder  o'er  the  past. 
On  moments  of  delight  that  were 

Too  beautiful  to  last.  Baifi, 

Where  is  the  one  who  hath  not  had 
Some  anguish  trial,  lon£f  eone  by. 
Steal,  spectre-like,  all  aa»  and  sad 
On  busy  thought,  till  the  fhll  eye 
And  aching  breast,  betray'd  too  well« 
The  past  still  held  undying  spell  P        Eliza  Cook,  MHata,  4 
BXVZVOX— M»  Anger,  Bond,  Hate,  Retaliation,  yeng^aiiM. 
Pleasure  and  revenge 
Hare  ears  more  deaf  than  adders  to  the  roice 
Of  any  true  decision.  Sh.  IMl  u.  2. 

It  is  a  quarrel  most  unnatural, 

To  be  reyeng'd  on  him  that  loveth  thee.       SA.  Bic.  2Z7.  i.  2. 

And  CflBsar's  spirit,  ranging  for  rerenffe. 

With  At^  by  his  side,  come  hot  from  neU, 

Shall  in  these  confines,  witii  a  monarch's  voice. 

Cry  Havock,  and  let  slip  the  dogs  of  war.    Sh.  Jul  C.  zn.  1* 

O,  that  the  slave  had  forty  thousand  lives  ; 

One  is  too  poor,  too  weak  for  my  revenge.       8k,  Otk,  in.  8. 

Had  all  his  hairs  been  lives,  my  great  revenge 

Had  stomach  for  them  all.  Sh.  0th,  v.  2. 

To  hell«  allegiance  !  vows,  to  the  blackest  devil 

Conscience,  aad  grace,  to  the  profoundest  pit  I* 

I  dare  damnation  :  to  this  point  I  stand — 

That  both  the  worlds  I  give  to  negligence. 

Let  come  what  comes ;  only  I'll  be  reveng'd.  Sk.  Hem,  it.  6. 

Honour  hath  her  degrees :  there  is  excess 

In  all  revenge,  that  may  be  done  with  less,  L.Brooke,  AMam, 

All  stratagems  are  lawful  in  revenge : 
Promise,  deceive,  betray,  or  break  your  trust. 
Who  rights  his  honour,  cannot  be  unjust. 

Banentcrojtf  Italian  Euthani* 
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BXVSV0S — continue. 

Serenge,  at  fint  though  sweet, 
Bitter  ere  long,  back  on  itself  recoils.   Milton,  P.  X.  ix.  171. 
Berenffe,  th'  attribute  of  gods !  they  stamp'd  it 
With  their  great  image  on  our  natures.     Otway,  Venice  Pres, 
My  soul  is  up  in  armsi  my  injur'd  honour. 
Impatient  or  the  wrong,  calls  for  rerenge. 

Botoe,  Lady  Jane  Ghty,  ii.  1. 
How  rash,  how  inconsiderate  is  rage  I 
How  wretched,  O,  how  fatal  is  our  error ; 
When  to  revenge  precipitate  we  run  ! 
BeTenge,  that  still  with  double  force  recoils 
Back  on  itself,  and  is  its  own  revenge ; 
While  to  the  short-lived,  momentair  joy. 
Succeeds  a  train  of  woes — an  age  of  torment.    JF^'owde,  Phil. 
What !  do  they  think  me  such  a  milky  boy. 
To  pay  my  vengeance  with  a  few  soft  words  I   Thomson,  Cor. 

Yeuf  eance  is  still  alive ;  from  her  dark  covert 

With  all  her  snakes  erect  upon  her  breast, 

She  stalks  in  view,  and  fires  me  with  her  charms. 

Youn^f  Reoenge, 
If  we  do  but  watch  the  Lour 
There  never  yet  was  human  power 
Which  could  evade,  if  unforeiven, 
The  patient  search  and  vigil  long 
Of  him  who  treasures  up  a  wrong.  JByron,  Ufazeppa, 

There  are  things 
Which  make  revenge  a  virtue  by  reflection. 
And  not  an  impulse  of  mere  anger ;  though 
The  law  sleeps,  justice  wakes,  and  injur'd  souls 
Oft  do  a  public  right  with  private  wrong.  lb.  Marino  Faliero. 

A  slave  insults  me — I  require  his  punishment 

From  his  proud  master's  nands  ;  if  he  refuse  it. 

The  offence  grows  his,  and  let  him  answer  it.  Ib.Mar.Hdiero. 

Tengeance  alone  to  God  belongs  ; 

But,  when  I  think  on  all  my  wrongs, 

My  blood  is  liquid  flame.  Scott,  Marmion,  vi.  7. 

Patience !  my  soul  disdains  its  stoic  maxim, 
The  coward's  virtue,  and  the  knave's  disguise : 
Oh  Tengeance  take  me  all,  I'm  wholly  thme. 

Chat,  Becking  ham,  Henry  IT,  qf  France, 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


520  BXyXESX0— BETOLTJTIONISTS. 

BXVXB8IS— iM  Ad^ttilty,  GMateflM,  IQifinrtiuia,  PfttieaM. 
You  ihould  hAYe  feared  false  times,  when  you  did  feast ; 
Suspect  still  comes  when  an  estate  is  least.    Sk.  2Km<w,it.  3. 

Ebbinff  men,  indeed. 
Most  often  do  so  near  the  bottom  run, 
By  their  own  fear  and  sloth.  8k.  Temp,  ii.  1. 

A  brave  man  straggling  in  the  storms  of  fate. 
And  greatly  fislling  witu  a  falling  state. 

Pope,  ProL  to  Addiiont  Cdo. 
In  the  worst  inn's  worst  room,  with  mat  half-hung. 
The  floors  of  plaster  and  the  walls  of  dung. 
On  once  a  flock-bed,  but  repaired  with  straw. 
With  tape-tied  curtains,  never  meant  to  draw. 
The  GkK>rge  and  Garter  dangling  &om  that  bed 
Where  tawdry  yellow  strove  wim  dirty  red. 
Great  Villiers  lies— alas  !  how  changed  from  him, 
That  life  of  pleasure  and  that  soul  of  whim  !  lb.  M.  E.  in.  299. 
Extremes  of  fortune  are  true  wisdom's  test, 
And  he's  of  men  most  wise  who  bears  them  best.  Cumberlad. 

BX70LJrn.0t^-ue  Despotism. 

The  world  is  grown  so  bad. 
That  wrens  may  prey  where  eagles  dare  not  perch ; 
Since  every  Jack  became  a  gentleman. 
There's  many  a  gentle  person  made  a  Jack.  8h.  Bie.  in.  h  3. 
There  is  great  talk  of  revolution, 
And  a  great  chance  of  despotism, 
German  soldiers,  camps,  confosion. 
Tumults,  lotteries,  rage,  delusion. 
Gin,  suicide,  and  methodism.  Skellej/,  Eetl,  in. 

The  whirlpool  of  the  hour  ingulfs 
The  growth  of  centuries  I    Pause  ere  ye  rive, 
With  strength  of  fever,  things  embedded  long 
In  social  being :  you'll  uproot  no  form 
With  which  the  tlioughts  and  habits  of  weak  mortals 
Have  long  been  twined,  without  the  bleeding  rent 
Of  thousand  ties,  which  to  the  common  heart 
Of  nature  link  it.  Ta^url 

BX70LirtI0HI8T8— Mi  Babble. 

Fickle  changelings,  and  poor  discontents. 

Which  gape,  and  rub  the  elbow,  at  tibie  news 

Of  hurlyburly  innovation. 

Moody  Deggars,  starving  for  a  time 

Of  peDmell  navoc  and  conAision.  8h,  Sen,  iV*  ▼•  1* 
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SHBI0BIG— ««9  Law,  Oratory. 

And  when  she  spake, 

Sweet  words,  like  dropping  honey,  she  did  shed : 

And  'twizt  the  pearls  and  rabies  softly  brake 

A  silrer  sound  that  heavenly  music  seem'd  to  make.  S^i>enser, 

For  rhetoric,  he  could  not  ope 

His  month,  bat  oat  there  flew  a  trope.    Sutler,  Mud,  1,  i.  81. 
BHIHS. 

The  river  Bhine,  it  is  well  known, 

Doth  wash  yoar  city  of  Cologne ; 

But  tell  me,  nymphs !  what  power  divine 

Shall  henceforth  wash  the  river  Bhine  P      Coleridge.  Cologne, 
BEnOE—Mtf  Poetry,  yersii 

For  rhyme  the  rudder  is  of  verses, 

With  which,  like  ships,  they  steer  their  courses. 

Butler,  Hud.  1, 1.  463. 

In  praising  Chloris,  moons  and  stars  and  skies, 

Are  quickly  made  to  match  her  face  and  eyes  ; 

And  gold  and  rubies,  with  as  little  care, 

To  fit  the  colour  of  her  lips  and  hair ; 

And  mizine  suns  and  flowers  and  pearls  and  stones. 

Make  'em  ul  complexions  serve  at  once.  Butler,  Sat.  2. 

Maj  he  be  damn'd,  who  first  found  out  that  curse, 

T'  imprison  and  confine  his  thoughts  in  verse  ; 

To  lumg  so  dull  a  clog  upon  his  wit. 

And  make  his  reason  to  nis  rhyme  submit.       Butler,  Sat.  2, 

Bash  author,  'tis  a  vain,  presumptuous  crime, 

To  undertake  the  sacred  art  of  rhyme ; 

If  at  thy  birth  the  stars  that  rul'd  thy  sense 

Shone  not  with  a  poetic  influence  ; 

In  thy  strait  genius  thou  wilt  still  be  bound. 

Find  Phoebus  deaf,  and  Pegasus  unsound. 

Dry  den  t  Art  qf  Poetry,  i.  1. 
Whate'er  you  write  of  pleasant  or  sublime, 

Always  let  sense  accompany  your  rhyme  ; 

Falsely  they  seem  each  other  to  oppose ; 

Bhyme  must  be  made  with  reason  s  laws  to  close.      Ih,  i.  27. 

Great  are  his  perils  in  this  stomnr  time, 

Who  rashly  ventures  on  a  sea  or  rhyme ; 

Around  vast  surges  roll,  winds  envious  blow. 

And  jealous  rocks  and  quicksands  lurk  below, 

Grreatly  his  foes  he  dreads,  but  more  his  friends, 

He  hurts  me  more  who  lavishly  commends.  ChurckW. 

The  rhyme  obliges  me  to  this ;  sometimes 

Bings  are  not  more  imperative  than  rhymes.  Byron,  DJ.y.7S, 
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BICHBS— «M  App«r«l,  Wetlih. 

Seel 
The  difTrence  'twizt  the  coyetous  and  prodigal  I 
The  coTetouB  man  neyer  has  money, 
And  the  prodigal  will  hare  none  shortl j. 

Ben  JoiuoUj  Staple  qfNewt. 
They're  richer  who  diminiBh  their  desires. 
Though  their  possessions  be  not  amplified. 
Than  monarchs,  who,  in  owning  large  empires. 
Have  minds  that  never  wUl  be  satisfied. 
For  he  is  poor  that  wants  what  he  would  hare ; 
And  rich,  who  haying  nought,  doth  nothing  craye. 

Sir  Thomas  Urquhart,  1646b 
Extol  not  riches  then,  the  toil  of  fools, 
The  wise  man's  cumbrance,  if  not  snare  ;  more  apt 
To  slacken  yirtue,  and  abate  her  edge. 
Than  prompt  her  to  do  aught  may  merit  praise. 

'Tis  not  your  person      ^»^^»»  ^'  -B-  n.  4B3. 
My  stomach's  set  so  sharp  and  fierce  on ; 
But  'tis  your  better  part,  your  riches. 
That  my  enamour'd  neart  bewitches.    Butler,  Hud,  %  i.  473. 
Biches  cannot  rescue  fi^>m  the  graye, 
Which  claims  alike  the  monarch  and  the  skye.  Lryden* 

Why  lose  we  life  in  anxious  cares, 
To  fay  in  hoards  for  future  years  P 
Can  tnose,  when  tortur'd  by  disease. 
Cheer  our  sick  hearts,  or  purchase  ease  P 
Can  those  prolong  one  gasp  of  breath. 
Or  calm  the  troubled  hour  of  death  P  (7ay,  Fahle  xvi.  part  2. 
To  whom  can  riches  giye  repute  and  trust. 
Content  or  pleasure,  but  the  good  and  just  P 
Judges  and  senates  haye  been  bought  for  gold, 
Esteem  and  loye  were  neyer  to  be  sold.  Pope,  M,  E.  in.  171. 
Biches,  the  wisest  monarch  sings. 
Make  pinions  for  themselves  to  fly ; 
They  ny  like  bats  on  parchment  wings^ 
And  geese  their  silver  plumes  supply.  8mft* 

O  grievous  folly  to  heap  up  estate. 
Losing  the  days  you  see  beneath  the  sun, 
When,  sudden,  comes  blind  unrelenting  Fate, 
And  gives  th'  untasted  portion  you  have  won 
With  ruthless  toil,  and  many  a  wretch  undone. 
To  tiiose  who  mock  you,  gone  to  Pluto's  reign. 

namson,  CaeiU  ^Indolence,  1. 19. 
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BIOHKH-    Mtiimifid. 
Much  learning  shows  how  little  mortals  know ; 
Much  wealth,  how  little  worldlings  can  enjoj : 
At  best,  it  babies  us  with  endless  toys, 
And  keeps  us  children  till  we  drop  to  dust* 
As  monkeys  at  a  mirror  stand  amaz'd. 
They  £ul  to  find  what  they  so  plainly  see ; 
Thus  men,  in  shining  riches,  see  the  face 
Of  happiness,  nor  know  it  is  a  shade  ; 
fiat  gaze,  and  touch,  and  peep,  and  |>eep  again. 
And  wish,  and  wonder  it  is  absent  still.        Youn^,  N,  T.  vr. 

Hiffh-built  abundance,  heap  on  heap  I  for  what  P 

To  Dreed  new  wants,  and  beggar  us  the  more ; 

Then,  make  a  richer  scramble  for  the  throng,     lb.  N.  21  ti. 

Ye  friends  to  truth,  je  statesmen  who  survey 

The  rich  man's  loys  mcrease,  the  poor's  dec^, 

"Tis  yours  to  judge  how  wide  the  mnits  stand 

Between  a  splendid  and  a  happy  land.     Chldimith,  Det,  VtU 

Then  let  us  get  mone^,  like  bees  lay  up  honey  ; 
Well  build  us  new  hives  and  store  up  each  cell ; 
The  sight  of  our  treasure  shall  yield  us  great  pleasure. 
We'll  count  it,  and  chink  it,  ana  jin^e  it  well. 

Dr.  jB*ranklin,  Drinking  Song. 
Abundance  is  a  blessing  to  the  wise ; 
The  use  of  riches  in  discretion  Ues  ; 
Learn  this,  ye  men  of  wealth — a  heavy  purse 
In  a  fool's  pocket  is  a  heavy  curse.     Cumberland,  Menander, 

!nie  rich  man's  son  inherits  cares  ; 

The  bank  may  break,  the  factory  bum, 

A  breath  may  burst  his  bubble-shares, 

And  soft  white  hands  could  hardly  earn 

A  living  that  would  serve  his  turn.  J.  L.  Loioellt  {Am.) 

BIDICULE«^«M  Jesting. 

But  touch  me,  and  no  minister  so  sore ; 
Whoe'er  offends,  at  some  unlucky  time 
Slides  into  verse,  and  hitches  in  a  rhyme  ; 
Sacred  to  ridicule  his  whole  life  long, 
And  the  sad  burden  of  some  meny  song. 

Fcpe,  tmUaUam  qfJBEoraee,  n.  76. 

BmB-OOBPd—tM  Soldiers, 

When  he  speaks  not  like  a  citizen, 
You  find  him  like  a  soldier.  6k.  Coriol.  iii.  8. 
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UVOLSIB— MtfEair,  Timim. 

This  nymph,  to  the  destraotion  of  manlcind, 
Nourish'd  two  locks,  which  graceful  hang  behind 
In  equal  curls,  and  well  conspir'd  to  deck. 
With  shining  ringlets,  the  smooth  irorj  neck. 
Lore  in  these  labyrinths  his  slaves  detains, 
And  mighty  pearls  are  held  in  slender  chains. 
With  hairy  springes  we  the  birds  betray 
Slight  lines  of  hair  surprise  the  finny  prey.  Pope,  R,ofLihf)* 

BIVAUtT. 
Two  stars  keep  not  their  motion  in  one  sphere. 

Base  rivals,  who  true  wit  and  merit  hate,  en,    .  ,  . 

Caballing  still  a^inst  it  with  the  great, 

Maliciously  aspire  to  gain  renown, 

By  standing  up,  and  pulling  others  down.  Drjfitn. 

Love,  and  a  crown,  no  rivalship  can  bear  ; 

All  precious  things  are  still  possessed  with  fear.  lb.  J»renjt, 
BIVSBB^Mf  Bhine,  Thames. 

And  see  the  rivers  how  they  run 

Through  woods  and  meads,  in  shade  and  snn ; 

Sometimes  swift,  sometimes  slow, 

Wave  succeeding  wave,  they  go 

A  various  journey  to  the  deep, 

Like  human  life,  to  endless  sleep !  D^er,  Grongar  SiU. 

A  little  stream  came  tumbling  from  the  height, 

And  struggling  unto  ocean  as  it  might. 

Its  bounding  crystal  frolick'd  in  the  ray, 

Andgush'd  rrom  cleft  to  crag  with  saltless  spray .JSyroHiliW' 
BOBIK  HOOD. 

A  famous  man  is  Bobin  Hood, 

The  English  ballad-singer's  joy  ! 

And  Scotland  has  a  thief  as  good* 

An  outlaw  of  as  daring  mood ; 

She  has  her  brave  Bob  Boy.  Wardewarik,  Boh  Boy*  Gratis 
BOBBEBT — M0  Betignatlon. 

He  that  is  robb'd,  not  wanting  what  is  stolen, 

Let  him  not  know't,  and  he's  not  robb'd  at  all.  8k»  (Hk,  in*3- 
BOJ). 

Love  is  a  boy  by  poets  styl'd. 

Then  spare  tne  rod,  and  spoil  the  child.  Butler,  ffud,  3,  i.  &«• 
BOMHrOBS-^  Vovels,  Stories,  Tales. 

O  then,  I  see,  queen  Mab  hath  been  with  you.  8h,  Som,i.^ 
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They  never  oare  how  many  othen 
They  kill»  without  regard  of  mothers. 
Or  wiyes,  or  children,  so  they  can 

Make  up  some  fierce,  dead-doing  maa.  Bvtler,  Hud,  1,  ii.  17. 
Is't  not  enough  to  make  one  stranse, 
That  some  men's  fancies  should  ne  er  change, 
But  make  all  people  do  and  say 

l^e  same  things  still  the  selfsame  way.    Butler,  Mud,  2,  i.  9. 
Bomances  paint  at  full  length  people's  wooings, 
But  only  give  a  bust  of  marriages  $ 
For  no  one  cares  for  matrimonial  cooing  ; 
There's  nothing  wrong  in  a  connubial  kiss  ; 
Think  you,  if  fiftura  had  been  Petrarch's  wife, 
He  would  have  written  sonnets  all  his  life  P  Byron,  2).  «/*.  ni.  8. 
BOXS. 
See  the  wild  waste  of  aU-derouring  years  ! 
How  Bome  her  own  sad  sepulchre  appears, 
With  nodding  arches,  broken  temples  spread ; 
Hie  very  tombs  now  vanish'd,  like  their  dead  !  Pope,M,E.y.\, 
While  stands  the  Coliseum,  JU)me  shall  stand ; 
When  falls  the  Coliseum,  Bome  shall  fall ; 
And  when  Bome  fftlls,  the  world.         Byron,  Ch,  JOT.  it.  145. 

BOfEB-^iM  Love. 

Oh,  how  much  more  doth  beauty  beauteous  seem. 

By  that  sweet  ornament  which  truth  doth  give  ! 

Tne  rose  looks  fair,  but  fairer  we  it  deem, 

For  that  sweet  odour  which  doth  in  it  live.      Sh,  Sonnet  ^Lir. 

Lorely  rose,  the  queen  of  flowers, 

Daugnter  of  the  vernal  year, 

Dear  to  all  the  heav'nly  powers. 

To  the  son  of  Venus  dear.  Anaereon,  {Greene,)  Ode  v. 

Boses,  love's  delight,  let's  join 

To  the  red-cheek  cl  eod  of  wine ; 

Boses  crown  us  while  we  laugh* 

And  the  juice  of  Autumn  quaff  1 

Boses  of  all  flowers  the  king, 

Boses  the  fresh  j>ride  of  spring, 

Joys  of  every  dei^. 

Love,  when  with  the  graces  he 

For  the  ball  himself  disposes. 

Crowns  his  golden  hair  with  roses.  AMoereon,  {Stanley,)  Ode  t. 
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Hose !  thou  art  the  iweetest  flower 

That  ever  drank  the  amber  shower ; 

Boie  I  thou  art  the  fondeit  child 

Of  dimpled  ipring,  the  wood-njmph  wild ! 

E'en  the  gods,  who  walk  the  sky. 

Are  amorous  of  thy  scented  sigh ; 

Cupid  too,  on  Paphian  shades, 

His  hair  with  rosy  fillets  braids.  jMaereon,lM6are,)Ode  xur. 

The  pride  of  mortals  is  the  rose. 

The  Dreath  of  Gods  its  leaves  disclose* 

The  graces,  when  th'  enamour'd  hours 

From  their  gay  win^  profuse  the  flowers. 

With  roses  bind  their  silken  hair, 

Its  beauties  Venus  joys  to  wear.  Jnaereon,(Addi»on,)Ode  un. 

Loyely  rose,  thy  genial  power, 

Sweetly  soothes  the  sickly  hour ; 

O'er  the  fpnye  thy  fragrance  shed ; 

We  sink  in  quiet  to  the  dead. 

When  the  envious  hand  of  time 

Kips  the  honours  of  thy  prime. 

Fresh  in  youth  thy  odours  bear 

Sichness  to  the  ambient  air.       Anaereon^  (Oraene,)  Ode  un 

No  flower  embslm'd  the  air  but  one  white  rose. 

Which  on  the  tenth  of  June  by  instinct  blows. 

Churchill,  Prophet^  of  Fame,  207. 
If  on  creation's  mom  the  king  of  heaven 
To  shrubs  and  flowers  a  sovereign  lord  had  given* 
O  beauteous  rose,  he  had  anointed  thee 
Of  shrubs  and  flowers  the  sovereign  lord  to  be ; 
The  spotless  emblem  of  unsullied  truth. 
The  smile  of  beauty  and  the  glow  of  youth, 
The  garden's  pride,  the  grace  of  vernal  bowers, 
The  blush  of  meadows,  and  the  eye  of  flowers.  MS, 

A  sunbeam  warm'dthee  into  bloom ; 

A  zephyr's  kiss  thy  blushes  gave  : 

The  tears  of  ev'ning  shed  perfume. 

And  mom  will  beam  upon  thy  grave. 

How  like  to  thee,  thou  transient  flower. 

The  doom  of  all  we  love  on  earth  ; 

Beauty,  like  thee,  but  decks  an  hour. 

Decay  feeds  on  it  from  its  birth.  M& 
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Child  of  snmnl^T,  lorely  rose. 

In  thee  what  blushing  beauty  grows ; 

But  ere  to-morrow's  setting  sun 

Thy  beauty  fades,  thy  form  is  gone ; 

Yet  tho'  no  graoe  thy  buds  retain, 

Thy  pleasing  odours  still  remain,  MUion, 

BOSSIUBT. 

Come,  funeral  flower  I  who  lov'st  to  dwell 

With  the  pale  corse  in  lonely  tomb. 

And  throw  across  the  desert  gloom 

A  sweet  deoayinff  smell. 

Come,  press  my  Ups,  and  lie  with  me 

Beneatn  the  lowly  alder-tree, 

And  we  will  sleep  a  pleasant  sleep, 

And  not  a  care  snail  dare  intrude 

To  break  the  marble  solitude, 

So  peaceful  and  so  deep.  Kirhe  W%ite* 

BOUTS— «M  Baaoing.  . 

The  rout  is  folly's  circle  which  she  draws 

With  magic  wand.     So  potent  is  the  spell. 

That  none  decoyed  into  the  fatal  ring, 

Unless  by  Heaven's  peculiar  grace,  escape. 

There  we  grow  early  grey,  but  never  wise  ; 

There  form  connexions,  and  acquire  no  friend ; 

Solicit  pleasure,  hopeless  of  success  ; 

Waste  youth  in  occupations  only  fit 

For  second  childhood,  and  devote  old  age 

To  sports  which  only  childhood  could  excuse. 
SOVSmV.  Coroper.Ta,k,u.m. 

The  self-torturing  sophist,  wild  Bousseau, 

The  apostle  of  affliction —he,  who  threw 

Enchantment  over  passion,  and  from  woe 

Wrung  overwhelming  eloquence.  Bjfron,  Ok.  JST.  m.  77. 

B0TALT7—MV  Kings,  Prinees. 

Princes  have  but  their  titles  for  their  glories, 

An  outward  honour  for  an  inward  toil ; 

And  for  unfelt  imaginations, 

They  often  feel  a  world  of  restless  cares.        8h,Bic.  UL  i.  4. 

Princes,  that  would  their  people  should  do  well, 

Must  at  themselves  begin,  as  at  the  head ; 

For  men,  by  their  example,  pattern  out 

Their  imitations  and  regard  of  laws  ; 

AyirtoooB  court  a  world  to  virtues  draw8.^.c7<>iM(m,  Cynih.Itw, 
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BOYAL  pxvnon. 

8uoh  gtipendi  those  yfle  hirelings  best  befit, 

Priests  without  grace,  and  poets  without  wit, 

Dryden,  Ahsaiom  and  Achitophel,  n.  318. 

BinH--M»  Xisfortnaa. 

Destructiou 

O'ertakes  as  often  those  that  %  as  those  that 

Boldly  meet  it.  Denkam^  Sopk^f. 

Those  whom  God  to  ruin  has  design'd. 

He  fits  for  fate,  and  first  destroys  their  mind. 

Dryden,  Mind  and  Panther,  in.  1094. 
Bimrs— M#  Dseay,  Xortalitj. 

Where  her  high  steeples  whilom  used  to  stand* 

On  which  the  lordly  falcon  wont  to  tower. 

There  now  is  bat  a  heap  of  lime  and  sand, 

For  the  screeoh-owl  to  build  her  baleful  bower. 

Spenser,  BuimqfTlm. 

All  tilings  decar  with  time ;  the  forest  sees 

The  growth  and  downfall  of  her  aged  trees  : 

That  timber  tall,  which  threescore  lustres  stood 

The  proud  dictator  of  the  state-like  wood— 

I  mean  the  soVreign  of  all  plants,  the  oak. 

Droops,  dies,  and  fidls  without  the  cleaver's  stroke. 

«,         .      .        Herrick,  Setp,  m^. 
There  is  given  ^ 

Unto  the  things  of  earth,  which  time  hath  bent, 

A  spirit's  feelmg,  and  where  he  hath  leant 

His  hand,  but  broke  his  scythe,  there  is  a  power 

And  magic  in  the  ruined  battlement ; 

For  which  the  palace  of  the  present  hour 

Must  yield  its  pomp,  and  wait  till  ages  are  its  dower. 

jyroii,  Ck,  H.  IT.  127. 

There  is  a  temple  in  ruin  stands, 

Fashion'd  by  long  forgotten  hands  ; 

Two  or  three  columns,  and  many  a  stone. 

Marble  and  granite,  with  grass  o'ergrown ! 

Out  upon  time  !  it  will  leave  no  more 

Of  the  things  to  come  than  the  things  before  ! 

Byron,  Siege  cf  Corintht  V.  18. 

Ye  glorious  Gk>thic  scenes  1  how  much  ye  Btnke 

All  phantasies,  not  e'en  excepting  mine : 

A  grey  wall,  a  green  ruin,  rusty  pike, 

Muce  my  soul  pass  the  equinoctial  line 

Between  the  present  and  past  worlds,  and  hover 

Upon  their  airy  confine,  half- seas  over.     Byron,  B.  <71  x.  51. 
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I  Ktngii  CtovwnuiMiLt. 

To  put  the  power 

Of  soTereign  role  into  tke  good  man's  hand, 

Ib  giring  peace  and  happiness  to  millions. 

T^komson,  Sophonitha,  Y.  2. 

We  should  rejoice  if  those  who  rale  onr  land, 

Be  men  who  hold  its  many  blessings  dear. 

Wise,  npright,  yaliaDt :  not  a  seryile  band. 

Who  are  to  jnd^e  of  dangers  while  they  fear. 

And  honour  which  thej  do  not  understand. 
Quoted  by  Mr.  J,  D,  Coleridge,  on  the  Btform  Bill,  June  8, 1666. 
BVUVe  PAfl8I0H--Mtf  Hobbies. 

Manners  with  fortunes,  humours  turn  with  climes. 

Tenets  with  books,  and  principles  with  times. 

Search  then  the  ruling  passion :  there  alone 

The  wild  are  constant,  and  the  cunning  known.P(>^,itf.  J?.i.l72. 

And  jou,  braye  Cobham  !  to  the  latest  breath. 

Shall  feel  your  ruling  passion  strong  in  death,  lb.  M,JS.  1.262. 

In  men  we  rarious  ruling  passions  find ; 
In  women,  two  almost  diyide  the  mind : 
Those,  only  fiz'd,  they  first  or  last  obey,  < 
The  lore  of  pleasure  and  the  lore  of  sway.  Pope^  M.JS,  ii.  207. 
She  who  ne'er  answers  till  a  husband  cools. 
Or,  if  she  rules  him,  neyer  shows  she  rules. 
Charms  by  accepting,  by  submitting  sways, 
Yet  has  her  humour  most  when  she  obeys.  Pop0,  M.JS.  ii.  261. 
BinCOinU-«M  Hews. 

Bumour's  a  pipe 
Blown  by  surmises,  jealousies,  conjectures ; 
And  of  so  easy  and  so  plain  a  stop. 
That  the  blunt  monster  with  uncounted  heads. 
The  still  discordant  wayering  multitude. 
Can  play  upon  it.  8k.  Sen.  iv.  Introduetum  n. 

Bumour  doth  double,  like  the  Toice  and  echo, 
The  numbers  of  the  fear'd.  8k,  Otk.  in.  1. 

The  flying  rumours  gathered  as  they  roll'd. 
Scarce  any  tale  was  sooner  heard  than  told ; 
And  all  who  told  it  added  something  new. 
And  all  who  heard  it  m^de  enlargements  too ; 
In  ey'ry  ear  it  spread,  on  ey'ry  toneue  it  grew. 
Thus  flying  east  and  west,  ana  nortn  and  south, 
NewB  trayell'd  with  increase  from  mouth  to  mouth. 

Fopef  Temple  qfFame,  465. 
U  H 
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Happy  the  man,  whom  boonteoas  gods  allow 
With  nis  own  handB  paternal  grounds  to  ploogL 

Cowley^  Eor.  Ode  u.  5. 
She  went  to  nlain  work,  and  to  purling  brooks, 
Old-fashion'a  halls,  doU  aunts,  and  eioaking  rooks : 
She  went  from  opera,  park,  assemhlj,  play. 
To  morning  walks,  and  prayers  three  hours  a-day ; 
To  part  her  time  'twixt  reading  and  bohea. 
To  muse,  and  spill  her  solitary  tea. 
Or  o'er  cold  conee  trifle  with  the  spoon. 
Count  the  slow  clock,  and  dine  exact  at  noon ; 
Divert  her  eyes  with  pictures  in  the  &re. 
Hum  half  a  tune,  tell  stories  to  the  squire ; 
Up  to  her  godly  garret  after  seyen. 
There  starye  and  pray,  for  that's  the  way  to  heaven. 

Of  men  Fape,  I!pUae  b. 

The  happiest  he  !  wlio  far  from  public  rage. 
Deep  in  the  vale,  with  a  choice  few  retired. 
Drinks  the  pure  pleasures  of  a  rural  Hfe.  H^omsony  AtU,  1233. 
A  time  there  was,  ere  Sngland's  griefs  began, 
When  ey'ry  rood  of  ground  maintain'd  its  man ; 
For  him  light  labour  spread  her  wholesome  store. 
Just  gave  what  life  re^uir'd,  but  gave  no  more 
His  best  companions,  mnocence  and  health. 
And  his  best  riches,  ignorance  of  wealth.  €hldsmith,  Det.  W. 
I^ot  rural  sights  alone,  but  rural  sounds 
Exhilarate  the  spirit,  and  restore 
The  tone  of  languid  nature.    Mighty  winds. 
That  sweep  the  skirts  of  some  far-spreading  wood 
Of  ancient  growth,  make  music  not  unlike 
The  dash  of  ocean  on  his  winding  shore, 
And  lull  the  spirit  while  they  fill  t£e  mind.  Cowper,Tash,  1. 181- 

Ye  gentle  souls,  who  dream  of  rural  ease. 
Whom  tne  smooth  stream  and  smoother  sonnet  please ; 
Go  I  if  tiie  peaceful  cot  your  praises  share, 
GU>  look  within,  and  ask  if  peace  be  there ; 
If  peace  be  his — that  drooping  weary  sire, 
Or  theirs,  that  offspring  round  their  feeble  fire ; 
Or  hers,  that  matron  pale,  whose  trembling  hand 
Turns  on  the  wretched  hearth  th'  expiring  orand ! 
O  for  a  seat  in  some  poetic  nook,        ^«*^»  VUlage,  1. 173. 
Just  hid  with  trees  and  sparkling  with  a  brook. 

Leigk  JETufU^  PoUHa  and  Podict. 
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Bxrs  nr  max. 

He  that  deems  hii  leimm  well  bestow'd 
In  contemplationfl  of  a  tampike  road. 
Is  ocoupied  as  well,  ern^oys  his  hours 
As  wisely,  and  as  much  im^Tores  his  powers, 
As  he  that  slumbers  in  payilions  graced 
With  all  the  chaims  of  an  accomplish'd  taste. 

Cowper,  Retirement,  605. 
Suburban  Tillas,  highway-side  retreats. 
That  dread  th'  encroachment  of  our  growing  streets, 
^ght  boxes  neatly  sash'd,  and  in  a  blaze 
With  all  a  July  sun's  collected  rays. 
Delight  the  citizen,  who  gasping  there 
Breathes  clouds  of  dust,  and  cafis  it  country  air. 
O  sweet  retirement,  who  would  baulk  the  thought 
That  could  afford  retirement,  or  could  not  P 
'Tis  such  an  easy  walk,  so  smooth  and  straight, — 
The  second  milestone  fronts  the  garden  gate ; 
A  sten  if  fair,  and  if  a  shower  approach 
You  nnd  safe  shelter  in  the  next  stage-coach, 
There  prison'd  in  a  parlour  snug  and  small. 
Like  bottled  wasps  upon  a  southern  wall, 
The  man  of  business  and  his  friends  compress'd. 
Forget  their  labours,  and  yet  find  no  rest ; 
But  stiU  'tis  rural,~trees  are  to  be  seen 
From  erery  window,  and  the  fields  are  green. 

Cowper^  BeHrement,  481. 
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rs. 

What !  shut  the  garden !  lock  the  latticed  gate: 
Befbse  the  shilling  and  the  Fellow's  ticket  I 
And  hang  a  wooden  notice  up  to  state, 
"  On  Sondays  no  admittance  at  this  wicket !" 
The  birds,  the  beasts,  and  all  the  reptile  race 
Denied  to  friends  and  visitors  till  Monday  I 
Now,  really,  this  appears  the  common  case 
Of  putting  too  much  Sabbath  into  Sunday— 
But  what  IS  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Qrundy  P 

Thos.  Hood,  (an  open  Qaef^MS.) 
What  harm  if  men  who  bum  the  midnight-oil ; 
Weary  of  frame,  and  worn  and  wan  in  Mature, 
Seek  once  a  week  their  spirits  to  assoil. 
And  catch  a  glimpse  of  "  Animated  Nature." 
Better  it  were  if,  in  his  best  of  suits. 
The  artisan,  who  ^oes  to  work  on  Monday, 
Should  spend  a  leisure  hour  among  the  brutes, 
Than  make  a  beast  of  his  own  selron  Sunday— 
But  what  is  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Ghrundy  P        Tho9.  Hood,  Ti. 
SABBATH. 

Hail,  Sabbath  I  thee  I  hail,  the  poor  man's  day : 

On  other  days  the  man  of  toil  is  doom'd 

To  eat  his  joyless  bread,  lonely — ^the  ground 

Both  seat  and  board — screen  d  from  the  winters  cold 

And  summer's  heat,  by  neighboring  hedge  or  tree ; 

But  on  this  day,  embosom'd  in  his  home. 

He  shares  the  frugal  meal  with  those  he  lores.  Qrahame,Sah.4il 

The  seyenih  day  this  ;  the  jubilee  of  man : 

London  I  right  well  thou  know'st  the  day  of  prayer : 

Then  the  spruce  citizen,  wash'd  artisan. 

And  smug  apprentice  gul]?  their  weekly  air : 

The  coach  ot  nackney,  whiskey,  one-horse  chair, 

And  humblest  gig,  tnrough  sundry  suburbs  whirl ; 

To  Hampstead,  Brentford,  Harrow  make  repair ; 

Till  the  tired  jade  the  wheel  forgets  to  hurl, 

Proyoking  envious  gibe  from  each  pedestrian  churl. 

Byron,  CA.jar.i.e&. 
The  cheerful  Sabbath  bells,  wherever  heara. 
Strike  pleasant  on  the  sense,  most  like  the  voice 
Of  one  who  from  the  far-off  hills  proclaims 
Tidings  of  good  to  Zion.  Charts  Lowk 

The  Sabbath  bell, 
That  over  wood,  and  wild,  and  mountain -dell 
Wanders  so  far,  chasing  all  thoughts  unholy 
With  sounds,  most  musical,  most  melancholy.  Bogert,  J9*  ^f** 
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Yet  everr  day  in  seyen,  at  least. 
One  bright  republic  shall  be  known ; — 
Man's  world  awhile  hath  surely  ceas'd, 
"When  God  proclaims  His  own  I 
Six  days  may  rank  divide  the  poor, 

0  Diyes  I  ftim  thy  banquet-hall— 
The  seventh,  the  Father  opes  the  door. 

And  holds  His  feast  for  all  I  JBulwer  LytUm. 

Fresh  glides  the  brook  and  blows  the  gale. 

Yet  yonder  halts  the  quiet  miU ; 

The  whirrine  wheel,  tue  rushing  sail. 

How  motioxuess  and  still ! 

Six  days  stem  labour  shuts  the  noor 

From  nature's  careless  banquet  nail ; 

The  seventh,  an  Angel  opes  the  door. 

And,  smiling,  welcomes  all !  JBulwer  Zytio», 

1  am  glad  when  the  sabbath  steals  quietly  in, 

Of  all  days  the  chief  lustre,  the  "  pearl  of  the  seven  ;'* 

A  season  when  man  seems  to  pause  in  his  sin, 

A  time,  rightly  used,  giving  glimpses  of  heaven.  J,  C.  Prince, 

BAILDre,  8AIL0B6-^Mtf  Oeean,  Sea,  Shipwreck. 
The  wind  sits  in  the  shoulder  of  your  sail, 
And  you  are  staid  for.  8h,  Sam.  i.  8. 

What  though  the  sea  be  calm  P  trust  to  the  shore, 
Ships  have  Deen  drown'd,  where  late  they  dano'd  before. 

Serriok.  Apk.  306. 
He  that  has  sail'd  upon  the  dark  blue  sea 
Has  vieVd  at  times,  I  ween,  a  full  fair  sight ; 
When  the  fresh  breeze  is  fair  as  breeze  may  be. 
The  white  sail  set,  the  gallant  frigate  tight ; 
Masts,  sj^ires,  and  strand  retiring  to  the  right. 
The  glorious  main  expanding  o'er  the  bow. 
The  convoy  spread  like  wild  swans  in  their  flighty 
The  dullest  sailer  wearing  bravely  now, 
So  gaily  curl  the  waves  before  each  dashing  prow. 

Syron,  Ch.  H.  ii.  17, 
Hark  to  the  boatswun's  call,  the  cheering  cry ! 
While  through  the  seaman's  hand  the  tackle  glides 
Or  school-boy  midshipman  that,  standing  by. 
Strains  his  shriL  pipe  as  good  or  ill  betiaes, 
And  well  the  docue  crew  that  skilful  urchin  guides. 

Byron,  Ck.  H.  n.  18. 
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SAIinrO,  8AIL0B8 ttmtmnsd. 

How  can  I  bear  to  think  on  all 

The  dangers  thou  nuut  brare  P 

My  fears  will  deem  each  gale  a  storm,  I 

Wnile  thou  art  on  the  ware.  X.  E,  Landon,  1 

A  wet  sheet  and  a  flowing  sea, 

A  wind  that  follows  fast,  I 

And  fills  the  white  and  rustling  sail. 

And  bends  the  gallant  mast.  AlUm  Onmrnughtu^  Song, 

0  Thou,  who  in  thj  hand  dost  hold 
The  winds  or  wares  that  wake  or  sleep. 
Thy  tender  arms  of  mercy  fold 

Around  the  seamen  on  the  deep.  JT.  ^.  Chuld  (iai.) 

There's  one  whose  feaxless  courage  yet  has  nerer  Med  in 

fight; 
Who  guards  with  seal  oar  oountiy's  weal,  our  freedom,  snd 

our  right ; 
But  though  his  strong  and  ready  arm  spreads  haroc  in  its  bloir ; 
Cry  ''  Quarter !"  and  that  arm  will  be  the  first  to  spare  its  foe. 
He  recks  not  though  proud  glory's  shout  may  be  the  knell  of 

death ; 
The  triumph  won,  without  a  sigh  he  yields  his  parting  brestL 
He's  Britain's  boast,  and  claims  a  toast!  *'  In  peace,  my  boys, 

or  war. 
Here's  to  ilie  brare  upon  the  ware,  the  gallant  English  Ttf." 

£Uza  Cook,  JB^Usk  Tar. 

1  love  the  sailor ; — ^his  erentful  life — 

His  ffenerons  spirit — his  contempt  of  danger^ 

His  firmness  in  the  gale,  the  wreck,  and  strife  ;— 

And,  thouffh  a  wild  and  reckless  ocean-ranger, 

Grod  grant  ne  make  that  port,  when  life  is  o'er. 

Where  storms  are  hush'd,  and  billows  break  no  more !  OolUm. 

A  sailor  should  be  every  inch 

All  as  one  as  a  part  of  his  ship. 

Dibdin,  quoted  to  M.B.H.  the  Duhe  qf  Sdinhurgk  hg  ike 
CUy  Ckamb&rlain,  June  7, 1866. 
iAIXT  PETKE. 

Baint  Peter  sat  by  the  celestial  gate : 
His  keys  were  nuty,  and  the  lock  was  dull. 
So  little  trouble  had  been  given  of  late ; 
Not  that  the  place  by  any  means  was  iiill. 
But  since  the  Gallic  era  **  eighty-eight " 
The  devils  had  ta'en  a  longer,  stronger  poll* 
And  "  a  pull  all  together,'^  as  they  say 
At  sea— which  drew  most  souls  another  way. 

JByron,  Vieion  qf  Judgment,  1. 
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SAXiraa— M0  IHiM&ten,  Hypoeiisy,  Xethodifti,  Pnituu. 
For  saints  in  peace  degenemte, 
And  dwindle  down  to  reprobate ; 
Their  seal  eormpts,  like  standinff  water, 
In  th'  interrals  of  war  and  slaagbter ; 
Abates  the  sharpness  of  its  edge, 

Without  the  pow'r  of  sacrilege.  Bt^kr,  Sud.  8,  n.  648. 

And  now  the  saints  began  their  reign. 
For  which  they'd  yearn  d  so  long  in  vain, 
And  felt  such  bowel  hankerings. 
To  see  an  empire,  all  of  longs.  lb.  Sud.  3.  ii.  237. 

In  the  widced's  there's  no  rice. 
Of  which  the  saints  have  not  a  spice. 
And  jet  that  thing  that's  jdons  in 
The  one,  in  th'  other  is  a  sin. 
Is  it  not  ridiculous,  and  nonsense, 

A  saint  should  be  a  slare  to  conscience  P  Ih.  Sud,  2,  ii.  247. 
A  godly  man,  that  has  served  out  his  time 
Inliolmess,  may  set  up  any  crime  I 
As  scholars,  when  they've  taken  their  degrees. 
May  set  up  any  faculty  they  please.  lb.  Misc.  ThtrnghUt  167. 

"Tis  from  high  life  high  diaracters  are  drawn  ; 
A  saint  in  crape  is  twiee  a  saint  in  lawn  ; 
A  judge  is  just,  a  chanc'Uor  juster  still ; 
A  ffownman  leam'd  :  a  bishop  what  you  will : 
Wise  if  a  minister ;  but  if  a  lon^, 
More  wise^  more  leam'd,  more  just,  more  ev'ry  thing. 

Pope,  M,  E.  1. 135. 

The  devil  was  piqu'd  such  laintshro  to  behold. 
And  longed  to  tempt  him  like  sood  Job  of  dd ; 
But  Satan  now  is  wiser  liiazi  of  yore,  ^ 
And  tempts  by  making  rich,  not  making  poor.      ift.  iii.  34^. 
For  virtue's  self  may  too  much  zeal  be  had ; 
.  The  worst  of  madmen  is  a  saint  run  mad. 

Fope,  Imit,  of  Horace,  i.  vi.  26. 
The  rigid  saint,  bjr  whom  no  mercy's  shewn. 
To  saints  whose  hves  are  better  than  his  own. 

Ckurokill,  Ep,  to  Hogarth,  26. 
Jesting  apart — ^what  virtue  canst  thou  trace 
In  that  broad  brim  that  hides  thy  sober  face  P 
Does  that  long-skirted  drab,  that  over-nice 
And  formal  clothing,  prove  a  scorn  of  vioe  P 
Then  for  thine  accent^what  in  sound  can  be 
So  void  of  grace  as  dull  monotony  ?  Orabbe,  Frank  ChurUUp. 
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For  a  sinner,  thou'rt  too  muoli  a  taint ; 

Hast  too  much  show  of  the  sedate  and  pnTe, 

And  without  cause  art  formal  and  demure : 

This  makes  a  man  unsocial,  unpolite ; 

Odious  when  wrong,  and  insolent  if  right. 

Thou  may'st  be  good,  but  why  should  goodness  be 

Wrapt  in  a  garb  of  such  formality  ?  Crabbe,  Frank  Comriskijf, 

His  natire  sense  is  hurt  by  strange  complaints 

Of  inward  motions  in  these  warring  saints ; 

Who  neyer  cast  on  sinful  bait  a  look, 

But  they  perceire  the  devil  at  the  hook.  16.  Squire  and  PriesL 

When,  at  his  humble  ^ray'r,  you  deign'd  to  eat, 

Saint  as  you  are,  a  ciyil  sinner's  meat ; 

When  as  you  sat  contented  and  at  ease, 

JN^ibbling  at  leisure  on  the  ducks  and  peas. 

And,  pleased  some  comforts  in  such  place  to  find. 

You  could  descend  to  be  a  little  kind ; 

And  gave  us  hope,  in  hearen  there  might  be  room 

For  a  few  souls  oesides  your  own  to  come  ; 

While  this  world's  good  engaged  your  carnal  Tiew« 

And  like  a  sinner  he  enjoy'a  it  too ; 

All  this  perceiving,  can  you  think  it  strange 

That  change  in  you  should  work  an  equal  change  P" 

Crabbe,  Qmveri,  19. 
Ther  pray,  they  fight,  they  murder,  and  they  weep-^ 
Wolves  in  their  vengeance,  in  their  manners  sheep  ; 
Too  well  they  act  the  prophet's  fatal  part» 
Denouncing  evil  with  a  aealoujB  heart ; 
And  each,  Eke  Jonah,  is  displeased  if  God 
Sepent  his  anger,  or  withhold  his  rod.   Crahbe^  Lihraty,  228. 

SALT. 

Alas  I  vou  know  the  cause  too  well ; 

The  salt  is  spilt,  to  me  it  fell.  Gay,  Fable  37» 

Why  dost  thou  shun  the  salt  P  that  sacred  pledge. 
Which  once  partaken  blunts  the  sabre's  edge, 
Makes  e'en  contending  tribes  in  peace  unito, 
And  hated  hosts  seem  orethren  to  the  si^t. 

Byron,  Corioir,  n.  4 
SALHTATIOV-iM  Addrsii. 
Fair  be  to  you,  fair  maiden,  fair  desures^ 
In  all  fair  measure  fairly  guide  you.  8h,  2Vo«7.  iii.  1. 

A  fair  good  evening  to  my  fairer  hostess.  Byron,  Werner,  1. 1« 
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BATiJr— «M  JkM. 

Meanwhile  the  adrersair  of  God  and  man, 
Satan,  with  thoughts  inflam'd  of  highest  design. 
Puts  on  swift  wings,  and  towards  the  gates  of  hell 
Explores  his  solitary  flight :  sometimes 
He  scours  the  right  hand  coast,  sometimes  the  left  : 
Kow  shaves  with  leyel  wing  the  deep  ;  then  soars 
Up  to  the  fiery  concave,  tow'ring  high.  Milton,  P.  X.  n.  629. 
Th'  infernal  serpent ;  he  it  was,  whose  {^nUe, 
Stirr'd  up  with  envT  and  revenge,  deceiv'd 
The  mother  of  mankind.  Milton,  P.  X.  i.  34. 

SAxuExx— «M  Szeess,  Barftit. 

As  surfeit  is  the  father  of  much  fast, 

So  every  scope  by  the  immoderate  use 

Turns  to  restraint.  Sh.  M.Jbr  M.  i.  3. 

They  surfeited  with  honey ;  and  began 

To  loathe  the  taste  of  sweetness,  whereof  little 

More  than  a  little  is  by  much  too  much.  8h,  Sen.  IV.  1,  in.  2. 

Hie  ear  is  do^'d 
Unto  satiety  with  honied  strains, 
That  daily  m>m  the  fount  of  Helicon 

flow  murmuring.  Herbert, 

With  pleasure  drugg'd  he  almost  long'd  for  woe. 
And  e  en  for  change  of  scene  would  seek  the  shades  below. 

Byron,  Ch,  H,  i.  6. 
SATIBX— M0  Orities,  Poetrj,  Versa. 
I'm  one  whose  whip  of  steel  can  with  a  lash 
Imprint  the  characters  of  shame  so  deep, 
Ev  n  in  tiie  brazen  forehead  of  proud  8m» 
That  not  eternity  shall  wear  it  out. 

Randolph,  Mtu^e  Loohing»Olast» 
Satire  or  sense,  alas  !  can  Sporus  feel 
"Who  breaks  a  butterfly  upon  a  wheel  I  Pope,  Sp,  to  Arh,  307. 
Satire's  my  weapon,  but  I'm  too  discreet 
To  run  a-muck,  and  tilt  at  all  I  meet ; 
I  only  wear  it  in  a  land  of  Hectors, 
Thieves,  supercargoes,  sharpers,  and  directort* 

Pope,  Imit*  qfHbr,  2,  i.  70. 
Satire  should,  like  a  polish'd  razor.  Keen, 
Wound  with  a  touch,  that's  scarcely  felt  or  seen ; 
Thine  is  an  oyster-knife,  that  hacks  and  hews : 
The  raf[e,  but  not  the  tslent  to  abuse ; 
And  is  m  hate,  what  love  is  in  the  stews. 

Lady  M.  W.  Montague,  to  Pope, 
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lATIBg    cotUimiBd, 
Though  folly,  robed  in  purple,  Bhines, 
Though  Tice  exhausts  Peruvian  mines. 
Yet  snail  they  tremble  and  turn  pale 
When  satire  wields  her  mighty  flaiL     Churehill,  GkoH,  92$. 

Enough  of  satire ;  in  less  hardened  times 
Great  was  her  force,  and  mighty  were  her  rhymes* 
IVe  read  of  men,  beyond  man's  daring  braye. 
Who  yet  have  trembled  at  the  strokes  she  gave ; 
Whose  souls  have  felt  more  terrible  alarms 
From  her  one  line,  than  from  a  world  in  arms.  15.  Cssii.  ISi 
Why  should  we  fear  P  and  what  P    The  laws  P 
They  all  are  arm'd  in  Virtue's  cause ; 
Ana  aiming  at  the  self-same  end. 

Satire  is  always  Virtue's  friend.      CkurekiU^  Oioit,  m.  943. 
When  satire  flies  abroad  on  falsehood's  wing, 
Short  is  her  life,  and  impotent  her  sting ; 
But  when  to  truth  allied,  the  wound  she  giyes 
Sinks  deep,  and  to  remoter  ages  liyes.  Ckmrehint  AMor^  817. 
Satire,  whilst  enyy  and  ill-humonr  sway 
The  mind  of  man,  must  alwa]^s  make  her  way ; 
Nor  to  a  bosom,  with  discretion  fraught, 
Is  all  her  malice  worth  a  single  thou^t. 
The  wise  haye  not  the  will,  nor  fools  the  power. 
To  stop  her  headstrong  course ;  within  the  hour 
Left  to  herself,  she  dies ;  opposing  strife 
Giyes  her  fresh  yigourt  ana  prolongs  her  life.  lb,  Juihor,  197. 
Instructiye  satire  I  true  to  yirtue's  cause  I 
Thou  shining  supplement  of  public  laws !  Tomng,  L,qfF'  i-  H* 
If  satire  charms,  strike  faults  but  spare  the  man ; 
Tis  duU  to  be  as  witty  as  you  can. 
Satire  recoils  wheneyer  cliarg'd  too  high ; 
Bound  your  own  fame  the  fatal  splinters  fly ; 
As  the  soft  plume  fdves  swiftness  to  the  dart^ 
Good-breedmg  sends  the  satire  to  the  heart 

Toung,  Ep.  to  IBojf,  n.  168. 
Let  satire  less  engage  you  than  applause ; 
It  shows  a  generous  mind  to  wink  at  flaws.  Th.  n.  16(- 

Most  satirists  are  indeed  a  public  seoui^ ; 
Their  mildest  physic  is  a  farrier's  purge ; 
Their  acrid  temper  turns,  as  soon  as  stirr'd. 
The  milk  of  their  good  puipose  all  to  curd. 
Their  seal  begotten,  as  their  works  reheane» 
By  lean  despair  upon  an  empty  purse,  Conper,  CAarHjf,  601. 
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SATTBH    ittrntmudd. 

When  scandal  has  new-minted  an  old  lie, 

Or  tax'd  invention  for  a  fresli  snpplj. 

'Tis  call'd  a  satire,  and  the  worla  appears 

Ghithering  around  it  with  erected  ears ; 

A  thousand  names  are  toss'd  into  the  crowd, 

Some  whisper'd  softly,  and  some  twan^*d  aloud, 

Just  as  the  sapience  of  an  author's  bram, 

Suggests  it  safe  or  dangerous  to  be  plain.  Cowper,  CAaW(y,513. 

At  princes  let  but  satire  raise  his  gun« 

The  more  their  feathers  fly,  the  more  the  fun  ! 

E'en  the  whole  world,  blockheads  and  men  of  letters, 

£njo7  a  cannonade  upon  their  betters.  Peter  Pindar. 

Prepare  for  rhyme— I'll  publish,  right  or  wrong ; 

Eools  are  mj  theme,  let  satire  be  my  song.  Byron ^ng, Sards, 

In  ceneral  satire,  erer^  man  perceiyes 

A  slight  attack,  yet  neither  fears  nor  grieves. 

OrtUtbe,  Squire  and  Prieei, 

You  must  not  think  that  a  satiric  style 

Allows  of  scandalous  and  brutish  words  ; 

The  better  sort  abhor  scurrility.  Bo»eamman» 

lAYIOUB,  (OVB). 

Of  all  creation  first, 

Begotten  Son,  divine  Similitude, 

In  whose  conspicuous  count'nance,  without  doud. 

Made  visible,  th'  Almighty  Father  shines. 

Whom  else  no  creature  can  behold  :  on  lliee 

Impress'd,  th'  effulgence  of  His  glory  bides ; 

Tnmsfused  on  Thee  His  ample  roirit  rests. 

The  Heav'n  of  heav'ns,  and  all  tne  powers  therein 

By  thae  created.  MiUon,  P.  L.  ui.  3S4. 

flOASBAL— je#  SUader,  Soeietj. 

You  know 

That  I  do  fawn  on  men,  and  hug  them  hard. 

And  after  scandal  them.  Sh.  Jul,  C.  i.  2. 

He  rams  his  quill  witii  scandal  and  with  scoff, 

But  'tis  so  very  foul,  it  won't  go  off.  Young,  JSp,  io  Pope,  1. 197. 

What  is  a  scandal  of  the  first  renown, 

But  lettered  knaves  and  atheists  in  a  gown  P  Ib.n.  63. 

Flavia,  most  tender  of  her  own  good  name. 

Is  rather  careless  of  a  sister's  fame  ! 

Her  superfluity  the  poor  supplies. 

But  if  sue  touch  a  character  it  dies.       Cowper,  Charity^  463. 
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BOAHHAL— AM/lntMi. 
No  scandal  about  Queen  Elizabeth  I  h.ope,8heridan,CriHe;nA. 

The  whole  court  melted  into  one  wide  whisper. 

And  all  lips  were  applied  unto  all  ears  I 

The  elder  ladies'  wnnldes  curled  much  crisper 

As  they  beheld  ;  the  joimffer  cast  some  leers 

On  one  another,  and  each  lovely  lisper 

Smiled  as  she  talked  the  matter  o'er :  but  tears 

Of  rivalship  rose  in  each  clouded  eye 

Of  all  the  standing  army  who  stood  by.  'Byron,  2>.  /.  ix.  78. 

The  circle  smil'd,  then  whisper'd,  and  then  sneer'd  : 

The  misses  bridled,  and  the  matrons  frown'd : 

Some  hoped  thines  might  not  turn  out  as  thef  fear'd: 

Some  would  not  deem  such  women  could  be  found 

Some  ne'er  believ'd  one  half  of  what  they  heard  : 

Some  look'd  perplex'd,  and  others  look'd  profound 

And  several  pitied  with  sincere  regret 

Poor  Lord  Augustus  Fitz-Pkntagenet   Byron,  D.  /.  zir.  44. 

There  is  a  lust  in  man  no  charm  can  tame. 

Of  loudly  publishing  his  neighbour's  shame ; 

On  eagles'  wings  immortal  scandals  fly, 

While  virtuous  actions  are  but  bom  and  die.  JEleemofaEenejl* 

8GEVEBT— M0  Difltanoe. 

How  often  have  I  paused  on  every  chann* 

The  shelter'd  cot,  the  cultivated  urm. 

The  never-failing  brook,  the  busy  mill. 

The  decent  church,  that  topp'd  the  neighbouring;  hill ; 

The  hawthorn  bush,  with  seats  beneath  the  Bha£» 

For  talking  age  and  whispering  lovers  made. 

Goldsmith,  Deserted  VUhgt,  9. 
BCEFTIOISM— <#0  Leaning,  Znfldelitj. 
Let  no  presuming  impious  railer  tax 

Creative  wisdom,  as  if  aught  was  formed 

Li  vain,  or  not  for  admiraole  ends, 

Shall  little  hau||^hty  ignorance  pronounce 

His  works  unwise,  ojf  which  the  smallest  part 

Exceeds  the  narrow  visions  of  our  mind.  2^m9o»t  Swn*  818 

Heaven  is  all  love ;  all  joy  in  ^ving  joy, 

It  never  had  created  but  to  bliss, 

And  shall  it,  then,  strike  off  the  list  of  life 

A  being  bless'd,  or  worthjr  so  to  be  P 

Heaven  starts  at  an  annihilating  Grod.  T<mnff,  N.  T.  ni.47l^ 
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BCEmCItM—eonimued. 

This  a  sacred  rule  we  find 

Among  the  nicest  of  mankind, 

(Which  neyer  might  exception  brook 

From  flobbes  even  down  to  Bolingbroke ) 

To  doubt  of  facts,  however  true, 

Uniess  they  know  the  causes  too.     Chwrehill,  Okotf,  n.  354. 

Oh  !  lives  there,  heaven !  beneath  thy  dread  expanse, 

One  hopeless,  dark  idolater  of  chance. 

Content  to  feed  with  pleasures  unrefin'd. 

The  lukewarm  passions  of  a  lowly  mind  ; 

Who  mouldering  earthward,  'reft  of  every  trust, 

In  joyless  union  wedded  to  the  dust. 

Could  all  his  parting  energy  dismiss, 

And  call  this  Darren  world  sufficient  bliss  P  Camphett,PlJT<>pe, 
BCBXSMATUSB. 

Our  schismatics  so  vastly  differ. 

The  hotter  they're  they  grow  the  stiffer ; 

Still  setting  on  their  spiritual  goods. 

With  fierce  and  pertinacious  fends  ; 

For  zeal's  a  dreadful  termagant. 

That  teaches  saints  to  tear  and  rant.   ButleTf  Hud.  8,  n.  673.  . 
80H0LAX,  8CHOLAB8HIP'-f«0  Authois,  Charaoter. 

I'll  talk  a  word  with  this  same  learned  Theban.  8h.Zear,in,4. 

An  excellent  scholar :  One  that  hath  ahead  filled 
With  calves'  brains  without  any  sage  in  them. 

WebtteTf  The  White  Devil,  1.  1. 

MOSOOL,  BCEOOL-BOT,  8CH00L-DAT8,  BOHOOUfASTER—ttf*  Boy- 
hood,  Sdnoatkin,  Flogging. 
Tell  arts  they  have  no  soundness. 
But  vary  by  esteeming ; 
Tell  schools  they  lack  profoundness. 
And  stand  too  much  on  seeming.  Sir  W,  Raleigh, 

Who,  therefore,  finds  the  artificial'st  fools. 

Have  not  been  chang'd  i*  th'  cradle,  but  the  schools. 

Where  error,  pedantry,  and  afiectation, 

Bun  them  behmd-hand  with  their  education ; 

And  all  alike  are  taught  poetic  rage, 

Wlien  hardly  one's  fit  for  it  in  an  age*  Butler,  Sat.  1. 

Alas,  regardless  of  their  doom, 

The  little  victims  play, 

'No  sense  have  they  of  ills  to  come, 

^o  oare  beyond  to-day.  Gray,  Ode  on  Eton  College 
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mmOOL,  MHOOL-BOT,  4».    rmfftnw^ 
Ah,  happy  hills !  ah,  pleasiiig  shade ! 
Ah  I  fields  belor'd  in  Tain ! 
Where  onee  my  careless  childhood  stray 'd, 
A  stranger  yet  to  pain ! 
I  feel  the  gales  that  from  ye  Uoir, 
A  momentary  bliss  bestow. 
As  waring  £resh  their  gladsome  wing. 
My  weary  soul  they  seem  to  soothe. 
And  redolent  of  joy  and  yoath. 
To  breathe  a  second  spring.  &ray.  Ode  am  Ettm  0>Ueg9. 

Beside  yon  straggling  fence  that  skirts  the  way. 

With  blossom'd  fiirze  nnprofitably  gay. 

There,  in  his  noisy  mansion,  sldll'd  to  role, 

The  Tillage  master  taoght  his  little  school ; 

A  man  seTere  he  was,  and  stem  to  Tiew, — 

I  knew  him  well,  and  CTery  truant  knew  ; 

Well  had  the  boding  tremblers  leam'd  to  traee. 

The  day's  disasters  in  his  morning  face.  OoldsmM,  D.  ViL  19S. 

To  CTery  class  we  haTe  a  school  assign'd, 
£iiles  for  all  ranks  and  food  for  erery  mind : 
Yet  one  there  is,  that  small  regard  to  role 
Or  stady  pays,  and  still  is  deem'd  a  school ; 
Hiat,  where  a  deaf,  poor,  patient  widow  sits. 
And  awes  some  thirfy  infants  as  she  knits  ; 
Infants  of  hnmble,  busy  wires,  who  pay 
Some  trifline  price  for  freedom  throngh  the  day 
At  this  good  matron's  hut  the  children  meet. 
Who  thus  becomes  the  mother  of  the  street. 

Crahbe,  SriooL,  fL 
The  school  was  done,  the  bns'ness  o'er. 
When,  tir'd  of  Grreek  and  Latin  lore, 
Gkxxi  Syntax  sought  his  easy  chair, 
And  sat  in  calm  composure  there.        Comhe^  Dr.  SjfnUtx,  i- 1. 

WISXCE-*'§e0  Oenins,  Knowledge. 
We  that  acquaint  ourselres  with  every  cone. 
And  pass  both  tropics,  and  behold  both  poles ; 
When  we  come  home  are  to  ourselres  unknown. 
And  unacquainted  still  with  our  own  souls*  Sir  John  Dana. 

Trace  science  then,  with  modesty  thy  guide ; 
First  strip  off  all  her  e<]|uipage  of  pride  * 
Deduct  what  is  but  ranitj  or  dress, 
Or  learning's  luxury,  or  idleness ; 
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Or  tricks  to  show  the  stretch  of  human  brain. 

Mere  onrious  pleasure,  or  ingenious  pain ; 

Expunge  the  whole,  or  lop  tn'  excrescent  parts 

Of  all  our  yices  haye  created  arts  ; 

Then  see  how  little  the  remaining  sum 

Which  serr'd  the  past,  and  must  the  times  to  come. 

Fopt,  E.  Jf.  II.  47. 
"What  cannot  art  and  industry  perform. 
When  science  plans  the  progress  of  their  toiL 

Beattie,  Mimtrel,  ii.  54. 

0  star-eyed  Science  !  hast  thou  wander'd  there. 
To  waft  us  home  the  message  of  despair  ? 

Campbell,  Flecuures  afHope,  826« 
Blessing  on  Science !    When  the  earth  seem'd  old) 
When  Faith  grew  doting,  and  our  Beason  cold, 
'Twas  she  discoyer'd  that  the  world  was  young. 
And  taught  a  language  to  its  lisping  tongue : 
'Twas  she  disclosed  a  future  to  its  yiew, 
And  made  old  knowledge  pale  before  the  new. 
Blessings  on  Science,  and  ner  handmaid  Steam  1 
They  nuJce  Utopia  only  half  a  dream ; 
And  show  the  feryent,  of  capacious  souls, 
Who  watch  the  ball  of  progress  as  it  rolls, 
That  all  as  yet  completed,  or  begun. 
Is  but  the  dawning  that  precedes  the  sun. 

Charles  Maekay,  Raihoa^a, 
MOCfSM-^aet  Kissing. 

Scorn  at  first,  makes  afler-loye  the  more.     8h.  Tioo  Q,  iii.  1. 
Disdain  and  scorn  ride  sparkling  in  her  eyes.  Sh,  M,  Ado,  iii.l. 

1  had  rather  be  a  dog,  and  bay  the  moon, 

Than  such  a  Boman.  8h.  Jul.  C.  it.  3. 

Alas  I  to  make  me 
A  fixed  fiffure,  for  the  time  of  scorn 
To  point  his  slow  unmoying  finger  at.  8h,  Oih.  lY.  2. 

Oh !  what  a  thing,  ye  gods,  is  scorn  or  pity ! 

Hean  on  me,  fieayen,  the  hate  of  all  mankind ; 

Loaa  me  with  enyy,  malice,  detestation ; 

Let  me  be  horrid  to  all  apprehension. 

And  the  world  shun  me,  so  I  'scape  but  scorn.  Lee,Thcodoeme. 

!Know  ye  not  then,  saith  Satan,  fill'd  with  scorn, 

Snow  ye  not  me  P  je  knew  me  once  no  mate 

For  you,  there  sitting  where  ye  durst  not  soar : 

Not  to  know  me  argues  yourself  unknown.  MiltonfP,L.TV.S27* 
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BOOSV-MMfANMl 

He  hears 
On  all  sides,  from  innamerable  tongaes, 
A  dismal  uniTersal  hiss,  the  sound 
Of  public  scorn.  Milton,  P.  L.  x.  507. 

'Tis  sweet  to  love ;  but  when  with  scorn  we  meet, 
Beyenge  supplies  the  loss  with  joys  as  great. 

Lantdowne,  Brituk  JB/telantir, 
So  let  him  stand,  throu|i^  aces  yet  unborn, 
Fix'd  statue  on  the  pedestal  of  scorn  !    Byron,  Curse  <^Mi9» 

Derision  shall  strike  thee  forlorn, 
A  mock'ry  that  never  shall  die ; 
The  curses  of  hate  and  the  hisses  of  scom. 

Shall  burthen  the  winds  of  the  sky ;  | 

And,  proud  o'er  thy  ruin,  for  ever  be  hurl'd, 

The  laughter  of  triumph,  the  jeers  of  the  world.  | 

Byron,  Ode  to  H^apoleou. 
BCOTLAVB.  ! 

The  Scots  are  poor,  cries  surly  English  pride,  i 

True  is  the  charge,  nor  hj  themselres  denied. 
Are  they  not,  then,  in  strictest  reason  clear,  | 

Who  wisely  come  to  mend  their  fortunes  here. 

ChureJUll,  Fropkery  of  Famine,  196.  | 

O  Caledonia  f  stem  and  wild. 
Meet  nurse  for  a  poetic  child  1 
Land  of  brown  heath  and  shagrp*  wood. 
Land  of  the  mountain  and  the  nood. 
Land  of  my  sires  1  what  mortal  hand 
Can  e'er  untie  the  filial  band. 
That  knits  me  to  thy  rugged  strand  I  8coU,  I^i  ^*  ^ 

0  Scotia !  my  dear,  my  native  soil ! 

From  whom  my  warmest  wish  to  heayen  is  sent ! 
Long  may  thy  nardy  sons  of  rustic  toil 
Be  blest  with  health,  and  peace,  and  sweet  content  ^  . .  ^ 
Bume,  Cotter's  Saturday  IM^^^ 
And  though,  as  you  remember,  in  a  fit 
Of  wrath  and  rhyme,  when  juyenile  and  curly, 

1  railed  at  Scots  to  show  my  wrath  and  wit. 
Which  must  be  owned  was  sensitiye  and  surly. 
Yet  'tis  in  yain  such  sallies  to  permit. 

They  cannot  quench  youns  feelings  fresh  and  early : 
I  "  scotched  not  kill'd  "  the  Scotchman  in  my  blcxxly 
And  loye  the  land  of  **  mountain  and  of  flood.*'  ^  «  lo 

Byron,  B.  J-  *'  ^ 
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SGBIBBLKBS— M»  Antlim,  Ctitiaf . 

Ab  he  that  makes  his  mark  is  understood 

To  write  his  name,  and  'tis  in  law  as  good : 

So  he,  that  cannot  write  one  word  of  sense, 

Belieres  he  has  as  leffal  a  pretence 

To  scribble  what  he  does  not  understand, 

As  idiots  hare  a  title  to  their  land.     ButUr,  Mise.  ThoughU, 

Who  shames  a  scribbler?  Break  one  cobweb  through, 

He  spins  the  slight,  self-pleasing  thread  anew : 

Destroy  his  fib  or  sophistry,  in  vain. 

The  creature's  at  his  dirty  work  again.  Tope,  E.  to  ArMknot. 

Laugh  when  I  laueh,  I  seek  no  other  fame. 

The  cry  is  up,  ana  scribblers  are  nnr  game. 

mSBXtrUJOL  Jfyron,  Engliik  Bards,  42. 

Further  I'd  quote,  but  Scripture,  interf^ening^ 
Forbids.    A  great  impression  in  my  youth 
Was  made  by  Mrs.  Adams,  where  she  cries 
"  That  Scriptures  out  of  church  are  blasphemies." 

flGBIYEHIB.  ^oyron,  JD.  J.  xni.  90. 

Thou  son  of  parchment,  got  betwixt  the  inkhom 
And  the  stun^d  process-bag— that  mayest  call 
The  pen  thy  father,  and  the  ink  thy  mother. 
The  wax  thy  brother,  and  the  sand  thy  sister. 
And  the  good  pilloiy  thy  cousin.  8cott^  Ibrtunet  qf  Nigel,  84. 

8BA— M»  Oeeaa,  flailing,  flhlppiiig. 
I  saw  a  thousand  fearful  wrecks  : 
A  thousand  men  that  fishes  gnaw'd  upon  : 
Wedges  of  gold,  great  anchors,  heaps  of  pearl, 
Inestmiable  stones,  unyalued  jewels. 
All  scatter'd  in  the  bottom  of  the  sea. 
Some  lay  in  dead  men's  skulls  ;  and  in  those  holes 
Where  eyes  did  once  inhabit  there  were  crept. 
As  'twere  in  scorn  of  eyes,  reflecting  gems,    ' 
That  woo'd  the  slimy  oottom  of  the  deep, 
Andmoek'd  the  dead  bones  that  lay  scatter  dby.  8h,  Sic,  m.  i.  4. 
He  knows  enough,  the  mariner,  who  knows 
Where  lurk  the  shelyes,  and  where  the  whirlpools  boil* 
What  signs  portend  the  storm  :  to  subtler  mmds 
He  leayes  to  scan,  from  what  mysterious  cause 
Charybdis  rages  in  the  Ionian  waye ; 
Whence  those  impetuous  currents  in  the  main 
Which  neither  oar  nor  sail  can  stem  ;  and  why 
The  roughening  deep  expects  the  storm,  as  sure 
Aa  red  Orion  mounts  the  shrouded  heayen. 

ArmetroMff,  Prewrving  Health,  in.  262. 
2  K 
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646  BXA— fOSASOVB. 

ISA— fOM^WMMf. 

O'er  the  glad  waten  of  the  dark  bine  lea, 

Our  thonghts  as  boundless,  and  our  sonls  as  free, 

Far  as  the  breeze  can  bear,  the  billows  foam, 

SnrFey  onr  empire,  and  behold  onr  home  I 

These  are  onr  realms,  no  limits  to  their  sway, 

Onr  flag  the  sceptre,  all  who  meet  obey.  Byron,  CvrMir,!*!- 

Oh  I  what  can  sanctify  the  joys  of  home, 

Like  hope's  gay  glance  from  ocean's  tronbled  foam.  lb,  iii.  18. 

There  shrinks  no  ebb  in  that  tideless  sea,* 

Which  changeless  rolls  eternally  ; 

80  that  wildest  of  waves,  in  their  angriest  mood, 

Scarce  break  on  the  bounds  of  the  land  for  a  rood  ; 

And  the  ptowerless  moon  beholds  them  flow. 

Heedless  if  she  come  or  go.  Byron,  Connth,  16. 

What  hidest  thon  in  thy  treasnre-caTes  and  cells. 
Thou  hollow-sounding  and  mysterious  main  P— 
Pale  glistening  nearls,  and  rambow-colour'd  shells. 
Bright  things  wnich  beam  unreck'd  of  and  in  yain. 
Keep,  keep  thy  riches,  melancholy  sea  1  Mrs,  SemoMi, 

With  scarce  inferior  lustre  gleam'd  the  sea, 
Whose  waves  were  spangled  with  phosphoric  fire. 
As  though  the  lightnings  there  had  spent  their  shafts, 
And  left  the  fra^ents  glittering  on  the  field. 

Jot.  Monigomenf. 
The  sea !  the  sea !  the  open  sea  I 
The  blue,  the  fresh,  the  ever  free  I 
Without  a  mark,  without  a  bound. 
It  runneth  the  earth's  wide  region  round ; 
It  plays  with  the  clouds  :  it  mocks  the  skies  ; 
Or  like  a  cradled  creature  Ilea.       Barry  CornwaUt  T^  ^ 

8SAf8I0KVE88. 
The  best  of  remedies  is  a  beef-steak 
Against  sea-sickness  ;  try  it,  sir,  before 
You  sneer,  and  I  assure  you  this  is  true. 
For  I  have  found  it  answer— so  may  you.  Byron^  D.  /•  n-  W* 

8BA80K8— «M  Antimm,  Spring,  Soiamer,  Winter. 
How  many  things  by  season  seasoned  are 
To  their  nght  praise  and  true  perfection  1  8k.M.4f  Vm.  T.  L 

*  Iho  ICediterranMn. 
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FeroeiFest  thoa  not  th#  process  of  tlie  year, 

How  the  four  seasons  in  fonr  forms  appear  ? 

Like  huTDan  life  in  eyeiy  shape  they  wear  : 

Spring  first,  like  infancy,  shoots  oat  her  head, 

With  milky  jaice  roquiriDg  to  he  fed. 

Proceeding  onward,  whence  the  year  began. 

The  Summer  grows  adnlt,  and  ripens  into  man. 

Autumn  sncc^ds,  a  sober,  tepid  age. 

Nor  froze  with  fear,  nor  boihng  into  rage ; 

Last,  Winter  creeps  along  with  tardy  pace, 

Sour  is  his  front,  and  fiirrowed  is  his  face.        Dryden,  Ovid. 

These,  as  they  change,  Almighty  Father,  these 

Are  but  the  varied  Gcfd.    The  rolling  year 

Is  Ml  of  Thee.    Forth  in  the  pleasing  Spring 

Thy  beauty  walks,  thy  tenderness  and  lore. 

Then  comes  Thy  glory  in  the  Summer  months^ 

With  light  and  heat  refulgent.    Then  Thy  sun 

Shoots  rail  perfection  through  the  swelling  year ; 

Thy  bonniT  shines  in  Autumn  unconfined. 

And  spreads  a  common  feast  for  all  that  live. 

Li  Winter  awful  thou  !  with  clouds  and  storms 

Around  Thee  thrown,  tempest  o*er  tempest  roU'd, 

M«estic  darkness !  on  the  whirlwind's  wing, 

Siding  sublime.  Thomson,  Hymn  I. 

When  Spring  unlocks  the  flowers  to  paint  the  laughing  soil. 

When  Summer's  balmy  showers  refresh  the  mower's  toil. 

When  Winter  binds  in  frosty  chains  the  fallow  and  the  flood. 

In  God  the  earth  rejoiceth  still,  and  owns  his  Maker  good. 

Bp.  Seber,  Seventh  Sunday  qfUr  Trinify* 
Autumn :  whee2y,  sneezy,  fteezy ; 
Wmter :  slippy,  drippy,  nippy ; 
Spring  :  showery,  flowery,  bowery ; 

Summer :  hoppy,  croppy,  poppy.  Brady  (Claeie  Calendaria) 
IBGEBC7,  8SCRKT— Mf  Lore. 
Be  innocent  of  the  knowledge,  dearest  chuck. 
Till  thou  applaud  the  deed.  8h.  Macb.  in.  2. 

'Tis  in  my  memory  lock'd. 
And  you  yourself  shall  keep  the  key  of  it.        Sh.  Ham.  i.  3. 
Kay,  speak  your  mind ;  and  let  him  ne'er  speak  more 
That  speaks  thy  words  again  to  do  thee  harm. 
Be  thou  assur  d,  if  words  be  made  of  breath, 
And  breath  of  life,  I  have  no  life  to  breathe 
What  thou  hast  said  to  me.  Sk.  Ham.  in.  4. 

2  ir  2 
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54S  8BCUCT,  8X0BKT— SSPlTIOir. 

8SCR1CT,  ISCSST— «0ii<tiiiiMf. 

And  now  I  will  unclasp  a  secret  booV, 

And  to  TOUT  quiok-conceiTing  discontent, 

I'll  read  your  matter  deep  and  dangerous.  8k,  Hen*  IT.  1.  x.  3. 

I  well  believe 
Thou  wilt  not  utter  what  thou  dost  not  know ; 
And  so  far  will  I  trust  thee.  8h.  Hen.  it.  1,  n.  8. 

He  deserres  small  trust. 
Who  is  not  privy  counsellor  to  himself,  Fhrd^  Broken  Hearim 
Search  not  to  find  what  lies  too  deeply  hid ; 
I^or  to  know  things  whose  knowledge  is  forbid.        J>enJkam. 

He  who  trusts  a  secret  to  his  servant, 
Makes  his  own  man  his  master.  Dfydfn,  AmpkUriie. 

A  secret  in  his  month. 
Is  like  a  wild  bird  put  into  a  cage, 
Whose  door  no  sooner  opens  but  'tis  out. 

Ben  Jonson,  Tke  Case  ie  altered. 
8BCT8— Mf  8aints. 
But  since  our  sects  in  prophecy  grow  higher. 
The  text  inspires  not  tnem,  but  they  the  text  inspire. 

Dryden,  Medals,  165. 
His  liberal  soul  with  every  sect  agreed, 
Unheard  their  reasons,  he  received  their  creed. 

Crabbe,  C<mvert,19m 
8ICUBITT. 

You  all  know,  security 
Is  mortal's  chiefest  enemy.  Sk.  Mach.  iii.  5. 

8BDin01l— iM  Treason. 

That  talking  knave 
Consumes  his  time  in  speeches  to  the  rabble, 
And  sows  sedition  up  and  down  the  city  ; 
Picking  up  discontented  fools,  belying 
The  senators  and  government ;  destroying 
Faith  among  honest  men,  and  praising  knaves. 

Otwa^t  Caiu9  Marine. 
Avoid  the  politic,  the  factious  fool, 
The  busy,  ouzzing,  talking,  harden 'd  knave ; 
The  quaint  smooth  rogue,  that  sms  'gainst  his  reason 
Calls  saucy  loud  sedition,  public  zeal : 

And  mutiny,  the  dictates  of  his  spirit  Oinay,  Orpkan. 

The  vile  vulgar,  ever  discontent. 
Their  growing  fears  in  secret  murmurs  vent ; 
Btill  prone  to  change,  though  still  the  slaves  of  state. 
And  sure  the  monarch  whom  they  have,  to  hate. 

Pope,  I^baie  ofSiaiius,  225. 
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BEOmON— SEEDS.  649 

8SDITI0V— 0Ofi/MftMdL 

Meihinks  I  hear  tKe  bellowing  demagogue, 

Dumb-sotmdin^  declamations  disembogue, 

Expressions  of  immeasurable  length. 

Where  pom]^s  jargon  fiUs  the  place  of  strength  ; 

Where  mlmmating,  rumbling  eloquence, 

With  loud  theatric  rage,  bombards  the  sense ; 

And  words,  deep  rank'd  in  horrible  array, 

Exasperated  metaphors  conrey  I 

With  these  auxiliaries,  drawn  up  at  large. 

He  bids  enraged  sedition  beat  the  charge. 

Falconer^  Detnagogue,  400. 

ssBxrcnoH. 

Let  fair  humanity  abhor  the  deed 

That  spots  and  stains  lore's  modest  snow-white  weed. 

8h»  Rape  of  Lucrtety  28. 

Ah  then,  ye  fair, 
Be  greatly  cautious  of  your  sliding  hearts  : 
I)are  not  th'  infectious  sigh,  the  pleading  look, 
Down-cast  and  low,  in  meek  submission  drest, 
But  full  of  guile.    Let  not  the  fervent  tongue, 
Prompt  to  deceive,  with  adulation  smooth. 
Gain  on  your  purpos'd  will.  Thompmm^  Spring ^  970. 

Ah,  turn  thine  eyes 
Where  the  poor  houseless  shiv'ring  female  lies  t 
She,  once  perhaps,  in  viDage  plenty  blest. 
Has  wept  at  tales  of  innocence  distrest ; 
Her  modest  looks  the  cottage  might  adorn. 
Sweet  as  the  nrimrose  peeps  beneath  the  thorn  t 
Now  lost  to  all :  her  fnends,  her  virtue  fled, 
19  ear  her  betrayer's  door  she  lays  her  head, 
And,  pinch'd  with  cold,  and  shrinking  from  the  show'r, 
With  neavy  heart  deplores  that  luckless  hour, 
When  idly  first  ambitious  of  the  town. 
She  left  her  wheel  and  robes  of  country  brown. 

Qoldimith,  DeterUd  Village, 
8SXD8. 
Thus  in  the  kernel's  intricate  disguise 
In  miniature  a  little  orchard  lies ; 
The  fibrous  labyrinths,  by  just  degrees. 
Stretch  their  swoln  cells,  replete  with  ftitnre  trees ; 
By  time  evolved,  the  spreadmg  branches  rise. 
Yield  their  rich  fiuit,  and  shoot  into  the  skies.  Brooms. 
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550  BSEKTKa-^SXLF^  SELFI8HKES8. 

VSSXniQ-Mtf  DisiimiUati<m,  Rypoerliy. 

Seems,  madam !  nay,  it  is ;  I  know^  not  Beems.  Sk.Sam.h%* 

All  live  bj  seemini;. 
The  beggar  begs  with  it,  and  the  gay  courtier 
Gains  land  ana  title,  rank  and  rule,  by  seeming ; 
The  clergy  scorn  it  not,  and  the  bold  soldier 
Will  eke  with  it  his  service. — ^All  admit  it. 
All  practice  it ;  and  he  who  is  content 
Witn  shewing  what  he  is,  shall  have  small  credit 
In  church,  or  camp,  or  state — so  wags  the  world. 

Scott,  Ivankoe,  zxivn. 
8SIJP,  SSinSHVSSS. 
And  though  all  cry  down  self,  none  means 
His  own  self  in  a  literal  sense.  Butler,  Sui* 

But  och !  mankind  are  unco  weak, 

And  little  to  be  trusted ; 

If  self  the  warering  balance  shake. 

It's  rarely  right  adjusted.  Burm, 

Whate'er  the  passion,  knowledge,  fame,  or  pelf, 

No  one  will  change  his  neighbour  with  himself: 

The  leam'd  is  happy  nature  to  explore, 

The  fool  is  happy  that  he  knows  no  more  ; 

The  rich  is  happy  in  the  plenty  given. 

The  poor  contents  him  with  the  care  of  hearen. 

Pope,  E.  Jf.  IT.  2.  61. 
Despite  those  titles,  power  and  pelf, 
The  wretch,  concentred  all  in  self. 
Living,  shall  forfeit  fair  renown. 
And,  doubly  dying,  shall  go  down 
To  the  vile  dust,  trom  whence  he  sprung. 
Unwept,  unhonoured,  and  unsung.      Seoti^  Lady  qfL.  n.  1. 

Explore  the  dark  recesses  of  the  mind, 

In  the  soul's  honest  volume  read  mankind. 

And  own,  in  wise  and  simple,  great  and  sxnall. 

The  same  grand  leading  principle  in  all ; 

For  parent  and  for  child,  for  wife  and  fiiend, 

Our  nrst  great  mover,  and  our  last  great  end 

Is  one ;    and  by  whateTer  name  we  call. 

The  ruling  tyrant,  Self  is  all  in  all.  CAurekill,  Cof^emce,  167. 

How  pleased  is  every  paltry  elf 

To  prate  about  that  thmg,  himself !  CAurekUly  Ghaei,  m.  956. 
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SELF,  BILFISHlfrEBS — SELT-COKTBOL.  651 

SSLF,  8EX1FIBHHSS8 — continued. 

Enough  of  self,  tliat  dallying  luscious  theme, 
O'er  which  philosophers  in  raptures  dream ; 
Of  which  with  seeming  disregard  they  write 
Then  prizing  most  when  most  the j  seem  to  8%ht. 

Churchill,  Candidate,  117. 
Glory  built 
On  selfish  principles,  is  shame  and  guilt ; 
The  deeds  that  men  admire  as  half  diyine, 
Stark  naught,  because  corrupt  in  their  design. 

Coicper,  Table  Talk,  i. 
Ill  tell  thee  truth.    He  was  a  man, 
Hard,  selfish,  loving  only  gold. 
Yet  fdH  of  guile  :  his  pale  eyes  ran 
With  tears,  which  each  some  falsehood  told ; 
And  oft  his  smooth  and  bridled  tongue 
Would  give  the  lie  t'  his  flushing  cheek  : 
He  was  a  coward  to  the  strong  ; 
He  was  a  tyrant  to  the  weak.  Shelley. 

How  often,  in  this  cold  and  bitter  world, 

Is  the  warm  heart  thrown  back  upon  itself  I 

Cold,  careless  are  we  of  another's  grief: 

We  wrap  ourselves  in  sullen  selfishness.  X.  M  London, 

Suppose  a  neighbour  should  desire 

To  hght  a  candle  at  your  fire, 

Wouldit  deprive  your  flame  of  light. 

Because  another  profits  by 't  P  Llojfd,  JEp.  to  J,  B. 

In  good  or  ill,  leave  casuists  on  the  shelf, 

He  never  errs  who  sacrifices  self.  Bulwer  lA/tton. 

8ELF.C0KCEIT. 
To  observations  which  ourselves  we  make, 
We  grow  more  partial  for  th'  observer's  sake. 

^  Pope,  M.  E,  I.  11. 

While  tumbling  down  the  turbid  stream, 

Lord  love  us,  how  we  apples  swim.  Mallett,  T^bum. 

8ELF-C0KTS0L. 

He  that  would  govern  others,  first  should  be  ^ 

The  master  of  himself.  Masnnger. 

'Bj  heaven !  I  would  rather  for  ever  forswear 

The  elysium  that  dwells  on  a  beautiful  breast, 

Tlian  alarm  for  a  moment  the  peace  that  is  there, 

Or  banish  the  dove  from  so  hallow'd  a  nest.  Moore. 
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552        BILT-COHTBOL— BELT-BEPBHSIKCC. 

8X£V-O0VnOL — cantinuii, 
Self-rereronce,  self-knowledge,  telf-control. 
These  three  alone  lead  life  to  sorereign  power.        Thm^son, 

Met  I  gOTern  mj  passion  with  absolute  sway, 

And  grow  wiser  and  better  as  mj  strength  wears  away. 

Dr.  Walter  Pope,  Tfte  Old  Man'e  WM. 
SSLF-EZAMIVATIOll— 4M  Setrospeetion. 

By  all  means,  use  sometimes  to  be  alone ; 

Salnte  thyself— see  what  tlnr  soul  doth  wear ; 

Dare  to  look  in  thy  chest,  for  'tis  thine  own, 

And  tomble  up  and  down  what  thou  find'st  there.  Wordsworik. 
SSUP-DEFEVCS— Mf  Caution,  Belf-Preserration. 

To  kill,  I  grant,  is  sin's  extremest  gust ; 

But  in  deronce,  by  mercy,  'tis  most  just.      Sh,  Timan.  ui.  6. 

The  smallest  worm  will  turn,  being  trodden  on ; 

And  dores  will  peck  in  safeguard  of  their  brood. 

8k.  Hen,  71.  3.  n.  2. 

Even  insects  sting  for  aught  they  seek  to  save : 

This  common  courage,  which  with  brutes  we  share, 

That  owes  its  deadliest  efforts  to  despair. 

Small  merit  claims.  Bjfrw- 

Self-defence  is  a  yirtue. 

Sole  bulwark  of  all  right  Byron,  Sardanapalut,  ii.  1. 

8BLF-DXiriAL. 

Brave  conquerors !  for  so  you  are. 

That  war  against  yonr  own  affections. 

And  the  huge  army  of  the  world's  desires.  SA.  Lov^e  I.  X.  j.  !• 
BSU-DSPEirOEirCB. 

Our  remedies  oft  in  ourselTeB  do  lie. 

Which  we  ascribe  to  Heaven :  the  fated  sky 

Gives  us  free  scope  ;  only  doth  backward  pull 

Our  slow  designs,  when  we  ourselves  are  dulL  Sk.  AlVe  W»  i.  h 

Man  is  his  own  star,  and  the  soul  that  can 

Bender  an  honest  and  a  perfect  man. 

Commands  all  liffht,  all  influence,  all  fkte,— 

Nothing  to  him  falls  early  or  too  late. 

Our  acts  our  angels  are,  or  good  or  ill. 

Our  fatal  shadows,  that  walk  by  us  still.  Beaumont  S[  FUtcier, 

He  who  depends  upon  his  wind  and  limbs, 
Needs  neither  cork  or  bladder  when  he  swims ; 
Nor  wiU  by  empty  breath  be  puff'd  along, 
As  not  himself-- but  in  his  helpers—strong. 

Crahbe,  Convert,  19. 
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nrr-iXFORTAiros. 

Of  a]]  the  fools  that  pride  can  boast, 

A  coxcomb  claims  distinction  most.        <?ay,  ^hU  T.  part  2. 

SKLF-nOWLSDOB— M«  Knowledge,  Van. 
That  man  mnst  daily  wiser  grow, 
Whose  search  is  bent  himself  to  know.  6^ay,  Fable  T.  part  2. 

Man,  know  thyself  I  all  wisdom  centres  there  ! 

Young,N.T.iY.4Q^ 

Man's  science  is  the  cnltore  of  his  heart ; 

And  not  to  lose  his  plummet  in  the  depths 

Of  nature,  or  the  more  profound  of  God.  lb,  iz.  1893. 

Fbst  know  yourself;  who  to  himself  is  known, 
Shall  lore  with  conduct,  and  his  wishes  crown. 

Yalden,  Ovid,  Art  t^Love,  ii. 

8SLr.L0TI--M»  SsULshiMSS. 
Self-loTc  my  liege  is  not  so  Tile  a  sin 
As  self-neglecting.  Sk.  Hen.  f.  n.  4. 

Self-lore  never  vet  could  look  on  truth, 

But  with  blear'd  beams ;  sleek  flattery  and  she 

Are'twin-bcm  sisters,  and  so  mix  their  eyes. 

As  if  yon  serer  one,  the  other  dies.  B.  Jonton,  Cyntkia*e  Sev, 

Thoo,  who  lor'st  bat  what  nothing  lores. 

And  that's  thyself.  Dr^ien, 

Self-lore  the  spring  of  motion,  acts  the  soul ; 

Reason's  comparing  balance  rules  the  whole, 

Man,  but  for  that,  no  action  could  attend, 

And,  but  for  tiiis,  were  actire  to  no  end : 

Fix'd  like  a  plant  on  his  peculiar  spot. 

To  draw  nutrition,  propagate,  and  rot ; 

Or,  meteor-like,  flame  lawless  thro'  the  roid, 

Destroying  others,  by  himself  destroyed.   Pope,  E.  Jf.  ii.  6d. 

Self  is  the  medium  least  refin'd  of  all. 

Through  which  opinion's  searching  beams  can  fall.  T,  Moore. 

nL7.FBI8XRYAIZ0V. 

Tell  me,  where  lives  that  thing  so  meek  and  tame. 

That  doth  not  all  his  Uring  faculties 

Put  forth  in  preserration  of  his  life  P 

What  deed  so  darinff,  which  necessity 

And  desperation  will  not  sanctify.  Coleridge, 
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8B98B. 

Something  there  is  more  needful  than  expense, 
And  something  prerious  e'en  to  taste-^'tis  sense  : 
Good  sense  which  only  is  the  gift  of  hearen. 
And  though  no  science,  fairly  worth  the  seren. 

Pope.  M.E,  IT.  43. 

'Tis  hard,  where  dnlness  overrales, 

To  keep  good  sense  in  crowds  of  fools*  8n^ 

Of  plain  sound  sense  life's  current  coin  is  made ; 

With  that  we  drive  the  most  suhstantial  trade.  TmnMg, 

8XN8IBILIT7— M«  Blashiiiffi  Xnsio. 
Our  sensibilities  are  so  acute, 
The  fear  of  being  silent  makes  ns  mute, 

Campmr^  Qmotrsaiiorh  351. 

A  sensitive  plant  in  a  garden  ^w. 
And  the  young  winds  fed  it  with  silver  dew. 
And  it  opened  its  fan-like  leaves  to  the  li^ht. 
And  closed  them  beneath  the  kisses  of  night. 

Shelley,  the  Sensitive  Flant,h 
O  why  are  farmers  made  so  coarse, 
Or  clergy  made  so  fine  F 
A  kick,  that  scarce  would  move  a  horse. 
May  kiU  a  sound  divine.  Coteper. 

Sweet  sensibility !  thou  keen  delight ! 

Unprompted  moral  I  sudden  sense  of  right ! 

Perception  exquisite  1  fair  virtue's  seed! 

Thou  quick  precursor  of  the  liberal  deed ! 

Thou  hasty  conscience  I  reason's  blushing  mom  ! 

Instinctive  kindness,  ere  reflection's  bom  ! 

Prompt  sense  of  equity  !  to  thee  belongs 

The  swift  redress  of  unexamin'd  wrongs ! 

Eager  to  serve,  the  cause  perhaps  untned. 

But  always  apt  to  choose  tHe  sunering  side  1     Sannah  More* 

Where  bright  imagination  reigns, 

The  fine-wrought  spirit  feels  acutcst  pains ; 

Where  glow  exalted  sense  and  taste  refin'cU 

There  keenest  anguish  rankles  in  the  mind  : 

There  feeling  is  difius'd  through  evciy  part, 

Thrills  in  each  nerve,  and  lives  in  ail  the  heart ; 

And  those  whose  gsn'rous  souls  each  tear  would  keep 

From  others'  eyes,  are  bom  themselves  to  weep. 

JlMUMh  More* 
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8BPAXATI0V— «M  Aliea,  7ar«well,  Ptfttng . 
The  limner's  art  TtULj  trace  the  absent  feature, 
And  gire  the  eye  of  distant  weeping  faith 
To  view  the  form  of  its  idolatry ; 
But  oh !  the  scenes  'mid  which  tkey  met  and  parted ; 
The  thoughts— the  recollections  sweet  and  bitter, 
Th'  Elvsian  dreams  of  lorersy  when  they  loved, 
MTho  shall  restore  them  P  Maiurint  Bertram. 

Strangers  yet  I 

After  years  of  li&  together, 

After  fair  and  stormy  weather, 

After  travel  in  far  lands, 

After  touch  of  wedded  hands, — 

Why  thus  joined  P    Why  ever  met. 

If  they  must  be  strangers  yet  P  If.  MUhm,  {Lord  Houghton.) 
iEBEVADS. 

Silence,  ye  wolves  !  while  Balph  to  Cjrnthia  howls. 

And  makes  night  hideous  ; — answer  bim,  ye  owls. 

Pope,  Dundad,  iii.  165. 

SEREVITT. 

Would  you  taste  the  tranquil  scene  P 

Be  sure  your  bosom  be  serene : 

Devoid  of  hate,  devoid  of  strife, 

Devoid  of  all  that  poisons  life ; 

And  much  it  'vails  vou,  in  their  place, 

To  graft  the  love  of  human  race. 

ShemtoM,  Inscription  on  a  tablet, 

muiovs. 

That  from  vour  meetings  I  refrain,  is  true ; 
I  meet  witn  nothing  pleasant— nothing  new ; 
But  the  same  nroofs,  that  not  one  text  exnlain. 
And  the  same  lights,  where  all  things  dari:  remain. 

Crabbe,  Convert,  19. 

8XRYASTB,  ISByiOS— «m  VaveiurB,  FrefJumant 
I  have  done  the  state  some  serrice,  and  they  know  it. 

3JL  Otk  V.  2. 
Had  I  but  served  my  God  with  half  the  zeal 
I  serv'd  my  king,  he  would  not  in  mine  age 
Have  left  me  nuced  to  mine  enemies.         Sk.  H.  vni.  iii.  2. 

^From  the  king 

To  the  beggar,  by  gradation,  all  are  servants ; 
And  you  must  grant,  the  slavery  is  lest 
To  study  to  please  one,  than  many. 

Ma$iinger,  Unnatural  Combat,  iii.  2. 
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rian, 

Expect  not  more  from  flcirsnts  tlian  is  just ; 

Sewaid  them  well  if  thej  obaerre  their  trust ; 

Kor  with  them  cmehf  or  pride  inTsde, 

fiinee  God  and  BatnrB  them  own  biothen  amde. 

If  hif  offenee  be  f^rtrntj  let  that  saffiee ; 

If  Ml^  foTgiTe ;  for  no  man's  always  wise.  Dedam. 

Ere  the  base  laws  of  serritode  began. 
When  wild  in  woods  the  noble  saraf^e  nm. 

Drfdem,  CamqmeH  of  OrtMitt  h  I 
From  kings  to  eobblen  'tis  the  same ; 
Bad  Bflrrants  wound  their  masters'  fiune.  €h^,Fahl$n*  part  1 

Small  aerrlee  Is  tme  semce  while  it  lasts. 
Of  friends,  howerer  hnmble,  seom  not  onas 
The  daiaj,  bj  the  shadow  that  it  easts, 
Proteets  the  lingering  dew-drop  from  the  sob.    WMtfoortk, 
UVEEirX. 
Thoo^  sprighUy,  gentle,  thoogh  poHie,  aineeie. 
And  onlj  of  tliTself  a  judge  serere.  SetttU' 

With  common  men. 
There  needs  too  oft  the  show  of  war  to  keep 
The  sobstanee  of  sweet  peace ;  and  for  a  king, 
Tis  sometimes  better  to  be  fear'd  than  lored. 

See  jonder  maker  of  ihe  dead  man's  bed^ 

The  sexton,  hoary-headed  chronicle  I 

Of  hard  unmeanrnz  face,  down  which  ne'er  stole 

A  gentle  tear ;  witn  mattock  in  bis  hand. 

Digs  thro'  whole  rows  of  kindred  and  acquaintance 

Bj  fiur  his  juniors !    Scarce  a  scull's  cast  up 

Bat  well  he  knew  its  owner,  and  can  tell 

Some  passage  of  his  life.  Blair,  Oraeet^Bl 

At  last  an  honest  sexton  join'd  the  throng, 
(For  as  the  theme  was  large,  their  talk  was  long,) 
**  Neighbours,"  he  cried,  "  my  conscience  bids  me  teH, 
Though  'twas  the  doctor  preach'd— I  toU'd  the  bell." 

MaUett^Oiilitt^ 
ISAIXIW. 
Shine  out,  fair  son,  till  I  have  bought  a  glass. 
That  I  may  see  my  shadow  as  I  pass.  8k.  Bie.  tB»  i«  ^ 

Show  his  eyes,  and  griere  his  heart  I 
Come  like  shadown,  so  depart.  8k,  Math*  it*  ^ 
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Soul  of  the  age ! 
Th'  ftpplwue  t  deli^kt  I  the  wonder  of  oar  itage  1 
Mj  Bnakespeare,  nte !  I  will  not  lodge  thee  bj 
duuLcer,  or  Spencer,  or  bid  Beamnont  lie 
A  little  further,  to  make  thee  a  room ; 
Thoa  art  a  monnment,  withont  a  tomb, 
And  art  alire  still,  while  thj  book  doth  lire, 
And  we  have  wits  to  read,  and  praise  to  gire. 

Ben  Jonson,  to  the  Memory  qf  Shaheepeare, 
He  was  not  of  an  age  but  for  all  time  ;•  Ben  Joneon,  lb. 

What  needs  my  Shakespeare  for  his  hononr'd  bones. 
The  labour  of  an  age  in  piled  stones  P 
Thou  in  our  wonder  md  astonishment 
Hast  built  thjself  a  liye^long  monument. 

Milton^  on  BhaheMpectre, 
Shakespeare's  magic  could  not  copied  be ; 
Within  that  circle  none  durst  wallc  but  he. 

Dryden^  The  Tempest,  Prologue, 
19'ature  listening  stood,  whilst  Shakespeare  play'd, 
And  wonder'd  at  the  work  herself  had  made. 

ChurchUl,  Author,  61. 
In  the  first  seat,  in  robe  of  yarious  dyes, 
A  noble  wildness  flashing  from  his  eyes. 
Sat  Shakespeare :  in  one  hand  a  wand  he  bore. 
For  miffhty  wonders  fam*d  in  days  of  yore  : 
The  other  held  a  globe,  which  to  his  will 
Obedient  tum'd,  and  own'd  the  master's  skill : 
Things  of  the  noblest  kind  his  genius  drew, 
And  look'd  through  nature  at  a  single  view : 
A  loose  he  gare  to  his  unbounded  soul, 
And  taught  new  lands  to  rise,  new  seas  to  roll ; 
Call'd  into  being  scenes  unknown  before. 
And  passing  nature's  bounds,  was  something  more. 

Churchill^  Boieiady  25a 
Happy  in  traffic  and  in  comic  powers. 
Hare  we  not  Shakespeare  P  is  not  Jonson  ours  P 
For  them,  your  natural  judges,  Britons  rote  ; 
Theyll  judge  like  Britons,  who  like  Britons  wrote.    lb,  223. 

Shakespeare  (whom  you  and  eyery  play-house  bill 
Style  tne  divine,  the  matchless,  what  you  will) 
For  gain,  not  glory,  win^'d  his  roying  flight, 
And  grew  immortal  in  hu  own  despite. 

Bope,  ImUation  (f  Horace,  2.  i.  69. 
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8HAJU8PEABB-<MfiMnii«C 

When  learning's  trinrnph  o'er  liis  barb*rous  foes 
First  rear'd  tUe  stage,  immortal  Shakespeare  rose ; 
Each  change  of  manj-colour'd  life  he  drew. 
Exhausted  worlds,  and  then  imagined  new ; 
Existence  saw  him  spnm  her  bounded  reign, 
And  panting  time  toil'd  after  him  in  rain, 
His  powerful  strokes  presiding  truth  impressed. 
And  unresisted  passion  storm  d  the  breast. 
Dr,  Johnson,  Prologue,  at  the  opening  qf  Drwry  LanB,  1747. 


O,  shame !  where  is  tiiy  blush  P  631.  Sawt,  m.  4 

Shame  sticks  erer  close  to  the  ribs  of  honooTi 

Great  men  are  never  found  much  after  it : 

It  leares  some  ache  or  other  in  their  names, 

Whieh  their  posterity  feels  at  ey'ry  weather.  JUddlelou, 

I  know  not  how  to  tell  thee ! 
Shame  rises  in  my  face,  and  interruptB 
The  story  of  my  tongue  !  Otwa^,  Orpla; 

Shame  urges  on  behind,  unpitying  shame. 
That  worst  of  furies,  whose  fell  aspect  frights 
Each  tender  feeling  from  the  human  breast  Tkmtom, 

When  knayes  and  fools  combined  o'er  all  prevail, 
When  justice  halts,  and  right  begins  to  fail. 
E'en  then  the  boldest  start  from  public  sneers. 
Afraid  of  Shame — unknown  to  other  fears. 
More  darkly  sin,  by  satire  kept  in  awe, 
And  shrink  firom  ndicule,  though  not  from  law. 

Byron^  EnglUk  Bards  and  Seotrh  Seviewtn. 

8HESP. 

Sheep  no  extremes  can  bear :  both  heat  and  cold 

Spread  sores  cutaneous  ;  but,  more  frequent,  heat : 

Ihe  fly-blown  vermin,  from  their  woolly  nest. 

Press  to  the  tortured  skin,  and  flesh,  and  bone  ; 

In  littleness  and  number  dreadful  foes. 

Long  rains  in  miry  winter  cause  the  halt ; 

Eainy  luxuriant  summers  rot  four  flock, 

And  all  excess,  even  of  salubrious  food. 

As  sure  destroys  as  famine  or  the  wolf.  Dyer,  T^  Fleece,  i.  4SL 

gSELLBT. 
Shelle]^  stvles  his  new  poem,  Prometheus  unbound. 
And  'tis  luce  to  remain  so  while  time  circles  round ; 
For  surely  an  age  would  be  spent  in  the  finding, 
A  reader  so  weu  as  to  pay  fyr  the  binding.    Jlkeodore  Eoch 
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Long  shall  we  seek  his  likeness — ^long  in  rain. 
And  tnm  to  all  of  him  which  may  remain, 
Sighing  that  nature  form'd  but  one  such  man, 
And  broke  the  die — ^in  moulding  Sheridan. 

Byrofh  Monody  on  Sheridan,  loH  Lines. 

WBXFB,  mmSQ—m  VavlgatlMi,  MUng,  Sailors,  Sea. 
Behold  the  threaden  sails. 
Borne  with  the  inyisible  and  creeping  wind. 
Draw  the  huge  bottoms  through  the  furrow 'd  sea. 
Breasting  the  lofty  surge.  iS4.  J7.  riu.  1.  Chorui, 

Upon  the  gale  she  stoop'd  her  side. 

And  bounded  o'er  the  swelling  tide. 

As  she  were  dancing  home : 

The  merry  seamen  Euigh'd  to  see 

Their  gallant  ship  so  lustily 

Furrow  the  green  sea-foam.  Seoti,  Marmion,  ii.  1. 

Hearen  sneed  the  canyas,  gallantly  nnfurl'd. 

To  fumisn  and  accommodate  a  world. 

To  gire  the  pole  the  produce  of  the  sun. 

And  knit  th  unsodaf  dimates  into  one.  Oowper,  Charity 1 123. 

How  gloriously  her  ^pallant  course  she  goes  I 
Her  wnite  wings  flyinff — ^never  from  her  foes ; 
She  walks  the  waters  like  a  thing  of  life. 
And  seems  to  dare  the  elements  to  strife. 
"Who  woidd  not  brare  the  battle-fire — the  wreck- 
To  more  the  monarch  of  her  peopled  deckP  Byron,Cor»air,i.S, 

She  comes  majestic  with  her  swelling  sails, 

The  gallant  bark :  along  her  watery  wa^ 

Homeward  she  driyes  before  the  fayounng  gales  ; 

Kow  flitting  at  their  leneth  the  streamers  play. 

And  now  they  ripple  with  the  ruffling  breeze.  Sonthsy, 

SHIFWBBOK— M0  Sea. 

I  saw  him  beat  the  surges  under  him, 

And  ride  upon  their  backs ;  he  trod  the  water. 

Whose  enmity  he  flung  aside,  and  breasted 

The  surge  most  swol'n  that  met  him ;  his  bold  head 

'Boye  the  contentious  wayes  he  kept,  and  oar'd 

Himself  with  his  good  arms  in  lusty  stroke 

To  the  shore,  that  o'er  his  waye-wom  basis  bow'd, 

Ai  stooping  to  relieye  him.  8h,  Tempest,  ii.  1. 
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O,  I  hare  siiffer'd 
With  fhote  that  I  law  suffer !  a  brare  yetsel, 
"Who  had  no  doabt  some  noble  ereatores  in  her, 
Dash'd  all  to  pieces.    O,  the  cry  did  knock 
Against  m j  reiy  heart  1  poor  sools !  they  perish'd. 

He  who  has  suffered  shipwreck,  fears  to  sail 

Upon  the  seas,  thongh  with  a  gentle  gale.  Merriek,  Jpk.  110. 

All,  all,  the  storm 
Deronr'd ;  and  now,  o'er  his  late  enyy'd  fortoneb 
The  dolphins  bound,  and  wat'ry  mountains  roar, 
Triumphant  in  his  ruin.  Toung^  Beveng^,  IL  2- 

With  mournful  look  the  seaman  eyed  the  strand, 
Where  death's  inexorable  jaws  expand : 
Swift  from  their  minds  elaps'd  all  dangers  past. 
As,  dumb  with  tenor,  thej  beheld  the  last. 

Falconer,  Shipwreck,  n.  563. 
And  now,  lash'd  on  by  destiny  serere. 
With  horror  fraught,  the  dreadful  scene  drew  near ! 
The  ship  hangs  hovering  on  the  verge  of  death. 
Hell  yawns,  rocks  rise,  and  breakers  roar  beneath ! 
In  vam,  alas  I  the  sacred  shades  of  yore 
Would  arm  the  mind  with  philosopBc  lore, 
In  Tain  they'd  teach  us,  at  the  latest  breath. 
To  smile  serene  amid  the  pangs  of  death.  lb.  m.  610. 

Again  she  plunges  I  hark !  a  second  shock 

Tears  her  strong  bottom  on  the  marble  rock : 

Down  on  the  Tue  of  death,  with  dismal  cries 

The  fated  victims  shuddering  roll  their  eyes. 

In  wild  despair ;  while  yet  another  stroke. 

With  deep  convulsion,  rends  the  solid  oak : 

Till  like  the  mine,  in  whose  infernal  cell 

The  lurking  demons  of  destruction  dwell. 

At  length  asunder-torn,  her  frame  divides  : 

And  crushing  spreads  in  ruin  o'er  the  tides.  Ih.  n.  640. 

8ome  went  to  prayers  again,  and  made  a  vow 
Of  candles  to  their  saints, — but  there  were  none 
To  pay  them  with ;  and  some  look'd  o'er  the  bow ; 
Some  hoisted  out  tiie  boats  ;  and  there  was  one 
That  besg'd  Pedrillo  for  an  absolution. 
Who  toM^him  to  be  damn'd,~in  his  confusion. 

JTyron,  Dan  Juan,  «•  **• 
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8HIFWBX0K— MMfwrtiMf. 

Then  rose  from  sea  to  sky  the  wild  farewell. 

Then  shriek'd  the  timid,  and  stood  still  the  brave. 

Then  some  leap'd  orerboard  with  dreadiiil  yell, 

As  eaeer  to  anticipate  their  grave ; 

And  the  sea  yawn  d  around  her  like  a  hell, 

And  down  she  snck'd  with  her  the  whirling  wave. 

Byron,  Don  Juan,  n.  62. 
And  long  ere  the  morning,  a  lond  sudden  shriek 
Was  heard  o'er  the  bay  "  Sprung  a  leak  I  sprung  a  leak  I" 
Oh !  then  there  was  gathenng  in  tumult  and  fear. 
And  a  blanching  of  cneeks,  as  the  peril  grew  near  ; 
A  screaming  of  women — a  shouting  of  men. 
And  a  rushing  and  trampling,  a^;ain  and  again  I 
No  time  for  leave-taking— no  leisure  to  weep  I 
In  roU'd  the  fierce  waters,  and  down  to  the  deep, 
Down,  down  fifty  fathoms,  with  captain  and  crew, 
The  Florida  sani,  with  the  haven  m  view.— 
Down,  down  to  the  bottom,  escaping  but  one, 
To  tell  the  sad  tale  of  the  deed  tnat  was  done.  * 

Char  let  Mackajf,  Lady  qf  Duart,  Vengeance^  13. 

8H0X8. 
Let  firm,  well*hammer'd  soles  protect  thy  feet. 
Thro'  freezmf  snows,  and  rain,  and  soakmg  sleet ; 
Should  the  big  Isjst  extend  tbe  sole  too  wide. 
Each  stone  wm  wrench  th'  unwary  step  aside ; 
The  sudden  turn  may  stretch  the  swelliDg  vein, 
Thy  cracking  joints  unhinge,  or  ankle  sprain ; 
And  when  too  short  the  modish  shoes  are  worn, 
Youll  judge  the  seasons  by  your  shooting  com. 

Oay,  Trivia,  i.  33. 

BH00T£V6^-<M  Sporting. 
See  from  the  brake  the  whirring  pheasant  springs, 
And  mounts  exulting  on  triumpnant  wings ; 
Short  is  his  joy ;  he  feels  the  fiery  wound. 
Flutters  in  blood,  and  panting  beats  the  ground. 

JPope,  Windsor  Forest. 
Ah,  nut-brown  partridges !  ah,  brilliant  pheasants ! 
And  ah,  ye  poachers ! — *Tis  no  sport  for  peasants. 

Bgron^  Don  Juan,  xin.  75. 
But  as  some  muskets  so  contrive  it. 
As  oft  to  miss  the  mark  thev  drive  at» 
And  though  well  aimed  at  auck  or  plover. 
Bear  wide,  and  kick  their  owners  over. 

Trumhull,  M'linffol,  i.  93. 
2  o 
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•ICJUIESS— «0»  DiMMM. 

Lemira's  sick  ;  make  haste,  the  doctor  call, 

He  comes  :  but  where's  his  patient  P — at  the  ball ; 

The  doctor  stares ;  her  woman  cnrtsies  low, 

And  cries,  "  My  lady,  sir,  is  always  so : 

Diversions  pnt  ner  maladies  to  flight ; 

True,  she  can't  stand,  but  she  can  dance  all  night 

IVe  known  my  lady  (for  she  lores  a  tone) 

For  ferers  take  an  opera  in  June : 

And,  thongh  perhaps  yoall  think  the  practice  bold, 

A  midnight  park  is  sov'reign  for  a  cold.    Towng,  L.  qfF,  ▼.  179. 

Sickness  sits  cayem'd  in  his  hollow  eye.  JS^rrm. 

SieHT. 
l^ine  things  to  sight  reg^nired  are : 
The  power  to  see,  the  light,  the  Tisible  thins, 
Being  not  too  small,  too  thin,  too  ni^h,  too  far, 
Clear  space,  and  time,  the  form  distmct  to  bring. 

^  Join  Danet, 

8I0H8— 4M  Lots. 
Speed  the  soft  interoonrse  from  soul  to  sonl, 
Ajid  waft  a  sigh  fr^m  Indus  to  the  pole.  Pope,  St,  ondAh*  ht 

Bnt  sighs  subside,  and  tears  (e'en  widows')  shzinkf 

Like  Axjko  in  the  summer,  to  a  shallow 

So  narrow  as  to  shame  their  wintry  brink. 

Which  threatens  inundations  deep  and  yellow  1 

Such  difTrence  doth  a  few  months  make.    You'd  think 

Grief  a  rich  field  which  never  would  lie  fallow ; 

19^0  more  it  doth ;  its  ploughs  but  change  their  boys, 

"Who  furrow  some  new  sou  to  sow  for  joys.  Byrot^  B.  /.  x.  7. 

He  sighed  ;— the  next  resource  is  the  full  moon. 

Where  all  sighs  are  deposited  ;  and  now 

It  happen'd  mckily,  the  chaste  orb  shone.  Ih,  zn*  13* 

0IOH8. 
Sometime  we  see  a  cloud  that's  dragonish: 
A  yapour,  sometime,  like  a  bear,  or  lion» 
A  tower'd  citadel,  a  pendant  rock, 
A  forked  mountain,  or  blue  promontory 
With  trees  upon 't,  that  noa  unto  the  world. 
And  mock  our  eyes  with  air :  thou  hast  seen  these  signs ; 
They  are  black  yesper's  pageants.         8h.  AnL  CUop.  it.  1«* 

BZLXHCB. 
Silence  is  the  perfectest  herald  of  joy : 
I  were  but  little  happy,  if  I  could  say  how  much. 
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BTLEBCB-^continued, 
O,  my  Antonio,  I  do  know  of  these, 
That  therefore  only  are  reputed  wise. 
For  Baying  nothing.  SA.  M,  of  Ven.  i.  I. 

Silence  is  only  commendable 
In  a  neaf  I  tongue  dried,  and  a  maid  not  vendible.      lb.  i.  I. 

The  silence  often  of  pure  innocence 

Persuades,  when  speaking  fails.  8li.  Winl.  T,  it.  2. 

Silence  in  lore  bewrays  more  woe 
Than  words,  tho'  ne'er  so  witty ; 
A  beggar  that  is  dumb  you  know. 
May  challenge  double  pity  1    Sir  W.  Ealeigk,  Silent  Lover,  6. 

It  is  a  modest,  bashful  nature,  and  pure  innocence. 

That  makes  him  silent :  think  you  that  bright  rose 

Which  buds  within  his  cheeks,  was  planted  there 

By  guilt  or  shame  P    No ;  he  has  always  been 

So  unacquainted  with  all  arts  of  sin, 

That  but  to  be  suspected  strikes  him  dumb 

With  wonder  and  amazement.  Randolph,  Amyntas, 

Silence  in  woman,  is  like  speech  in  man. 

Ben  Jontont  Silent  Woman* 
When  wit  and  reason  both  have  fail'd  to  move 
Kind  looks  and  actions,  from  success,  do  prove 
Ev'n  silence  may  be  eloquent  in  love.  Congreve,  Old  Bachelor. 

Silence !  coeval  with  eternity, 

Thou  wert  ere  nature's  self  began  to  be ; 

*Twa8  one  vast  nothing  all,  and  all  slent  fast  in  thee ; 

But  couldst  thou  seize  some  tongues  tnat  now  are  free, 

How  church  and  state  should  be  obliged  to  thee ! 

At  senate  and  at  bar  how  welcome  wouldst  thou  be  ! 

Pope,  Imitation  of  the  JSarl  qf  Bocheeter 
Not  a  breath  crept  through  the  rosy  air. 
And  yet  the  forest  leaves  seem*d  stirr'd  with  prayer.   Byron. 

aiMifiABITY. 

Like  will  to  like  :  each  creature  lores  his  kind, 
'Chaste  words  proceed  still  from  the  bashful  mind. 

Rerricky  Aph,  293. 

8DCPLICITT,  8I]IPLET0K--M»  Beauty,  Folly,  IndifEbrenoe. 
To  me  more  dear,  congenial  to  my  heart. 
One  native  charm,  than  all  the  gloss  of  art. 

Goldtmith,  Deserted  Village,  i.  253. 

2  o  2 
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Some  rise  by  sin,  and  some  by  ▼irluc  fall.  Sh.  M,for  M.  n.  1. 

One  sin,  I  know,  another  doth  provoke ; 

Mnrder's  as  near  to  lust,  as  flame  to  smoke.    Sh,  Peric,  1. 1. 

He  is  no  man  on  whom  perfections  wait 

That,  knowing  sin  within,  will  touch  the  gate.  Sh.  Perie.  i.  !• 

I  am  a  man. 
More  sinn'd  against,  than  sinning.  8h  Lear,  in-  2. 

There  is  a  method  in  man's  wickedness ; 

It  grows  up  by  degrees.   Beaum.  and  FL  JSAng  and  no  King- 

Hell  gives  us  art  to  reach  the  depth  of  sin. 
But  leaves  us  wretched  fools,  when  we  are  in. 

Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  Queeniff  Corwi^- 
A  mighty  man,  had  not  some  cunning  sin. 
Amidst  so  many  virtues,  crowded  in. 

Omfley,  The  Davideit,  ni.  75. 
He  that  but  conceives  a  crime  in  thought. 
Contracts  the  danger  of  an  actual  fault ; 
Then  what  must  he  expect,  that  still  proceeds 
To  finish  sin,  and  work  up  thoughts  in  deeds  P  Dryden. 

If  thou  dost  ill,  the  joy  fades,  not  the  pains ; 

If  well,  the  pain  doth  fade,  the  joy  remains.  O.  Serheri,  Temple- 

'Tis  fearful  building  upon  any  sin  : 
One  mischief  enter  d,  orings  another  in ; 
The  second  pulls  a  third,  the  third  draws  more. 
And  they  for  all  the  rest  set  ope  the  door . 
Till  custom  take  away  the  judging  sense. 
That  to  offend  we  thmk  it  no  offence. 

JV.  Smith,  Hector  of  G^rmani/,  1615. 
In  lashing  sin,  of  every  stroke  beware. 
For  sinners  feel,  and  smners  you  must  spare. 

Crabbe,  Squire  and  the  Pr^ 
SnrCEBITT-— «M  Fidelity,  Faith,  Candour. 
His  nature  is  too  noble  for  the  world : 
He  would  not  flatter  Neptune  for  his  trident. 
Or  Jove  for  's  power  to  thunder :  his  heart  *s  his  mouth : 
What  his  breast  forges  that  his  tongue  must  vent.  , 

Sh,  Coriol  ni.  I. 
Her  words  are  trusty  heralds  to  her  mind.  Ford^LoeeU  Sacrt. 

Sincerity  has  such  resistless  charms, 
She  oft  the  fiercest  of  our  foes  disarms  * 
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IDICBBITT — continued. 
No  art  she  knows,  xq  native  wliiteness  dress'd, 
Her  ihonglits  all  pure,  and  therefore  all  express'd : 
She  talces  from  error  its  deformity, 
And  without  her,  all  other  yirtaes  die.  8tilUn§JUet. 

SnrOIHG'fM  Xoiie,  Toiee. 
At  erery  close  she  made,  th'  attending  throng 
£eplied,  and  hore  the  burden  of  the  song : 
So  just,  so  small,  yet  in  so  sweet  a  note, 
It  seem'd  the  music  melted  in  the  throat. 

Drvden,  The  Flower  and  the  Lectf^  197. 
Sweet  are  the  pleasures  that  to  verse  belong, 
And  doubly  sweet  a  brotherhood  in  song.  K6ai$, 

The  tenor's  roice  is  spoilt  by  affectation. 

And  for  the  bass,  the  beast  can  only  bellow ; 

In  fact,  he  had  no  single  education. 

An  ignorant,  noteless,  timeless,  tuneless  fellow ; 

But  being  the  prima  donna's  near  relation. 

Who  swore  his  voice  was  very  rich  and  meUow, 

They  hired  him,  though  to  hear  him  you'd  beliere 

An  ass  was  practising  recitative*  Byron,  D,  J.  iv.  87. 

There  is  no  voice,  whose  tones  inspire 

Such  thrills  of  rapture  through  my  breast*  Byron. 

Swans  sing  before  they  die :  'twere  no  bad  thing, 

RTi/^niii  certain  persons  die  before  they  sing. 

Coleridge^  on  a  Volunteer  Singer* 
BUiJUllO— Mi  Poetry. 

As  skilAil  divers  to  the  bottom  faU, 

Sooner  than  those  who  cannot  swim  air  all ; 

So  in  this  way  of  writing  without  thinking. 

Thou  hast  a  strange  alacrity  in  sinking. 

Doreet,  Sat,  on  Ed.  Howard. 
8I8TBBS. 

Though  various  features  did  the  sisters  grace, 

A  sister's  likeness  was  in  every  face.  Addieon* 

8IH0LS-LI7S— Mi  CeUbaey,  Waideahood. 
A  bachelor 
May  thrive,  by  observation,  on  a  little ; 
A  single  life's  no  burthen :  but  to  draw 
In  vokes  is  chargeable,  and  will  require 
A  iouhle  maintenance.         £brd,  Fanciet  ChaeU  and  Noble* 
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flDTOtlliABITT. 
1^0  two  on  earth  in  all  things  can  agree ; 
All  hare  some  darling  singularity : 
Women  and  men,  as  well  as  girls  and  bojB» 
In  gew-gaws  take  delight,  and  sigh  for  toys. 
Your  sceptres  and  yoor  crowns,  and  snch  like  things, 
Are  bnt  a  better  kind  of  toys  for  kings. 
In  things  indifferent  reason  bids  na  chooBe, 
Whether  the  whim's  a  monkey  or  a  mnse. 

SKATIVG. 
O'er  crackling  ice,  o'er  gulfs  profound, 
With  nimble  glide  the  skaters  play ; 
O'er  treacherous  pleasure's  flowery  ground 
Thus  lightly  skim  and  haste  away.  Dr,  Mntn, 

SKULL. 
Look  on  its  broken  arch,  its  mined  wall. 
Its  chambers  desolate,  its  portals  foul ; 
Yes,  this  was  once  ambition's  airy  hall. 
The  dome  of  thought,  the  palace  of  the  souL 

B^nm,  Ck.  Sar,  s.  6. 
8KT— M»Hue. 

The  blue  sky 
So  cloudless,  dear,  and  purely  beautifkily 
That  Qod  alone  was  to  be  seen  in  hearen.   Byron,  Dreamt  i 
BLLSJUKBr—Me  Detraetien,  Galaamy,  Bamoiir,  Beaadal,  Sosisty. 
Slanderous  reproaches,  and  foul  infamies, 
Leasings,  baokbitings,  and  rain^glorious  crakes. 
Bad  counsels,  praises,  and  false  flatteries ; 
All  those  against  that  fort  did  bend  their  batteries. 

8p&tu&r,  Fairy  Qimmi,  8, 11- 10* 
111  deyise  some  honest  slanders 
To  stain  my  cousin  with  :  One  doth  not  know. 
How  much  an  ill  word  may  empoison  liking.  8h,  3f.  Ado»  m.  1* 

The  jewel,  best  enamelled. 
Will  lose  his  beauty ;  and  though  ^old  "bides  stiU 
That  others  touch,  yet  often  touchmg  will 
Wear  gold ;  and  so  no  man  that  hatha  name. 
But  Msehood  and  oorruption  doth  it  shame.  5A.Cb».jBr.n.l* 

Slander  lires  upon  succession, 
For  ever  hous'd  where  it  once  gets  possession. 

8k.Cam.Mrr.tLhh 

I  am  disgrao'd,  impeaoh'd,  and  baffled  here ; 
Piero'd  to  the  soul  with  slander's  yenom'd  spear. 

Sk.Eiek.n.1'^* 
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SLAHDEB — conHnmL 

We  must  not  stint 
Oar  necessary  actions,  in  the  fear 
To  cope  malicions  censurers ;  whicli  ever. 
As  rayenons  fishes,  do  a  ressel  follow 
That  is  new  tnmm'd.  8k,  Hen.  vm,  i,  2, 

'Tis  slander ; 
Whose  edge  is  sharper  than  the  sword :  whose  tongae 
Ont-yenoms  all  the  worms  of  Nile ;  whose  breath 
Bides  on  the  posting  winds,  and  doth  belie 
AU  comers  or  the  world  :  kings,  queens,  and  states, 
Maids,  matrons,  naj,  the  secrets  of  the  graye 
This  yiperons  slander  enters.  8h,  Cymh,  ni.  4. 

What  haye  I  done,  that  thou  dar'st  wag  thy  tongue 
In  noise  so  rude  against  me  P  8h,  Ham,  iii.  4. 

Slander,- 
Whose  whisper  o'er  the  world's  diameter. 
As  leyel  as  tne  cannon  to  his  blank. 

Transports  his  poison'd  shot.  8h,  Ham.  ly.  1. 

I  will  be  hang'd,  if  some  eternal  yiUain, 
Some  busy  and  insinuating  rogue, 
Some  cogging  cozening  slaye,  to  get  some  office, 
Haye  not  deyis'd  this  slander.  8h,  0th.  ly.  3. 

Slander's  mark  was  eyer  yet  the  fair ; 
The  ornament  of  beauty  is  suspect, 
A  crow  that  flies  m  heayen's  sweetest  air. 
So  thou  be  good,  slander  doth  but  approye. 
Thy  worth  Uie  greater.  8k.  Somei  70. 

All  slander 
Must  stOl  be  strangled  in  its  birth ;  or  time 
WiU  soon  conspire  to  make  it  strong  enough 
To  oyercome  the  truth.  Sir  W.  Davenani, 

The  feeblest  yermin  can  destroy. 
As  sure  as  stoutest  beasts  of  prey  ; 
And  merely  with  their  eyes  and  breath 
Infect,  and  poison  men  to  death.        Butler,  Ode  on  Critiee,  5. 
Malicious  slander  neyer  would  haye  leisure 
To  search,  with  prying  eyes,  for  faults  abroad. 
If  all,  like  me,  consider  a  their  own  hearts, 
And  wept  the  sorrows  which  they  found  at  home. 

Eowe,  Jane  8hore. 
It  is  a  busy,  talking  world. 
That,  with  licentious  breath,  blows  like  the  wind, 
As  freely  on  the  pahuse  as  the  cottage.    Bowe^  Fair  Penitent. 
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BLAKLRh— gowtfiwtfdL 
The  world  with  calumny  abomidfl, 
The  whitest  yirtae  slander  wounds  ; 
There  are  whose  joy  is,  night  and  day. 
To  talk  a  character  away : 
Ea^er  ttom  rout  to  rout  they  haste, 
To  blast  the  generous  and  the  chaste, 
And  hunting  reputations  down, 
Ftoclaim  their  triumphs  through  the  town.  P^' 

Nor  do  they  trust  their  tongues  alone, 

But  speak  a  language  of  their  own ; 

Can  read  a  nod,  a  snrug,  a  look. 

Far  better  than  a  printed  book ; 

Conyejr  a  libel  in  a  frown. 

And  wink  a  ref>utation  down ; 

Or,  hj  the  tossing  of  a  fan. 

Describe  the  lady  and  the  man.  8w^,  Journal  qfModn.  Ladi/- 

The  whisper'd  tale, 
That,  like  the  fabline  Nile,  no  fountain  knows  ; 
Fair-faced  deceit,  wnose  wily  conscious  eye 
Ne'er  looks  direct ;  the  tongue  that  licks  the  dust, 
But,  when  it  safely  dares,  as  prompt  to  sting. 

Tkomson,Liherti/,*' 
Quick-circulating  slanders  mirth  afford : 
And  reputation  bleeds  in  erery  word.  Churehill,  Apology*  *'• 
He  rams  his  quill  with  scandal  and  with  scoff ; 
But  'tis  so  very  foul,  it  won't  go  off.      Youtiff,  BpiH.  to  F^' 

The  man  that  dares  traduce,  because  he  can 

With  safety  to  himself,  is  not  a  man : 

An  individual  is  a  sacred  mark,  . 

Not  to  be  pierc'd  in  play  or  in  the  dark.  Cowper^  Eipo*-  «-" 

Does  not  the  law  of  Hearen  say  blood  for  blood  ? 

And  he  who  taints  kills  more  than  he  who  sheds  it. 

Byron,  JDoge  qf  Venice^  H-  !• 
Skilled  by  a  touch  to  deepen  scandals  tints, 
With  all  the  kind  mendacity  of  hints, 
Wh3e  mingling  truth  with  talsehood,  sneers  with  smileSi 
A  thread  oi  candour  with  a  web  of  wiles  ; 
A  plain  blunt  show  of  briefly-spoken  seeming. 
To  hide  her  bloodless  heart's  soul-harden'd  scheming ; 
A  lip  of  lies,  a  fkoe  formed  to  conceal ; 
And,  without  feeling,  mock  at  all  who  feel : 
With  a  vile  mask  the  Gorgon  would  disown, 
A  cheek  of  parchment,  ana  an  eye  of  stone. 

Bipron^  Shetokfiom  Private  W*- 
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8LA]n>XR — continued. 
The  world,  as  usual,  wickedly  inclin*d 
To  see  a  kingdom  or  a  house  o'ertuni'd, 
Whisper'd  he  had  a  mistress,  some  said  two, 
But  for  domestic  quarrels  one  will  do.  Byron,  D.  JI  i.  19. 

'Twas  slander  filled  her  mouth  with  lying  words, — 
Slander,  the  foidest  whelp  of  sin.      JPollock,  Course  of  Time. 

Mark  how  the  scorpion  falsehood. 

Coils  round  its  own  perplexity,  and  fixes 

Its  sting  in  its  own  nead.  Coleridge. 

'Tis  false  !  'tis  basely  false  ! 
What  wretch  could  drop  from  his  en^enom'd  tongue 
A  tale  so  damn'd  P    It  chokes  my  breath. 

Joanna  BaiUie,  De  Montfort,  iv.  2. 
SLAyXBT--«M  Freedom 
Thou  art  a  slave,  whom  fortune's  tender  arm 
With  favour  never  clasp'd :  but  bred  a  dog.  Sh.  Timon,  iv.  3. 

Jove  fix'd  it  certain,  that  whatever  day 

Makes  man  a  slave,  takes  half  his  worth  away.  Bojfe. 

Hl-fisited  race  !  the  softening  arts  of  peace, 

Whatever  the  humanizing  muses  teach ; 

The  godlike  wisdom  of  the  tempered  breast ; 

Progressive  truth,  the  patient  force  of  thought ; 

Investigation  calm,  whose  silent  powers 

Command  the  world ;  the  light  tnat  leads  to  heaven  ; 

!Kind  equal  rule,  the  government  of  laws, 

And  all-protecting  freedom,  which  alone 

Sustain  the  name  and  dignity  of  man : 

These  are  not  theirs.  Tkonuon,  Summert  87 

What  pale  distress  afflicts  those  wretched  isles ! 
There  hope  ne'er  dawns,  and  pleasure  never  smiles. 
The  vassal  wretch  obsequious  drags  his  chain. 
And  hears  his  famish'd  babes  lament  in  vain. 

Falconer^  Shipwreck^  i.  80. 
He  finds  his  fellow  guilty  of  a  skin 
Wot  colour'd  like  his  own,  and  having  pow'r 
T*  enforce  the  wrong,  for  such  a  worthy  cause 
Dooms  and  devotes  him  as  his  lawful  prey.  CowpeTfTask^  ii.lS. 

I  would  not  have  a  slave  to  till  my  ground. 

To  carry  me,  to  fan  me  while  I  sleep, 

And  tremble  when  I  wake,  for  all  the  wealth 

That  sinews  bought  and  sold  have  eveream'd.  lb.  Taek,n.2Q. 
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570  8LAYXBY — 8LXXP. 

Slares  cannot  breaihe  in  England ;  if  their  lungs 

Keceire  our  air,  that  moment  they  are  free : 

They  touch  our  country  and  their  shackles  falL  Ib,Task^ n.  40. 

Hark  I  heard  ye  not  that  piercing  cry, 

Which  shook  the  wares  and  rent  the  sky  ? 

E'en  now,  e'en  now,  on  yonder  western  shores. 

Weeps  pale  despair,  and  writhing  anguish  roars  ; 

E'en  now,  in  Airic's  groves,  with  hideous  yell. 

Fierce  slavery  stalks,  and  sHps  the  dogs  of  hell.  Dr.Darwin* 

The  hearts  within  thy  vallevs  bred. 

The  fiery  souls  that  might  nave  led 

Thy  sons  to  deeds  sublime, 

I^ow  crawl  from  cradle  to  the  grave, 

Slaves — ^nay  the  bondsmen  of  a  slave, 

And  callous,  save  to  crime.  Byrof^  Qiaour. 

A  crowd  of  shivering  slaves  of  every  nation. 

And  age,  and  sex,  were  in  the  market  rang'd  ; 

Each  bevy  with  the  merchant  in  his  station  : 

Poor  creatures  I  their  good  looks  were  sadl^  chang*d : 

All  save  the  blacks  seem'd  jaded  with  vexation, 

From  friends,  and  home,  and  freedom  far  estrang*d. 

The  negroes  more  philosophy  displayed, — 

Used  to  it,  no  doubt,  as  eels  are  to  be  flay 'd.  Bjfron^  DJ',  t.  7. 
Easier  were  it 

To  horl  the  rooted  mountain  from  its  base. 

Than  force  the  yoke  of  slavery  upon  men 

Determin'd  to  be  free.  Soutley. 

BLAVS-TBADE. 

What  wish  can  prosper,  or  what  prayer. 

For  merchants  rich  in  cargoes  of  despair. 

Who  drives  a  loathsome  trafSc,  gauge  and  span 

And  buy  the  muscles  and  the  bones  of  man  r 

Q?he  tender  ties  of  father,  husband,  friend. 

All  bonds  of  nature  in  that  moment  end. 

And  each  endures,  while  yet  he  draws  his  breath. 

A  stroke  as  fatal  as  the  scythe  of  death.  Cowper^ChariUf^X^. 
8UESP— M0  Care,  Dreams. 

Come  sleep,  O  sleep !  the  aertain  knot  of  peace. 

The  baiting-place  of  wit,  the  balm  of  woe  ; 

The  poor  man's  wealth,  the  prisoner's  release. 

The  impartial  judge  between  the  high  and  low.  Sir  P.Sidney. 

As  fast  lock'd  up  in  sleep,  as  guiltless  labour. 

When  it  lies  starkly  in  the  traveller's  hones.Sh.M./br  M.ir.2. 
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BLEEP— «Mi<mii«l. 
Sleep,  that  sometimes  slints  np  sorrow's  eye.  8h.Mid,N.m,2. 
Sleep,  that  knits  up  the  ravell'd  sleare  of  care. 
The  aeath  of  each  day's  life,  sore  labour's  batli, 
Bahn  of  hart  minds,  great  nature's  second  coarse, 
Chief  noorisher  in  life's  feast.  Sh.  Maeh,  n.  2. 

Infected  minds 
To  their  deaf  pillows  will  discharge  their  secrets. 5A.lfac5.y.l. 

O  sleepy  O  gentle  sleep, 
Nature's  soft  nurse,  how  have  I  frighted  thee. 
That  thou  no  more  will  weigh  my  eyelids  down, 
And  steep  my  senses  in  forgetfulness  P    Sh.  Sen.  ir.  2,  iii.  1. 

Weariness 
Can  snore  upon  the  flint,  when  restiye  sloth 
Finds  the  down  piUow  hard.  8h.  Cymb.  in.  6. 

Sleep  dwell  upon  thine  eyes,  peace  in  thy  breast ! 
Would  I  were  sleep  and  peace,  so  sweet  to  rest  Sk.Bom.u.2, 

There  are  a  kind  of  men  so  loose  of  soul, 

That  in  their  sleep  will  mutter  their  affairs.      8h,  0th*  ni.  3. 

Sleep  seldom  yidts  sorrow ;  when  it  doth, 

It  is  a  comforter.  8h,  Temjp.  n.  1. 

How  happy  is  tJiat  balm  to  wretches,  sleep  I 

No  cares  perplex  them  for  their  future  state. 

And  fear  of  death  thus  dies  in  senseless  sleep  ; 

Unruly  love  is  this  way  lull'd  to  rest ; 

And  injur'd  honour,  when  redress  is  lost. 

Is  no  way  saly'd  but  this.  Beaumont  ^  Meteher^Q^qf  Corinth. 

Sleep  and  death,  two  twins  of  winged  race. 

Of  matchless  swiftness,  but  of  silent  pace.  Pope^  II.  xyi.831. 

Is  there  aught  in  sleep  can  charm  the  wise  P 

To  lie  in  dead  obliyicm,  losing  half 

The  fleeting  moments  of  too  short  a  life  ; 

Total  extinction  of  th'  enlighten'd  soul. 

Who  would  in  such  a  gloomy  state  remain 

Longer  than  nature  crayes  P  Themeon,  Summer,  71. 

Tir'd  nature's  sweet  restorer,  balmy  sleep  I 
He,  like  the  world,  his  ready  visits  pays 
Wliere  fortune  smiles-^the  wretohea  he  forsakes. 

Young,  N.  T.  1. 1. 
Kind  sleep  affords 
The  only  boon  the  wretched  mind  can  feel ; 
A  momentary  respite  from  despaiTt  Murphy,  Alzuma. 
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SLEEP — contimied, 
O  maffic  sleep !    O  comfortable  bird 
That  Droodest  o'er  the  troubled  sea  of  mind 
Till  it  is  hush'd  and  smooth !  Keuls,  Eniifmon. 

Sleep  hath  its  own  world, 
A  bonndary  between  the  things  misnamed 
Death  and  existence  :  Sleep  lutth  its  own  world. 
And  a  wide  reahn  of  wild  reality.  Byron,  Dream  x. 

Strange  state  of  being !  (for  't  is  still  to  be) 
Senseless  to  feel,  and  with  seal'd  eyes  to  see.  lb.  D.  /*  i^*  ^' 

Sleep  the  sleep  that  knows  not  breaking, 
Mom  of  toil,  nor  night  of  waking.  Scott,  Lady  ofLak6ti-il' 
Thou  hast  been  called,  O  sleep  I  the  friend  of  woe ; 
But  'tis  the  happy  that  hare  called  the  so. 

Southey,  Curse  of  Kehama,  it. 
What  means  this  heayiness  that  hangs  npon  me. 
This  lethargy  that  creeps  through  all  my  senses  P 
I^ature  oppress'd,  and  harass'd  out  with  care. 
Sinks  down  to  rest ; — this  once  111  farour  her. 
That  my  awaken'd  soul  may  take  her  flight, 
£«new'd  in  all  her  strength,  and  fresh  with  life. 
An  offering  fit  for  heayen.  Addison,  Cato,f»  1* 

O  ye  mortal  powers  that  guard  the  just, 
Watch  round  his  couch,  and  soften  nis  repose, 
Banish  his  sorrows,  and  becalm  his  soul 
With  easy  dreams  ;  remember  all  his  virtues. 
And  show  mankind  that  goodness  is  your  care.  lb.  CatOt  v.  !• 
Beauties,  when  disposed  to  sleep, 
Should  from  the  eye  of  keen  inspector  keep  : 
The  lovely  nymph  who  would  her  swain  surprise, 
May  close  her  mouth,  but  not  conceal  her  eyes ; 
Sleep  from  the  fairest  face  some  beauty  takes. 
And  all  the  homely  features  homelier  makes. 

Crabbe,  Sdward  Skore- 

Oh,  sleep,  sweet  sleep ! 
Whatever  form  thou  takest,  thou  art  fair. 
Holding  unto  our  lips  thy  goblet  fiU'd 
Out  of  obKvion's  well,  a  nealing  draught !  Longfl^ 

Of  all  the  thoughts  of  G-od  that  are 

Borne  inward  unto  souls  afar. 

Along  the  Psalmist's  music  deep  ; 

iNow  tell  me  if  that  any  is. 

For  gift  or  grace,  surpassing  this — 

"  He  giveth  His  beloved  sleep/'  Miss  Barrett,  {M 
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SLOXE— Mt  Ul&nma. 

See  the  issue  of  your  sloth : 
Of  sloth  comes  pleasure,  of  pleasure  comes  riot. 
Of  riot  comes  disease,  of  disease  comes  spending, 
Of  spending  comes  want,  of  want  comes  theft. 
And  of  then  comes  hanging.  Chapman,  Eastward  Hoe. 

Heayens !  can  you  then  thus  waste,  in  shameful  wise. 
Your  few  important  days  of  trial  here  F 
Heirs  of  eternity !  ybom  to  rise 
Through  endless  states  of  being,  still  more  near 
To  bliss  approaching  and  perfection  clear ; 
Can  you  renounce  a  fortune  so  sublime, 
Such  glorious  hopes,  your  backward  steps  to  steer. 
And  roll,  with  yilest  brutes,  through  mud  and  slime  P 
No !  no !     Your  heaven-touch'd  hearts  disdain  the  sordid 
crime  I  Tkonuon,  Castle  of  Indolence,  ii.  61. 

Sloth  Tiews  the  towers  of  fame  with  envious  eyes, 
Desirous  still,  but  impotent  to  rise. 

Shenstone,  Moral  Pieces,  436. 

iLireeABD. 

'Tis  the  Yoice  of  the  sluggard ;  I  heard  him  complain, 

"  You  haye  waked  me  too  soon,  I  must  slumber  again. 

Watts,  The  Sluggard. 
nCALL-POX. 

That  dire  disease,  whose  ruthless  power 

Withers  the  beauty's  transient  flower* 

Goldsmith,  Double  TranrformcUion,  75. 
8MATIBBSR8— iM  Ignmraaoe. 

Men's  talents  grow  more  bold  and  confident. 

The  farther  they're  beyond  their  just  extent. 

As  smatterers  prove  more  arrogant  and  pert. 

The  less  they  truly  understand  an  art ; 

And,  when  uieyVe  least  capacity  to  doubt. 

Are  wont  t'  appear  most  perempt'ry  and  stout.  Butler,  Sat*  2. 

All  smatterers  are  more  brisk  and  pert, 

Than  those  that  understand  an  art ; 

Ai  little  sparkles  shine  more  bright 

Than  glowing  coab,  that  give  them  light.  IhM.ThoughtiM^, . 

WrUTiT.TTIQ. 
A  very  ancient  and  fish-like  smell.  8h.  Temp.  ii.  2. 

The  rankest  compound  of  yillanous  smell,  that 

£yer  offended  nostril.  Sk,  Mer.  W.  in.  5. 
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Wliat  rererenoe  he  did  throw  away  on  sbres. 

Wooing  poor  craftsmen  with  the  craft  of  smiles.  8L  Rie.  n.i-^ 

A  man  may  smile,  and  smile,  and  be  a  yillain.  8h,  Mam,  i.  t. 

Smiles,  not  allow'd  to  beasts,  from  reason  moTe, 

And  are  the  pririlege  of  homan  lore.        Dryden^  8UUe  qfJn. 

Their  smiles  and  censures  are  to  me  the  same, 

I  care  not  what  they  praise  nor  what  they  blame.  lb,  Ptfrsstu,  1. 

Eternal  smiles  his  emptiness  betray. 

As  shallow  streams  ran  dimpling  all  the  way. 

Fope,  Ep,  to  Arbrntlmoij  315. 
As  a  beam  o'er  the  face  of  the  water  may  glow. 
While  the  tide  runs  in  darkness  and  coldness  bdow. 
So  the  cheek  may  be  tin^'d  with  a  warm  snnnjr  smile, 
Tho'  the  cold  heart  to  nun  runs  darkly  the  wmle.   T,  Moore, 
fXITHS. 
The  smith,  a  mighty  man  is  he. 
With  large  and  sinewy  hands  ; 
And  the  muscles  of  his  brawny  arms 
Are  strong  as  iron  bands.      Longfellow^  ViUage  BlaekimUh. 

Bxoxnra— M0  toImooo. 

May  never  lady  press  his  Ups,  his  proffer'd  lore  retoming. 
Who  makes  a  foinaoe  of  his  month,  and  keeps  lus  chimney 

burning ; 
May  each  trae  woman  shun  his  sight,  for  fear  his  fames 

should  choke  her. 
And  none  but  those  who  smoke  themselres  hare  kisses  for  a 

smoker.  Anm, 

A  club  there  is  of  smokers— dare  y;ou  come 
To  that  close,  clouded,  hot,  narcotic  roomP 
When,  midnight  past,  the  yery  candles  seem 
Dying  for  air,  and  giye  a  ghastly  ffleam ; 
When  curling  fumes  in  la^  wreaus  arise. 
And  prosing  topers  rub  their  winking  eyes. 

Orahhe,  Clubs  and  Social  Modingt, 
Learn  to  smoke  alow.    The  other  grace  is. 
To  keep  your  smoke  from  people's  faces.  PumA. 

SITAIL. 

The  snail,  whose  tender  horns  being  hit. 
Shrinks  backward  in  his  shelly  oaye  with  pain, 
And  there,  all  smother'd  up  in  shade,  doth  sit, 
Long  after  fearing  to  creep  forth  again.  8k,  Poem. 
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now. 

A  cheer  for  the  mow— the  drifliiifi;  snow ; 

Smoother  and  purer  than  Beauty  s  brow ; 

The  creature  of  thought  scarce  hkes  to  tread 

On  the  delicate  carpet  so  richly  S]>read. 

With  feathery  wreaths  the  forest  is  bound, 

And  the  hills  are  with  glittering  diadems  crown'd : 

'Tis  the  fairest  scene  we  can  have  below. 

Sing,  welcome,  then,  to  the  drifting  snow  I  JSliza  Cook,  Smow. 

flVOW-DBOP. 

The  snow-drop,  who,  in  habit  white  and  plain, 

Comes  on,  the  herald  of  fair  Mora's  train. 

Churchill,  Gotham,  i.  245. 

BVUTF— «M  ToliaMO. 

After  he'd  administer'd  a  dose 

Of  snuflfmundungus  to  his  nose ; 

And  powder'd  th  inside  of  his  skull 

Instead  of  th'  outward  jobbemol. 

He  shook  it  with  a  scornful  look. 

On  th'  ad^ersaxy,  and  thus  he  spoke :  Butler,  Hud,  3,  li.  1006. 

Come,  kindly  goddess  of  the  Indian  shore ! 
Bni^  here  your  snuff,  and  grime  our  noses  o'er. 
Snun  s  my  delight!  let  other  youths  declare 
Their  minds  to  Uelia  or  to  Chloe  fair ; 
Let  them  in  sportive  glee  lead  down  the  dance. 
And  slyly  steal  the  loye-inspiring  glance  ; 
Beauty  and  all  its  charms  are  foolish  stuff. 
If  you  compare  it  to  a  pinch  of  snuff. 
Hither  ye  Graces  !  listen  to  my  call, 
(Fish-wires  from  Billingsgate  and  Leadenhall.) 
Here  quickly  haste,  and  idl  your  boxes  bring. 
And  let  me  dip  my  ^eedy  nngers  in. 
This  a  treat  is,  this  is  my  nose's  heaven  ; 
This  far  exceeds  old  Hardham's  37.  European  Magazine,  1807. 
SOASnrG— fM  AmUtion. 
Flames  rise  and  sink  by  fits ;  at  last  they  soar 
In  one  bright  flame,  and  then  return  no  more.  D/yden. 

SOuiExx — see  Ball,  Dandng,  8oir^  Hypocrisy. 
Without  good  company,  all  dainties 
Lose  their  true  rehsh,  and,  like  painted  grapes, 
Are  only  seen,  not  tasted.  Maainger. 

Among  unequals  what  society 
Can  gort  P  what  harmony  or  pure  delight.it£i;^oi>,P.X.Tni.383. 
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57G  SOCIETY. 

One  speaks  the  glory  of  the  British  qaeen, 

And  one  describes  a  charming  Indian  screen  ; 

A  third  interprets  motions,  looks,  and  ejes  ; 

At  every  word  a  reputation  dies. 

Snuff,  or  the  fan,  supply  each  pause  of  chat. 

With  singmg,  laughmg,  ogling,  and  all  that.  Pope,  S,L,uiM 

Hearen  forming  each  on  other  to  depend, 

A  master,  or  a  servant,  or  a  friend, 

Bids  each  on  other  for  assistance  call, 

Till  one  man's  weakness  grows  the  strength  of  slL 

jPope,  £.  M.  II.  219. 
Hail,  social  life !  into  thy  pleasing  bounds 
Again  I  come  to  pay  the  common  stock, 
"Nfy  share  of  service,  and,  in  glad  return, 
To  taste  thy  comforts,  thy  protected  joys. 

Thomson,  Agamemnon,  in.  1. 
Unhappy  he !  who  from  the  first  of  joys. 
Society,  cut  off,  is  left  alone 
Amid  this  world  of  death.  T^ofMon,  Summert  939. 

Study  with  care,  politeness,  that  must  teach 

The  modish  forms  of  gesture  and  of  speech.        SUllinsfieei' 

Man  in  society  is  like  a  flower 

Blown  in  its  native  bed.    'Tis  there  alone 

His  faculties  expanded  in  full  bloom 

Shine  out,  there  only  reach  their  proper  use. 

Cowper,  Task,  iv.  659. 
We  loathe  what  none  are  left  to  share — 
E'en  bliss  'twere  woe  alone  to  bear  ; 
The  heart  once  left  thus  desolate 

Must  fly  at  last  for  ease— -to  hate.  Bjfr^,  (Haowr. 

Society  itself,  which  should  create 
£indness,  destroys  what  little  we  had  got : 
To  feel  for  none  is  the  true  social  art 
Of  the  world's  stoics — ^men  without  a  heart.  Byron,  B.J-  v.!!5. 
Society  is  now  one  polished  horde. 
Formed  of  two  mignty  tribes,  the  bores  and  bor'd.. 

Byron,  B.  J.  xin.  95. 
In  men  this  blunder  still  you  find* 

All  think  their  little  set  mankind.  JSTan.  More,  The  Bat  Bleu* 
Though  few  the  days,  the  happy  evenings  few. 
So  warm  with  heart,  so  rich  with  mind  they  flew, 
That  my  full  soul  for;^ot  its  wish  to  roam. 
And  rested  there,  as  in  a  dream  at  home.  2%os,  Moore. 
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80DA  WAIIB. 

Bing  for  jcfor  rtlet — bid  liiin  quickly  bring 

Some  hook  and  soda-water,  then  you'll  know 

A  pleasure  worthy  Xerxes,  the  great  king ; 

For  not  the  blest  sherbet,  sublim'd  with  snow^ 

Nor  the  first  sparkle  of  the  desert-spring, 

Nor  Bnrgnndy  in  all  its  sunset  glow, 

After  long  trayel,  ennni,  lore,  or  slaughter, 

Vie  with  that  draught  of  hock  and  soda-water. 

ByroHj  D.  J.  n.  180. 
80IBIZ. 

There  stands  ike  noble  hostess,  nor  shall  sink 

With  the  three  thousandth  curtsy :  there  the  waits. 

The  only  dance  which  teaches  gins  to  think. 

Makes  one  in  lore  e'en  with  its  yery  faults.^ 

Saloon,  room,  hall,  o'erfiow  beyond  their  brink. 

And  long  the  latest  of  arriyals  halts, 

'Midst  royal  dukes  and  dames  condemn'd  to  climb, 

And  gain  an  inch  of  staircase  at  a  time, 

Thrice  happy  he,  who,  after  a  survey 

Of  the  good  company,  can  win  a  comer, 

A  door  that's  in,  or  boudoir  out  of  the  way, 

Where  he  may  fix  himself,  like  small  '  Jack  Homer,' 

And  let  the  Babd  round  run  as  it  may. 

And  look  on  as  a  mourner,  or  a  scomer, 

Or  an  approver,  or  a  mere  spectator. 

Yawning  a  little  as  the  night  grows  later.  J9yf*on,2>.  J.  xi.  68. 

8OLA0E— «M  Besignatlon. 
Consider  man  in  eyery  sphere, 
Then  tell  me  is  your  lot  severe 
'1^  murmur,  discontent,  distrust. 
That  makes  you  wretched :  God  is  just ; 
We're  bom  a  restless,  needy  crew ; 
Show  me  a  happier  man  than  you.        Gay,  ^itbU  16,  part  2. 

80LDIEB8-M#  KUtia,  Siile  Corps. 

A  soldier ; 
Full  of  strange  oaths,  and  bearded  like  the  pard, 
Jealous  in  honour,  sudden  and  quick  in  quarrel, 
Seeking  the  bubble  reputation* 
Sven  in  tiie  cannon's  mouth.  Sh,  As  Y,  T**  n.  7. 

Tis  much  he  dares ;  * 

And,  to  that  dauntless  temper  of  his  mind, 
He  hath  a  wisdom  that  dotn  guide  his  valour. 
To  act  in  safety.  8k.  MaA,  m.  1. 

2  P 
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You  My,  joxL  are  a  better  soldier : 

Let  it  appear  so :  make  your  yaaxitiiig  true, 

And  it  imall  please  me  well.  SfJL  JmL  O.  it.  3. 

Little  of  this  g[reat  world  can  I  speak, 
More  than  pertains  to  feats  of  broil  and  battle  ; 
And  therefore  little  shall  1  grace  my  o«i8e» 
In  spealdng  for  myself.  8k,  Oik»  i.  S 

He  is  a  soldier,  fit  to  stand  by  CmtaXp 

And  give  direction.  Sk,  Otf.  n.  3. 

'Tis  the  soldiers'  life. 
To  hare  their  balmy  slumbers  wak'd  with  strife.       J^.  u.  3. 
To  me  the  cries  of  fighting  fields  are  charmf  : 
Keen  be  my  sabre,  and  ofproof  my  arms  ; 
I  ask  no  otner  blessing  of  my  stars : 
No  prise  but  fame,  no  mistress  but  the  wars. 

Dost  thou  know  the  fitte  of  soldiers  P 

They're  but  ambition's  tools,  to  out  a  way 

To  her  unlawful  ends ;  and  when  they're  worn, 

Hack'd,  hewn  with  constant  seirice,  thrown  aside 

To  rust  in  peace,  and  rot  iahoa^italB,8(nUkernetLqjfalJBroiktn> 

Such  is  the  country  maiden's  fright. 

When  first  a  red- coat  is  ia  sight ; 

Behind  the  door  she  hides  her  face ; 

Next  time  at  distance  eyes  the  lace  j 

She  now  can  all  his  terrors  stand,  i 

Nor  from  his  squeeze  withdraws  her  hand. 

G^oy,  Jb5^13,pflrtL 
The  broken  soldier,  kindly  bade  to  stay,  | 

Sat  by  his  fire,  and  talk'd  the  night  away ; 

Wept  o'er  his  wounds,  or  tales  of  sorrow  done,  I 

Shoulder'd  his  crutch,  and  shew'd  how  fields  were  won.  I 

Qoldsmith^  DumrUd  VUla^e,  156. 
'Tis  uniyersal  soldiership  has  stabb'd  I 

The  heart  of  merit  ia  the  meaner  class.  Clipper,  Tcuk,  XT.  617*  | 

To  swear,  to  game,  to  drink,  to  show  at  home 
"B^  lewdness,  idleness,  and  sabbath-breach. 
The  great  proficiency^  he  made  abroad, 
T  astonish  and  to  griere  his  gazing  friends, 
To  break  some  maiden's  and  his  mother's  heart. 
To  be  a  pest  where  he  was  useful  once. 
Are  hi«  sole  aim,  and  all  his  glozy  now.         Jb.Taih,Ty.66^ 
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•0LDIBB8— «wi<mncm7. 
A  mere  soldieri  a  mere  tool,  a  kind 
Of  hnman  Bword  in  a  friend's  hand.         Byron,  Sardan,  T.  1. 

There  were  foreigners  of  much  renown^ 
Of  Tarions  nations,  and  all  Tolnnteers  ; 
Not  fighting  for  their  coontry  or  its  crown» 
Bat  wishing  to  be  one  day  Brigadiers  : 
Also  to  have  the  sacking  of  a  town ; 
A  pleasant  thing  to  young  men  at  tiieir  years. 
'Mongst  them  were  seyeial  Englishmen  of  pitli, 
Sixteen  call'd  Thomson,  and  nmeteen  nam^  Smith. 

JBuron,  D.  J.  vn  18. 
Soldiers  in  arms !    Defenders  of  onr  sou ! 
Who  from  destraction  save  ns  ;  who  from  spoil 
Protect  the  sons  of  peace,  who  traffic  or  who  toil ; 
Would  I  could  duly  praise  you,  that  each  deed 
Your  foes  might  honour,  and  your  friends  might  read. 

Crabbe,  Law,  6. 
How  beautiful  in  death 
The  warrior's  corse  iropears, 
iEmbalm'd  bj  fond  affection's  breathy 
And  bath'd  m  woman's  tears  I  James  Montgomery, 

GKve  me  the  death  of  those 

Who  for  their  country  die ; 

And  oh  I  be  mine  like  their  repose, 

When  cold  and  low  they  lie  t  Jamee  Montgomery. 

'Mid  the  din  of  arms,  where  the  dust  and  smoke 

In  clouds  are  curling  o'er  thee, 

Be  firm  tUl  the  enemy's  ranks  are  broke, 

And  they  fiidl,  or  flee  before  thee  I  MUi  Gould,  (Am.) 

Each  soldier's  name 
Shall  shine  untamish'd  on  the  rolls  of  fame. 
And  stand  tli'  example  of  each  distant  age, 
And  add  new  lustre  to  th'  historic  page. 

J)avid  Mumphrey9.(Am.) 

He  was  not  taken  well ;  he  had  not  din'd : 
The  Teins  unfill'd,  our  blood  is  cold,  and  then 
We  pout  upon  the  morning,  are  unapt 
To  give  or  to  forgive  ;  but  when  we've  stuffed 
These  pipes,  and  these  conveyances  of  our  blood, 
With  wine  and  feeding,  we  have  suppler  souls 
Than  in  our  priest-like  Huts.  8h.  CorioL  y.  1. 

2  P  2 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


580  flOLITUBE. 

iOLITinDS— «M  BttlraMat  Estreat,  BodetJ. 
Solitude  Bometimee  is  best  societj. 
And  short  retirement  urges  sweet  return.  MiUon,  P.Zaj,41iB, 

Wisdom's  self 
Oft  seek  to  sweet  retired  solitude  ; 
Where,  with  her  best  nurse,  eontemplationt 
She  plumes  her  feathers,  and  lets  grow  her  wings, 
That  in  the  yarious  bustle  of  resort 
Were  all  too  ruffled,  and  sometimes  impair'd. 

Milton,  Comut,  376. 
The  silent  heart  which  grief  assails. 
Treads  soft  and  lonesome  o'er  the  vales. 
Sees  daisies  open,  rivers  run. 
And  seeks  (as  I  hare  vainly  done) 
Amusing  thought ;  but  learns  to  know 
That  sofitude's  the  nurse  of  woe.  Famell,  Bym*  io  OmM^ 

Bear  me,  some  God  I  oh,  quickly  bear  me  hence 
To  wholesome  solitude,  the  nurse  of  sense  ; 
Where  contemplation  prunes  her  ruffled  wings. 
And  the  free  soul  looks  down  to  pity  kings. 

Pope,  Sat,  qfjDr,  Donne  vertified,  it.  Iw- 

Thus  let  me  live,  unseen,  unknown, 

Thus  unlamented  let  me  die ; 

Steal  from  the  world,  and  not  a  stone  , 

Tell  where  1  Ue.  Pops,  Ode  <m  SolU^ 

O  !  lost  to  virtue,  lost  to  manly  thought, 

Lost  to  the  noble  sallies  of  the  soul  1 

Who  think  it  solitude  to  be  alone.  Young,  N.  T.  ui'  6* 

The  man  how  bless'd,  who  sick  of  gaudy  scenes, 

i Scenes  apt  to  thrust  between  us  and  ourselves), 
a  led  by  choice  to  take  his  fav'rite  walk 
Beneath  death's  ^loomv,  silent,  cypress  shades, 
Unpierc'd  by  vanity's  fantastic  ray ; 
To  read  his  monuments,  to  weigh  his  dust. 
Visit  his  vaults,  and  dwell  among  the  tombs.  Tounff,N,T.^^' 

Bemote,  unfriended,  melancholy,  Blow.OoldtmHhfTravelUr,l 

O  for  a  lodge  in  some  vast  wilderness. 

Some  boundless  contiguitjr  of  shade. 

Where  rumour  of  oppression  and  deceit, 

Of  insuccessful  or  successful  war,  . 

Might  never  reach  me  more.  Cowper,  Tukt  ^  ^' 
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BOUTUDX— MM^KmiMf. 

For  Bolitade,  howerer  Bome  may  rare, 
Seeminff  a  sanctnarj,  proves  a  graFe— 
A  sepukhre  in  which  the  liying  lie. 
Where  all  good  qualities  grow  sick  and  die. 
Ipraise  the  Frenchman,  his  remark  was  shrewd- 
How  sweet,  how  passing  sweet,  is  solitude  I 
But  grant  me  still  a  Mend  in  my  retreat, 
Whom  I  may  whisper.  Solitude  is  sweet.     Cawper,  Set*  736. 

The  man  to  solitude  accustom'd  long, 
Perceives  in  everything  that  lives  a  tongue ; 
19'ot  animals  alone,  but  shrubs  and  trees 
Have  speech  for  him,  and  understood  with  ease» 
After  long  drought  when  rains  abundant  fall. 
He  hears  the  herbs  and  flowers  rejoicing  all. 

Cowpetf  NeedUts  Alarm* 

Oh  solitude  I  where  are  thy  charms 

That  saff es  have  seen  in  thy  face  P 

Better  dwell  in  the  midst  of  alarms, 

Than  reign  in  this  horrible  place.        Cowper,  Alex.  Selkirk,  z. 

And  here  no  more  shall  himian  voice 

Be  heard  to  rage— regret — ^rejoice— 

The  last  sad  note  that  swell'd  the  gale 

Was  woman's  wildest  funeral  waiL  Byron,  CHaour. 

To  sit  on  rocks,  to  muse  o'er  flood  and  fell, 
To  slowlv  trace  the  forest's  shadv  scene, 
Where  tnings  that  own  not  man  s  dominion  dwell. 
And  mortal  foot  haUi  ne'er,  or  rarely  been ; 
To  climb  the  trackless  mountain  all  unseen  ; 
With  the  wild  flock  that  never  needs  a  fold : 
Alone  o'er  steeps  and  foaming  falls  to  lean ; 
This  is  not  solitude ;  'tis  but  to  hold 
Converse  with  nature's  charms,  and  view  hen  stores  unroll'd. 

B^fon,  Ck.  H.  II.  26. 

But  midst  the  crowd,  the  hum,  the  shock  of  men. 

To  hear,  to  see,  to  feel,  and  to  possess. 

And  roam  along,  the  world's  tired  denizen, 

With  none  who  bless  us,  none  whom  we  can  bless : 

Minions  of  s]^lendour  shrinkinji^  from  distress  I 

None  that,  with  kindred  consciousness  endued, 

If  we  were  not,  would  seem  to  smile  the  less. 

Of  all  that  flatter'd,  foUow'd,  sought  and  sued ; 

This  is  to  be  alone;  this,  this  is  soUtudel^yroii,  Ch,  ff.  ii.  20. 
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An  not  tha  momitiiiif^  wavei,  tmd  ikief,  apvi 

Of  me  and  of  Bij  MMd,  as  I  ^  tlwm  ? 

la  not  the  lore  of  these  deep  in  mj  heat 

With  a  pore  pasaion  P  ahovld  I  not  contemn 

AH  objects,  if  eompaied  with  these  ?  and  stem 

A  tide  of  soiTenng,  lather  than  forego 

Sach  feelings  for  the  hard  and  woridlj  phlegm 

Of  those  whose  ejes  aie  on! j  tnin'd  oefow. 

Gazing  upon  the  ground,  with  thoogiLts  which  dsie  d<H  gio^. 

If  horn  wocMjwe  learn  to  fire, 

Tis  solitude  ukoidd  teach  ns  how  to  die ; 

It  hath  no  flatterers ;  yani^  can  gire 

Kohoflowsid;  slone,  man  with  his  GrodnmststrirB,!^-^''^ 

Oh!  that  the  desert  were  my  dweHing-plaoe, 

With  one  fair  spirit  for  m  j  minister. 

That  I  might  aU  forget  the  haman  race,  ^ 

And,  hating  no  one,  lore bvt  only  hsr !  Byrom,  Ck.  S* !▼•  ^**' 

There  is  a  pleasnre  in  the  pathless  wood% 
There  is  a  rapture  on  the  lonely  shore. 
There  is  society  where  none  intrudes, 
Bt  the  deep  sea,  and  music  in  its  roar ; 
I  lore  not  man  tiie  less,  but  nature  more, 
From  these  our  interviews,  in  which  I  steal 
F^m  all  I  may  be,  or  hare  been  before. 
To  min^e  with  the  uniyerse,  and  feel 
What  X  can  ne'er  express,  yet  cannot  sll  conceal  .^ 

iJ.Ci.jr.  IT.  iw. 

Perhaps  there's  nothing— Fll  not  say  appals. 

But  saddens,  more  by  night  as  well  as  day. 

Than  an  enormous  room  without  a  soul  ^ 

To  break  the  lifeless  splendour  of  the  whole.  lb.  D.  /•  t.  ^* 

To  yiew  alone 
The  fairest  scenes  of  land  and  deep. 
With  none  to  listen  and  reply 
To  thoughts  with  which  my  heart  beat  high 
Were  irksome— for  whate'er  my  mood. 
In  sooth  I  loye  not  solitude.      Byron,  Brith  igfAhydai,  !•  * 
No  eye  to  watch,  and  no  tongue  to  wound  us» 
All  earth  forgot,  and  aJl  heayen  around  us. 

Moore,  Come  Cer  He  Sit- 

No,  'tis  not  here  that  solitude  is  known. 
Through  the  wide  world  he  only  is  alone 
Who  liyes  not  for  another.  Eogere,  Suman  Hr- 
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SOLITVDX— €l0M<lfiMMd 

Why  should  we  faint  and  fear  to  lire  alone. 
Since  all  alone,  so  Heaven  has  will'd,  we  die, 
Nor  even  the  tenderest  heart,  and  next  our  own, 
Xjlows  half  the  reasons  why  we  smile  and  sigh. 

Xebh,  CkrUtian  Year,  24dh  Sunday  ofUr  Trin. 

Cease,  triflers ;  would  yon  have  me  feel  remorse 

Leaye  me  alone— nor  cell,  nor  chain,  nor  dungeons, 

Speak  to  the  murderer  like  the  voice  of  solitude. 

^^^  Maturing  Bertram, 

lonner. 

If  when  I  look  on  thee  and  hear  thy  voice. 

In  a  low  whisper'd  melody,  alone  ; 

When  it  is  hreathing  in  its  softest  tone, 

All  the  deep  feelings  of  my  heart  rejoice ; 

Oh  I  what  were  it  to  sit  beside  thee  long. 

And  eazeon  thy  bright  looks  and  Ihy  dark  eyes. 

And  near  thy  tender  words  and  thv  sweet  song. 

As  sweet  as  if  it  floated  from  the  sides  I 

O !  what  were  it  to  know  that  thou  art  mine, 

Indissolubly  mine  I  that  thou  wilt  be 

For  ever  as  an  angel  unto  me, 

Whether  the  day  he  dark  or  future  shine, 

Giving  me,  in  the  bliss  of  loving  thee, 

A  portion  of  the  bliss  they  call  divine  !  MS, 

I0V8— M«  Pather,  PaxMits, 
O  wonderful  son,  that  can  so  astonish 
A  mother  1  Sh.  Sam,  in.  2. 

Few  sons  attain  the  praise 
Of  their  great  sires,  and  most  their  sires  disgrace. 

Pope,  Odyssey,  n.  316. 
We  think  our  fathers  fools,  so  wise  we  grow ; 
Our  wiser  sons,  no  doubt,  will  think  us  so.  Pope,  E,  C.  488. 

80PHI8TST— M«  Philosophy. 
Dogmatic  jargon  learnt  by  heart, 
Trite  sentences,  hard  terms  of  art. 
To  vulgar  ears  seems  so  profound. 

They  mncy  learning  in  the  sound.        Qay,  Fable  14,  part  2. 
As  creeping  ivy  clings  to  wood  or  stone^ 
And  hides  the  ruin  uiat  it  feeds  upon. 
So  sophistry  cleaves  close  to  and  protects 
Sin's  rotten  trunk,  concealing  its  defects. 

Coteper,  Progress  qf  Error,  286. 
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•OBBOW-  m  Oriti;  IHftNM,  KMhlAf;  Mldbctmw,  ] 
Qire  gorrow  words :  the  grief  that  does  not  speak. 
Whispers  the  o'erfraught  hearty  and  bids  it  break. 

Sh.  Macb.  IT.  3. 
Here  I  and  sorrow  sit : 
Here  is  my  throne,  bid  kings  come  bow  to  it.  8k.  K^Jokn,  ni.JU 

Sorrow  breaks  seasons  and  reoosinglioiirs. 
Makes  the  night  morning,  ana  the  noon*tide  night. 

8h.  Bie.  nz.  i.  4. 
Sorrow  concealed,  like  an  oren  stopp'd. 
Doth  bom  the  heart  to  cinders.  Sk,  TiU  And,  n.  5. 

One  sorrow  nerer  comes,  but  brings  an  heir, 

That  maj  succeed  as  his  inheritor.  Sh.  Perie,  i.  4. 

One  fire  bums  out  another's  burning ; 

One  pain  is  lessen'd  by  another's  anguish ; 

Turn  giddj,  and  be  help'd  by  backward  turning ; 

One  desp'rate  grief  cures  with  another's  languish : 

Take  thou  some  new  infection  to  the  eye. 

And  the  rank  poison  of  the  old  will  die.  8h.  Bom»  i.  2. 

I  haye  that  within  which  passeth  show ; 

These,  but  the  trappings  and  the  suits  of  woe.  Sk,  Ham.  i.  2. 

When  sorrows  come,  they  come  not  single  spies. 

But  in  battalions.  Sh,  Ham.  it.  5. 

One  woe  doth  tread  upon  another's  heel, 

8o  fast  they  follow.  8k.  Ham,  it.  7. 

He  bears  the  sentence  well,  that  nothing  bears 

But  the  free  comfort  which  from  thence  ne  hears ; 

But  he  bears  both  the  sentence  and  the  sorrow. 

That,  to  pay  grief,  must  of  poor  patience  borrow.  Sk.  (Hk.  i.  3. 

Past  sorrows,  let  us  mod'rately  lament  them. 
For  those  to  come,  seek  wisely  topreyent  them. 

WeUter,  Duckets  if  Ma!Jjf. 
Alas  I  I  haye  no  words  to  tell  my  grief ; 
To  Tent  my  sorrow  would  be  some  relief; 
laght  sufferings  giTe  us  leisure  to  complain  ; 
We  groan,  but  cannot  speak,  in  greater  pain. 

jjrydeut  J^alamon  a$td  AiriU» 
The  path  of  sorrow,  and  that  path  alone, 
Leads  to  the  land  where  sorrow  is  unknown ; 
No  traTell«^r  cTer  reach'd  that  blest  abode. 
Who  found  not  thorns  and  briars  in  his  road.  Coitptr. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQiC 


80BB0W.  585 

Man  is  a  eliild  of  sonow,  and  this  world 

In  which  we  breathe,  hath  cares  enough  to  plagne  us ; 

Sat  it  hath  means  withal  to  soothe  these  cares ; 

And  he  who  meditates  on  others'  woes. 

Shall  in  that  meditation  lose  his  own.   Chtmberlandt  Timoeles. 

I  hare  a  silent  sorrow  here, 

A  erief  I'll  ne'er  impart ; 

It  oreathes  no  sigh,  it  sheds  no  tear» 

Bat  it  consumes  my  heart.  SkmridoM,  Sonff  in  *  the  Sh^anger.' 

Sorrow  preys  upon 
Its  solitude,  and  nothing  mor&  diyerts  it 
From  its  sad  yisions  of  the  other  world 
Than  calling  it  at  moments  back  to  this  ; 
The  busy  haye  no  time  for  tears.   Byron,  l\oo  Fa^eari,  ir.  1. 
Yet  disappointed  joys  are  woes  as  deep 
As  any  man's  clay-mixture  undergoes. 
Our  least  of  sorrows  are  such  as  we  weep ; 
Tis  the  Tile  daily  drop  on  drop  which  wears 
The  soul  out  (like  the  stone)  with  petty  cares. 

Byron,  D.  J.  it.  20. 
I  cried  upon  my  first  wife's  dying  day. 
And  also  when  my  second  ran  away.         Byron,  D.  J,  y.  19. 
And  o'er  that  fair  broad  brow  were  wrought 
The  intersected  lines  of  thought ; 
Those  furrows,  which  the  burning  share 
Of  sorrow  ploughs  untimely  there  : 
Scars  of  the  lacerated  mind. 

Which  the  soul's  war  doth  leaye  behind.     Byron,  Paruina, 
Oh  sacred  sorrow,  by  whom  souls  are  tried. 
Sent  not  to  punish  mortals,  but  to  guide ; 
If  thou  art  mine,  (and  who  shall  proudly  dare 
To  tell  his  Maker  he  has  had  his  share  P) 
Still  let  me  feel  for  what  thy  pangs  are  sent. 
And  be  my  guide,  and  not  my  punishment.  Crabbo, 

Not  seldom  is  the  soul  depress'd^ 
Whilst  tearless  is  the  eye ; 
For  there  are  woes  that  wring  the  breast, 
When  feeling's  fount  is  dry ; 
Sorrows  that  do  not  fade  with  years. 
But,  dwelling  all  too  deep  for  tears, 

Bankle  eternally.  Alarie  Watts. 

He  who  has  most  of  heart,  knows  most  of  sorrow. 

Bailey,  JFiutut* 
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586  BOBBOW — SOTTL. 

•OBSOW— MMftfiiMK. 

Sorroir  is  the  meg8«ii|rer  between 

The  poet  and  men's  bosoms  :— Grenios  can 

Fill  with  nnsympathizing  gods  the  scene. 

Bat  grief  alone  can  teach  us  what  is  man.       Lyiton  Bulwer, 

Man  hath  a  godlike  might  in  danger's  hoar. 
In  the  red  battle  or  the  tempest's  power ; 
Yet  is  he  weak  when  tides  of  angojsh  swell. 
Ab  I  who  can  mark  with  cold  and  tearless  eyes 
The  grief  of  stricken  man,  when  his  sole  idol  dies  ! 

Jlfrs,  Siffoumetf,  (Amm)» 
mfOlr'-fm  Itanitf ,  Fatarity,  LnmortaUtj. 
Let  fortune  empty  all  her  quirer  on  me> 
I  hare  a  soul  that,  like  an  ample  shield. 
Can  take  in  all,  and  rerge  enough  for  more.  2)ryde»m 

But  whither  went  his  soul,  let  such  relate 
Who  search  the  secrets  of  the  future  state  : 
Dirines  can  say  but  what  themselves  believe ; 
Strong  proofs  ikej  haye,  but  not  demonstratiye  ; 
For.  were  all  plain,  then  all  sides  must  agree. 
And  faith  itself  be  lost  in  certainty. 
To  liye  uprightly  then  ia  sure  the  best, 
To  saye  ourselves,  and  not  to  damn  the  rest. 

Dryden,  Palamon  and  Areiie,  uu  844. 
The  soul,  secure  in  her  existence,  smiles 
At  the  drawn  dagger,  and  defies  its  point : 
The  stars  shall  fade  away,  the  sun  hmiself 
Grow  dim  with  age,  and  nature  sink  in  years : 
But  thou  shalt  flourish  in  immortal  youth. 
Unhurt  amidst  the  war  of  elements. 
The  wreck  of  matter,  and  the  crush  of  worlds ! 

AddUwh  CtOoj  T.  r« 
Whate'er  of  esorth  is  form'd,  to  eartb  returns ; 
The  soul  alone,  that  particle  divine. 
Escapes  the  wreck  of  worlds,  when  all  things  fail. 

SomervilU,  Ckate. 
The  soul  of  man  (let  man  in  homage  bow 
Who  names  his  soul)  a  native  of  l£e  skies ! 
High-bom  and  free,  her  freedom  should  maintain. 
Unsold,  unmortgaged  for  earth's  little  bribes.     Tomnff,  N.  T. 
Iiet  earth  dissolve — ^yon  ponderous  orb  descend, 
And  grind  us  into  dust — the  soul  is  safe ! 
The  man  emerges— mounts  above  the  wreck. 
As  towering  flame  from  nature's  funeral  pyre !   Yaungi,  N.  T, 
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0OirL — BOTSnaUG'STT. 

tOVL— Mwilmtfdl 

la  not  the  mighfy  mindi  ihat  ncfo.  of  hearen  I 

By  t^nt  life  dethroned,  impriscm'd,  pain'dP 

By  death  enlaig'd,  ennobled,  deified  P 

Death  but  entombs  the  body ;  life  the  BonL    Ycmnfff  N.  T.  8. 

Who  tells  me  he  denies  his  soul's  immortal, 

Whate'er  his  boast,  has  told  me  he's  a  knare ; 

His  dnty,  'tis  to  lore  himself  alone, 

Nor  care  thongh  mankind  perish,  if  he  smiles^ 

Who  thinks  ere  long  the  man  shall  wholly  die* 

Is  dead  already ;  nought  but  brute  surviyes. 

Toung^  N.  T.  vn.  612. 
There  is,  Ihey  say,  (and  I  believe  there  is,) 
A  spark  withm  us  of  th'  immortal  fire, 
That  animates  and  moulds  the  grosser  frame  ; 
And  when  the  body  sinks,  escapes  to  heayen, 
Its  natiye  seat,  ana  mixes  with  the  gods. 

Armtirang,  Art  qfFreierving  JSeaUh,  4. 
The  li^ht  of  loye,  the  purity'  of  grace. 
The  nund,  the  music  breathing  m>m  her  face, 
The  heart  whose  softness  harmonised  the  wholes- 
And,  oh  1  that  eye  was  in  itself  a  soul  I 

Byron,  Bride  qfAhyioSt  i.  6. 
He  had  kept 
ThB  whiteness  of  his  soul,  and  thus  men  o'er  him  wept. 

Byron^  Ch.  M.  m.  67. 
It  is  the  soul  that  sees :  the  outward  eyes 
Present  the  object,  but  the  mind  descries. 

Crahhe^  Lovert  Joumej/. 
The  soul,  of  ori^  diyine, 
Ood's  glorious  imafe,  freed  from  clay, 
In  heayen's  eternal  sphere  shall  shine 
A  star  of  day  1 

The  sun  is  but  a  spark  of  fire, 
A  transient  meteor  in  the  sky ; 
The  soul,  immortal  as  its  sire. 

Shall  neyer  die.  Jot.  Mbnigameiy, 

Man  is  the  nobler  growth  our  realms  supply. 
And  souls  are  ripened  in  our  northern  sky. 

Mrs.  Barbamld,  InmiiMiian. 

tOTXBXIGnT— «M  Sags,  Seyalty. 
No  law  betwixt  two  soy'reigns  can  decide. 
But  that  of  aims — ^where  fortune  is  the  judge, 
Boldien  the  lawyers,  and  the  bar  the  field. 

Dryden,  Lave  IHumphant. 
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588  soTEBiieinrT^apECVLJLTioir. 

lOTiBixenT— «M<NiiMi. 

A  soFereign's  great  example  forms  a  people ; 

The  public  breast  if  noble,  or  is  Tile, 

As  be  inspires  it  liomsom  tt  Mallei,  Affrd, 

■PADT. 
Not  all  ibe  blood  at  Takrera  shed, 
Not  all  the  marrels  of  Barossa's  fight, 
Not  Albuera  lavish  of  the  dead. 
Hare  won  for  Spain  her  well  asserted  right. 
When  shall  her  oliTe-branch  be  free  from  blight  P 
When  shall  she  breathe  her  frt>m  the  blashing  toil  P 
How  many  a  donbtftil  day  shall  sink  in  night. 
Ere  the  firank  robber  torn  him  from  his  spoil. 
And  freedom's  stranger-tree  grow  native  of  the  soil! 

JByron.Ch.ff,i.90. 
Fair  land  I  of  chiTaliy  the  old  domain. 
Land  of  the  yine  and  olire,  lovely  Spain  I 
Though  not  for  thee  with  classic  shores  to  vie 
In  charms  that  fix  th'  enthusiast's  pensive  eye ; 
Yet  hast  thou  scenes  of  beauty,  richly  fraught 
With  all  that  wakes  the  glow  of  lofty  thought ; 
Fountains,  and  vales,  ana  rocks,  whose  ancient  name 
High  deeas  have  raised  to  mingle  with  their  fame. 

Mrs.  Memans,  Abeneerra^,  m. 

IPIAXIVG,  8PEICH~Mi  Language. 
I  will  speak  daggers  to  her,  but  use  none.      8k.  Sam.  ni.  2. 
We  must  speak  by  the  card. 
Or  equivocation  will  undo  us.  8k,  Sam,  v.  1. 

Bude  am  I  in  speech 
And  little  bless'd  with  the  set  phrase  of  peace.    8k,  (Hk.  i.  3. 
What  mvstic  riddle  lurks  beneath  thy  words 
Which  tnou  wouldst  seem  unwilling  to  express? 
Away  with  this  ambiguous  shuffling  phrase. 
And  let  thy  oracle  be  understood.  Batoe,  JPinr  FemienL 

gPSdAL  PLlABnre— M#  Law. 

O  perilous  mouths. 
That  bear  in  them  one  and  the  self-same  tongue. 
Either  of  condemnation  or  approof  I 
Bidding  the  law  make  court  sy  to  their  will. 
Hooking  both  right  and  wrong  to  the  appetite. 
To  follow  as  it  draws.  8k.  M.f^r  JT.  n*  i* 

flPECULATIOV— «M  Chance,  Qambling, 
Thou  hast  no  speculation  in  those  eyes 
Which  thou  dost  glare  with !  S^.  Maob.  in.  4. 

All's  to  be  fear'd  where  all  is  to  be  lost.         JS^rom  Tf  enwr. 
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sracTAOLXi. 

Between  nose  and  ejfes  a  strange  contest  arose, . 

The  spectacles  set  tnem  unhappily  wrong ; 

The  point  in  dispate  was,  as  all  the  world  knows, ' 

To  wnich  the  said  spectacles  ought  to  belong, 

Cowper,  Beport  of  an  Adjudged  Case* 

IPBEGHE8— Mi  Xloqiunee,  Oratory,  Bhetorie. 

Fine  speeches  are  the  instruments  of  knaves. 

Or  fools  that  use  them,  when  they  want  good  sense ; 

Honesty  needs  no  disguise  nor  ornament.  Otway. 

Speech  is  the  light,  the  morning  of  the  mind ; 

It  spreads  the  l^auteous  images  abroad, 

Which  else  lie  furl'd  and  shrouded  in  the  souL  D/yden* 

Speech  P  is  that  all  P    And  shall  an  actor  found 

im  unirersal  fame  on  partial  ground  P 

Parrots  themsdyes  speak  properly  by  rote. 

And,  in  six  months,  my  dog  snail  howl  by  note. 

I  laugh  at  those  who,  when  the  stage  they  tread. 

Neglect  the  heart,  to  compliment  the  head ; 

With  strict  propriety  their  cares  confined 

To  weigh  out  words,  while  passion  halts  behind: 

JTo  syllable-dissectors  they  appeaL      Ckurohill,  Soeeiad,  051. 
gPXVBTHBITT— «M  Bxtravaganoe. 

After  he  scores,  he  never  pays  the  score : 

He  ne'er  pays  after  debts,  tiuce  it  before.   8k.  AlVe  W*Ty,Z. 

Squandering  wealth  was  his  peculiar  art ; 

Nothing  went  unrewarded  but  desert. 

Beggar  d  by  fools,  whom  still  he  found  too  late ; 

He  had  his  jest,  and  they  had  his  estate. 

Dryden,  Absalom  and  Achitophel,  I.  &69. 

Let  friends  of  prodigals  say  what  they  will, 

Spendthrifts  at  home,  abroad  are  spendthrifts  still. 

Churchill,  Candidate,  519. 

Spendthrift  alike  of  money  and  of  wit. 

Always  at  speed,  and  never  drawing  bit. 

Cowper,  Table  7\ilk,  686. 

8PJU8ES. 

Nor  shall  mj  Terse  that  elder  bard  forget, 

The  gentle  Spenser,  fancy's  pleasing  son ; 

Who  like  a  copious  riyer,  poured  his  song 

O'er  all  the  mazes  of  enchanted  ground  : 

Nor  thee,  his  ancient  master,  laughing  sage, 

Chaucer,  whose  native  manners-painting  rerse, 

Well-moraliaed,  shines  through  the  Gotnic  cloud 
Of  time  and  language  o'er  thy  genius  thrown. 

Thomson,  Summer,  1715. 
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690  spn>n^spLXxv. 

fPIBlB. 

The  spider's  tomcli,  how  exquisitely  fine ! 
Feels  at  eacli  thread,  and  lires  along  the  line. 

Pop*,  ^.  If.  1. 217. 


Who  taught  that  heaven^directed  spire  to  rise  I 

Pojw,if.J?.ni.261. 

Hoif  the  tall  temples,  as  to  meet  their  gods. 

Ascend  the  skies  I  Young^  N,  T,  ti.  f8L 

Ye  swelling  hills  and  spacious  plains  I 

Besprent  mm  shore  to  shore  with  steeple  towers, 

And  spires  whose  "  silent  fingerpoints  to  heaven." 

WordiiooriA,  JSxeurtiai^jL]!!, 

fPIBIT-RAVFniO«-Mi  Ohostik 

Hark  I  on  the  wsinscot  now  it  knocks  I 

'  If  thon'rt  a  Rhost,'  cried  Orthodox, 

With  that  arooted  solemn  air 

Which  hypocrites  delight  to  wear. 

And  all  tnose  forms  of  consequence 

Which  fools  adopt  instead  of  sense ; 

'  If  thou'rt  a  ghost,  who  from  the  tomb 

Stalk'st  sadW  silent  through  this  gloom. 

In  breach  or  nature's  stated  laws. 

For  good,  or  bad,  or  for  no  cause, 

Gire  now  nine  knocks ;  like  nriests  of  old, 

]Nine  we  a  sacred  number  hola.'        ChurcMU,  Gkost,  n.  SOT 
MBTBJTB 

I  can  call  spirits  from  the  vasty  deep.— - 

Why,  so  can  I;  or  so  can  any  man : 

But  will  they  come,  when  you  do  call  for  them  P 

Sh.  S.  IT.  p.  1.  ni.  L 

Spirits  of  peace,  where  are  ye  P  are  ye  all  gone  P 

And  leave  me  here  in  wretdLedness  oehind  ye  P 

There's  a  spirit  above,  and  a  ^irit  beloWf 
A  spirit  of  joy,  and  a  spirit  or  woe. 
The  spirit  above  is  the  spirit  divine. 
The  spirit  below  is  the  spirit  of  wine. 

Written  about  1825,  on  the  vaulU  below  Portman  Ck^ 

ipixmr. 

Hail,  wayward  Queen  I  « 

Who  rule  the  sex  to  fifly  from  fifteen ; 
Parent  of  vapours,  and  of  female  wit. 
Who  give  th  hysteric,  or  poetic  fity 
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On  Tarioiu  tempers  act  by  yariouB  wets, 

Make  some  take  physic,  others  scribble  plays  : 

Who  cause  the  proud  their  yisits  to  debiy. 

And  send  the  godly  in  a  pet  to  pray.    Pope,  Rt^  qfZ,  it.  '57. 

The  spleen  is  seldom  felt  where  flora  reigns ; 

The  low'ring  eye,  the  petulance,  the  frown. 

And  sullen  sadbess,  that  o'ershade,  distort, 

And  mar  the  face  of  beauty,  when  no  cause 

For  such  immeasurable  woe  appears ; 

These  Flora  banishes,  and  gives  Ihe  fair 

Sweet  smilesy  and  bloom  less  transient  than  her  own. 

Cowper,  Tosh,  i.  465. 

BPLEHDOITR— «M  Wealth. 
What  peremptory,  eagle-sighted  eye 
Dares  look  upon  the  heaven  of  her  brow, 
That  is  not  blinded  by  her  majesty  P     Sh.  Love's  L.  £.  xy.  8. 
The  splendour  of  our  rank  and  state 

Are  shadows,  not  substantial  things.  G.  Wither. 

SPOBTDTG,  SPOBXa— <M  Child,  Oambling. 
In  wrestling  nimble  and  in  running  swift ; 
In  shooting  steady,  and  in  swimming  strong ; 
Wen  made  to  strike,  to  leap,  to  throw,  to  lift. 
And  all  the  sports  that  shepherds  are  among.  Spenser. 

Thick  around 
Thunders  the  sport  of  those,  who  with  the  gun 
And  dog,  impatient  bounding  at  the  shot. 
Worse  than  the  season  desomte  the  fields.  Tkomson,Wini.7S8. 
He  leam'd  the  arts  of  riding,  fencing,  gunnery. 
And  how  to  scale  a  fortress  or — a  nunnery.         Byron^  2).  cTl 
BPBUrO— M0  May,  Seasoxu . 
When  daisies  pied,  and  violets  bluCi 
And  lady-smocks  all  silver  white. 
And  cuckoo  buds  of  yellow  hue. 

Do  paint  the  meadows  with  delight.      8h,  Lovers  X.  X.  y.  2. 
Now  do  a  choir  of  chirping  minstrels  brin^ 
In  triumph  to  the  world,  the  youthful  sprmg. 
The  valleys,  hOls,  and  woods,  in  rich  array. 
Welcome  the  coming  of  the  long'd-for  May.  T,  Carew* 

In  that  soft  season,  when  descending  showers 

Call  forth  the  greens,  and  wake  the  rising  flowers ; 

When  opening  buds  salute  the  welcome  day, 

And  earth  relenting  feels  the  genial  nj.Pope^Ten^le  qfFame. 
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6d2  BPBure. 

8PBDI0    tmimmd. 
Come,  gentle  Spring,  ethereal  mildneu,  eome, 
And  from  the  bosom  of  yon  dropping  doad. 
While  mosio  wakes  aronnd«  YeiTa  in  a  shower 
Of  shadowing  roses,  on  our  plains  desoend.  Tkowuon,  Ejpring,  i. 

See  where  surlr  Winter  passes  off. 

Ear  to  the  north,  and  calls  his  ruffian  blasts  : 

His  blasts  obey,  and  quit  the  howling  h31« 

The  shattered  forest,  and  the  raraged  Tale  ; 

While  softer  gales  succeed,  at  whose  kind  touch. 

Dissolving  snows  in  livid  torrents  lost, 

The  mountains  lift  their  green  heads  to  the  sky.  Ih.  Spring,  IL 

At  last  from  Aries  rolls  the  bounteous  sun. 

And  the  bright  bull  receives  him.    Then  no  more 

Th'  expansive  atmosphere  is  cramp'd  with  oold ; 

But,  full  of  life  and  vivifying  soul. 

Lifts  the  light  clouds  sublime,  and  spreads  them  thin, 

Fleecy  and  white,  o'er  aU-surrounding  heaven.  lb,  ^iring,^ 

Still  let  my  song  a  nobler  note  assume. 

And  sing  th'  inmsive  force  of  Spring  on  man  ; 

When  heaven  and  earth,  as  if  contending,  vie 

To  raise  his  being,  and  serene  his  soul. 

Can  he  forbear  to  join  the  general  smile 

Of  nature  P  Can  fierce  passions  vex  his  hretatlb.Sfpringfi^' 

Sprinff  hanffs  her  infant  blossoms  on  the  trees, 
ifiock'd  in  tne  cradle  of  the  western  breese. 

ChiBper,  Tirocinium, ». 

O  Spring  I  of  hope,  and  love,  and  youth,  and  g^ladness, 
Wind-wmged  emblem  I  brightest,  best,  uid  fairest ! 
Whence  comest  thou«  when,  with  dark  winter's  sadncMy 
The  tears  that  fade  in  sunnv  smiles  thou  sharestP 
Sister  of  joy,  thou  art  the  cmld  that  wearest 
Thy  mother's  dying  smile,  tender  and  sweet ; 
Thy  mother  Automn,  for  whose  grave  thou  bearest 
Fresh  flowers,  and  beams  like  flowers,  with  j^entle  feet, 
Disturbing  not  the  leaves,  which  are  her  wmdinir-sheet. 

Now  mighty  nature  bounds  as  from  her  birth. 

The  sun  is  m  the  heavens,  and  life  on  earth ; 

Flowers  in  the  valley,  splendour  in  the  beam, 

Healtii  in  the  gale,  and  freshness  in  the  stream.  Bjfran,  Un* 
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Come^entle  Sprisff !  etbereal  mildness  eomef — 

Oh  I  Thomson,  yoid  of  rhyme  as  well  as  reason, 

How  cotdd'st  ihon  thus  poor  human  natare  hum  P 

There's  no  snch  season.  Mood,  Spring,  {New  Venion.) 

The  bntterflj  springs  on  its  new-bom  wings, 

The  dormoase  starts  from  his  wint'i^  sleeping ; 

The  flowers  of  earth  find  a  second  birth. 

To  light  and  life  from  the  darkness  leaping  t 

The  roses  and  tolips  will  soon  resume 

Their  youths'  first  perfume  and  primitiye  bloom. 

Horctce  Smith,  The  Flower, 
The  bud  is  in  the  bough,  and  the  leaf  is  in  the  bud. 
And  earth's  beginning  now  in  her  veins  to  feel  the  blood, 
Which,  warm'd  by  summer  suns  in  th'  alembic  of  the  vine. 
From  her  founts  will  oyerrun  in  a  ruddy  gush  of  wine. 
The  perfume  and  the  bloom  that  shall  diecorate  the  flower. 
Are  quickening  in  the  gloom  of  their  subterranean  bower ; 
And  the  juices  meant  to  feed  trees,  yegetables,  fruits. 
Unerringly  proceed  to  their  pre-appointed  roots. 

Morace  Smith,  First  of  March, 
When  the  warm  sun  that  brings 
Seed-time  and  harvest,  has  return 'd  again, 
'Tis  sweet  to  yisit  the  still  wood,  where  springs 
The  first  flower  of  the  plain.  Longfellow. 

Welcome,  all  hail  to  thee  I  welcome,  youn^  Spring  I 
Thy  sun-ray  is  bright  on  the  butterfly's  wmg. 
Beauty  shines  forth  in  the  blossom-robed  trees  ; 
Perfume  floats  by  on  the  soft  southern  breeze. 
The  hedges,  luxuriant  with  flowers  and  balm, 
Are  purple  with  yiolets,  and  shaded  with  psim, 
The  zepnyr-kiss'd  grass  is  beginning  to  waye. 
Fresh  yerdnre  is  decking  the  garden  and  graye. 

^iisM  Cook,  Spring, 
Spring,  Spring,  beautiful  Spring, 
Laden  with  glory  and  light  you  come  ; 
With  the  leaf,  the  bloom,  and  the  butterfly's  wing, 
Making  our  earth  a  fairy  home ; 
The  primroses  glitter — ^the  yiolets  peep, 
And  zephyr  is  feasting  on  flower  and  bloom ; 
Arouse,  ye  sluggards,  what  soul  shall  sleep 
While  the  larlrs  in  the  sky,  and  the  bee's  on  the  palm  P 
The  sweetest  song,  and  the  loudest  string. 
Should  pour  a  welcome  to  beautiful  Spring.    JB.Cookn  Spring. 

Q  Q 
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tZAOB. 

The  stage  I  chose— a  subject  fair  and  free— 
Tis  yours — 'tis  mine— 'tis  public  property. 
All  common  exhibitions  open  lie. 
For  praise  or  censure,  to  the  common  eye. 
Hence  are  a  thousand  hackney  writers  fed ; 
Hence  Monthly  Critics  earn  uieir  daily  bread. 
This  ia  a  general  tax  which  all  must  pay. 
From  those  who  scribble^  down  to  those  who  play. 

Churchill,  ApoUgy,  188- 
8TAB8-«M  CelastUls,  Hyperbole. 
You  meaner  beauties  of  the  night, 
That  poorly  satisfy  our  eyes 
More  by  your  number  tlian  your  light ; 
Tou  common  people  of  the  skies, 
What  are  you  when  the  moon  shall  rise  P 

^rR,  Woiton,  'You  meaner  Beauties.'  In  Percy  Sd. 

The  stars  of  the  night 

Will  lend  thee  thy  liffht. 

Like  tapers  clear  without  number !  derrick,  S«^'  ^ 

See,  at  the  call  of  night, 
The  star  of  erening  sheds  her  silrer  light.  Oaj/t  J>i^^* 

The  stars  in  order  twinkle  in  the  skies, 
And  fall  in  sUence,  and  in  silence  rise. 

Broome,  Taraplrau  w^^' 

But  who  can  count  the  stars  of  heaTen, 
Who  sing  their  influence  on  this  lower  world  P 

Thomeim,  Winter,  B2»- 

One  sun  by  day,  by  night  ten  thousand  shine. 

And  light  us  deep  mto  the  Deity  ! 

How  boundless  in  magnificence  and  might ! 

O,  what  a  confluence  of  ethereal  fires. 

From  urns  unnumber'd,  down  the  steep  of  heaven. 

Streams  to  a  point,  and  centres  in  my  sight.  .,. 

Spreads  like  an  ocean  hung  on  high, 

Bespangled  with  those  isles  of  light 

So  wildly,  spiritually  bright 

Who  ever  gaz'd  upon  them  shining. 

And  tum'd  to  earth  without  repinmg, 

Nor  wish'd  for  wings  to  flee  away,  ,.. 

And  mix  with  their  eternal  ray  P       B^ron,  Sieje  qf  Co^^** 
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BTAS8 — continued. 
Ye  stars !  which  are  the  poetry  of  Heaven ! 
If  in  your  bright  leaves  we  would  read  the  fato 
Of  men  and  empires,  'tis  to  be  forgiven. 
That  in  our  aspirations  to  be  great. 
Our  destinies  o'erleap  their  mortal  state, 
And  claim  a  kindred  with  you ;  for  ye  are 
A  beauty  and  a  mystery,  and  create 
In  us  such  love  and  reverence  from  afar, 
That  fortune,  fame,  power,  life,  hare  named  themselves  a  star. 

The  stars  hang  bright  above,  ^i^^^y  ^*-  ^'  ™-  ^• 

Silent,  as  if  they  watch'd  the  sleeping  earth.  Coleridge. 

The  stars  are  mansions  built  by  Nature's  hand. 

And,  hanly,  there  the  spirits  of  the  blest 

Dwell,  clothed  in  radiance,  their  immortal  vest.  TPordsworlh, 
WIAXSSMSS-^$ee  Dignity,  Parliament,  Patriotism,  Place,  Politidani. 

Tell  men  of  high  condition 
•  That  rule  affairs  of  state. 

Their  purpose  is  ambition. 

Their  practice  only  hate.  Sir  fV.  Raleigh, 

Forbear,  ye  things 

That  stand  upon  the  pinnacles  of  state. 

To  boast  your  slipp'rjr  height  I  when  you  do  fall, 

You  dash  yourselves  in  pieces,  ne'er  to  rise  : 

And  he  that  lends  you  pity,  is  not  wise.  Ben  Jbtuon,  Sejanus, 
An  honest  statesman  to  a  prince, 

Is  like  a  cedar  planted  by  a  spring  ; 

The  spring  bathes  the  tree's  root,  the  grateful  tree 

Eewards  it  with  the  shadow.  Webster,  Daoheee  iffMalfy. 

You  have  not,  as  good  patriots  should  do,  stadied 

The  public  good,  but  your  particular  ends : 

Factious  among  yourselves ;  preferring  such 

To  ofiBces  and  honours,  as  ne'er  read 

The  elements  of  saving  policy, 

But  deeply  skill'd  in  im  the  principles 

That  usher  to  destruction.  Mcueinger,  Bondman, 

A  statesman,  that  can  side  with  every  faction, 

And  yet  most  subt'ly  can  untwist  himself, 

When  he  hath  wrought  the  business  up  to  danger. 

Skirleg,  Court  Secret, 
A  statesman  all  but  interest  may  forget. 
And  only  ought  in  his  own  strength  to  trust : 
'Tis  not  a  statesman's  virtue  to  be  jost.  Barl  of  Orrerg^  Hen,  V, 

Q  Q2 
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RATJESHXV^MMfuMMi. 

For  as  two  cheats,  tbat  plaj  one  game. 

Are  botii  defeated  of  their  aim ; 

So  those  who  play  a  game  of  state. 

And  only  cayii  in  debate, 

Altho'  there's  nothing  lost  or  won. 

The  public  bus'ness  is  undone, 

"Which  still  the  longer  'tis  in  doing, 

Becomes  the  surer  way  to  ruin.  Butler^  Hud.  3,  n.  155. 

He  that  seeks  safety  in  a  statesman's  pity. 

May  as  well  run  a  ship  upon  sharp  rocks 

And  hope  a  harbour.  Sir  Rob.  Howard,  Duke  (^fLema. 

D'ye  think  that  statesmen's  kindnesses  proceed 
From  any  principles  but  their  own  need  P 
"When  they  re  afraid,  they're  wondrous  good  and  free, 
But  when  they're  safe,  they  haye  no  memory. 

Sir  Robert  Howard^  Vettad  Ttrgin. 
The  bold  are  but  the  instruments  o'  th'  wise. 
They  undertake  the  dangers  we  adyise  : 
And  whilst  our  fabric  with  their  fame  we  raise. 
We  take  the  profit,  and  pay  them  with  praise. 

Dry  den,  Conguett  (f  Qrcm^' 
Statesmen  are 
The  workmanship  of  inconsiderate  fayour: 
The  creatures  of  rash  loye  :  one  of  those  meteors 
Which  monarchs  raise  from  earth  ; 
And  people,  wond'ring  how  they  came  so  high« 
Fear  from  iJieir  influence  plagues,  wars,  and  famine. 

Dry  den,  McUdm  Qtfeft. 
Statesman,  jet  friend  to  truth !  of  soul  smcere, 
In  action  faithful,  and  in  honour  clear ; 
Who  broke  no  promise,  seryed  no  priyate  end, 
Who  gain'd  no  title,  and  who  lost  no  Mend ; 
Ennobled  by  himself,  by  all  approy'd, 
And  prais'd  unenyied  by  the  muse  he  loy'd.    Pope,M*Fs-^i' 
Thus  the  court-wheel  goes  round  like  fortune's  bsll ; 
One  statesman  rising  on  another's  fall. 

Richard  Brome,  Queen's  Sxehange. 
Who's  in  or  out,  who  moyes  this  grand  machine, 
Nor  stirs  my  curiosity,  nor  spleen  ; 
Secrets  of  state  no  more  I  wish  to  know 
Than  secret  moyements  of  a  puppet-show  ; 
Let  but  the  puppets  moye,  I  ye  my  desire, 
Unseen  the  hand  which  guides  the  master  wire. 

Churckill,  irtglU,2&^' 
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BTATXnnV—MfifiiHMf. 
Whene'er  a  statesman,  Whig  or  Tory, 
Talks  loud  and  long 
Of  serring  country  for  their  glory, 
With  yearning  strong ; 
Keeding  no  sovereign  to  regard  him ; 
Look  in  his  face : 

And  be  conyinced  that  to  reward  him 
He  wants  a  place.  Chas.  Maekay^  8qfh  Predictions. 

8XAII0V. 

What  is  station  high  P 
Tis  a  proud  mendicant ;  it  bcMists,  and  begs  i 
It  begs  an  alms  of  homage  from  the  throng. 
And  oft  the  throng  denies  its  charity.     Young,  N.  T,  vi.  287. 

8TATUAJIT. 
Heroes  in  animated  marble  frown. 
And  legislators  seem  to  think  in  stone.  Pope, 

SXATUSX. 
In  small  proportion  we  just  beauties  see, 
And  in  short  measures  life  may  perfect  be. 

JBen  Jonson,  Good  JJft^  Long  Life. 
One  finds  out  he's  of  stature  rather  low  ; 
Your  hero  always  should  be  tall  you  know : 
True  natural  greatness  all  consists  in  height, 
Produce  your  Touohor  critics-Sergeant  Kite. 

CAurehill,  Boseiad,  1029. 

At  leaying  eren  the  most  unpleasant  people 

And  places,  one  keeps  looking  at  the  steeple.  Bjfron,D.J.iiA4t. 


Chance  will  not  do  the  work— chance  sends  the  breese, 

But  if  the  pflot  slumber  at  the  helm. 

The  rery  wind  that  wafts  us  towards  the  port. 

May  dash  us  on  the  shelT0S>-the  steersman's  part 

Is  vigilance;  blow  it  rough  or  Bmooik. 8 oott, Fortune o/Nigel,ZZ. 

smunss— «M  sight 

.No  stir  of  air  was  there  ; 
Not  so  much  life  as  on  a  summer's  day 
Sobs  not  one  light  seed  from  the  feather'd  grass , 
But  where  the  dead  leaf  feU>  there  did  it  rest. 

Keats,  Hifperion,  i.  7. 
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8T0IC8— iM  Pride. 
As  monumentftl  bronze,  nnchaag'cl  his  look  ; 
A  soul  that  pit^  touch'd,  but  never  shook  ; 
Trained  from  hu  tree-rock'd  cradle  to  his  bier 
The  fierce  extremes  of  fi;ood  and  ill  to  brook ; 
Impassive — fearing  but  the  shame  of  fear-— 
A  stoic  of  the  wo(m.s— a  man  without  a  tear. 

Campbell,  Gertntde  iff  Wyoming,  i.  23. 
To  feel  for  none  is  the  true  social  art 
Of  the  world's  stoics — men  without  a  heart.  Bytv». 

8T0BK. 
The  stork's  the  emblem  of  true  piety  : 
Because  when  aee  has  seiz'd,  and  made  her  dam 
Unfit  for  flight,  tiie  grateful  ;f  oung  one  takes 
His  mother  on  his  back,  provides  her  food, 
Bepaving  thus  her  tender  care  of  him. 
E'er  ne  was  fit  to  fly,  by  bearing  her. 

BtaununU  and  Fteteher,  SpanUk  Curate, 

BTOBM— «M  Tempest. 

We  often  see,  against  some  storm, 
A  silence  in  the  heavens,  the  rack  stand  still. 
The  bold  wind  speechless,  and  the  orb  below 
As  hush  as  death.  Sk.  Ham.  u.  3. 

A  red  mom  ever  yet  betoken 'd 
Wreck  to  the  seaman,  tempest  to  the  field, 
Sorrow  to  shepherds,  woe  unto  the  birds, 
Gust  and  foul  flaws  to  herdsmen  and  to  herds.  Sh.Vei^  it *^(^' 

Defeating  oft  the  labours  of  the  year. 
The  sultry  South  collects  the  potent  blast ; 
At  first  the  groves  are  scarcely  seen  to  stir 
Their  trembun^  tops,  and  a  still  murmur  runs 
Along  the  sofl-inclining  fields  of  corn  ; 
But  as  the  aerial  tempest  Mler  swells, 
And  in  one  mighty  stream,  invisible. 
Immense,  the  whole  excited  atmosphere 
Impetuous  rushes  o'er  the  sounding  world,  l^mson.  Ant.  311- 

A  boding  silence  reigns, 
Dread  through  the  dun  expanse ;  save  the  dull  sound 
That  from  the  mountain,  previous  to  the  storm. 
Bolls  o'er  the  muttering  earth,  disturbs  the  flood, 
And  shakes  the  forest-leaf  without  a  breath. 
Prone,  to  the  lowest  vale,  aerial  tribes 
Descend  ;  the  tempest-loving  raven  scarce 
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JTOHM  ■  ftmifHued, 
Dares  wing  the  dnbions  dnsk.    In  raeini  f^nxe, 
Gilie  cattle  stand,  and  on  the  scowling  heayens 
Cast  a  deploring  eye,  by  man  forsook, 
Who  to  tne  crowded  cottage  hies  him  fast, 
Or  seeks  the  shelter  of  the  downward  oaye.  lb.  Summer ,  1116. 
A  thousand  miles  from  land  are  we. 
Tossing  about  on  the  roaring  sea ; 
From  billow  to  bounding  billow  cast, 
Like  fleecy  snow  on  the  stormy  blast : 
The  sails  are  scattered  abroad,  like  weeds ; 
The  strong  masts  shake,  like  auiyering  reeds ; 
The  mighty  cables,  and  iron  cnains. 
The  huU,  which  all  earthly  strength  disdains, 
They  strain  and  they  crack,  andnearts  like  stone 
Their  natural  hard  proud  strength  disown. 

JBarry  Cornwall^  Slormj/  Petrel, 

8T0BT,  BTOBT-TELLDra. 

A  story  should,  to  please,  at  least  seem  true. 

Be  apropos,  well  told,  concise,  and  new : 

And  whensoe'er  it  deyiates  from  these  rules. 

The  wise  will  sleep  and  leaye  applause  to  fouls.     Stillinq/liet, 

A  story,  in  which  natiye  humour  reigns, 
Is  often  useful,  always  entertains  ; 
A  grayer  fact  enlisted  on  your  side 
May  ftimish  illustration,  well  applied ; 
But  sedentary  weayers  of  long  tales 
Giye  me  the  fidgets,  and  my  patience  fails. 
^Tis  the  most  asinine  employ  on  earth. 
To  hear  them  tell  of  parentage  and  birth. 
And  echo  conyersations  dull  and  dry, 
EmbeUish'd  with,  he  said,  and  so  said  I.  Cowper,  Conver.  203. 

Story.!  God  bless  you !  I  haye  none  to  tell,  sir. 

Canning,  The  Friend  of  Humanity  and  the  Knifegrinder , 

I  cannot  say  how  the  truth  may  be ; 

I  tell  the  tale  as  'twas  told  to  me.      Sir  W.  Scott,  Lay,  ii.  22. 
BTEAVGEHZSS. 
'Twas  stranffe,  'twas  passing  strange, 
'Twas  pitiful:  'twas  wondrous  pititul.  Sh,  Oih,  i.  3. 

8TRAWBEBBT. 

The  strawberry  grows  underneath  the  nettle  ; 
And  wholesome  berries  thrive  and  ripeu  best 
Neighbour'd  by  fruit  of  baser  quality.  Sh.  Hen.  v,  i.  1. 
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STRSAim. 

The  current  that  with  gentle  munnnr  glides. 

Thou  know'st,  being  stop^'d,  impatiently  doth  rage ; 

But  when  his  fair  course  is  not  hindered. 

He  makes  sweet  music  with  th'  enamell'd  stones, 

Giving  a  genUe  kiss  to  every  sedge  . 

He  overtaketh  in  his  pilgrimage.  8k.  Two  Q'  ^' '  * 

Streams,  as  if  created  for  his  use, 
Pursue  the  track  of  his  directing  wand, 
Sinuous  or  straight,  now  rapid  and  now  slow, 
Now  munnuring  soft,  now  roaring  in  cascades. 

Qwper^  Task  (on  CapabilUy  Brown),  in-  7^^' 

8IEIV0TH— «M  Force. 

O,  it  is  excellent 
To  hare  a  giant's  strength ;  but  it  is  tyrannous  « 

To  use  it  lie  a  giant.  Sh.  Jf.for  M.  n.  * 

What  is  strength,  without  a  double  share 
Of  wisdom  P    Vast,  unwieldy,  burthensome ; 
Proudly  secure,  yet  liable  to  fall 
By  weiucest  subtleties ;  not  made  to  rule, 
But  to  subserve  where  wisdom  bears  command.  ^^ 

Miliott,  Sam,  Sg-  ^ 
STfilXES. 
A  mechanic  his  labour  will  often  discard 
If  the  rate  of  his  pay  he  dislikes ; 
But  a  clock,  and  its  case  is  uncommonly  hard. 
Will  continue  to  work  though  it  strikes. 

ffood.  Epigram  on  the  Superioritjf  qfMackit^' 

0IBIVIK0. 

When  workmen  strive  to  do  better  than  well,  . 

They  do  confound  their  skill  in  covetousness.  Sk,  X  /•  ^^'^' 

How  far  your  eyes  may  pierce  I  cannot  tell ;  . 

Striving  to  better,  oft  we  mar  what's  welL         S&.  LeaTt  ^  *- 

8TR0LLXK8  ^m  Players.  ^ 

The  strolling  tribe ;  a  despicable  nce,CkvrckiU,Aj>olofff'i^' 

STBirOOLSS,  BTBTrGOLIKe— «M  Danger,  Greataess. 

The  smallest  effort  is  not  lost ; 
Each  wavelet  on  the  ocean  toss'd 
Aids  in  the  ebb  tide  or  the  flow ; 
Each  rain-drop  makes  some  flow'ret  blow 
Each  struggle  lessens  human  woe.  ,     , . 

CAas.  Mackay,  the  Old  and  H^^  ^ 
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Tib  the  stniinpet's  Dlagne 

To  begnfle  many,  and  be  begail'd  by  one.         Sk,  Oth,  it.  1. 
BVUDJUITS,  8TUDT. 

Stady  is  like  the  hearen's  glorions  sun, 

That  will  not  be  deep-search'd  with  saucy  looks ; 

Small  hare  continual  plodders  ever  won, 

Bare  base  airthority  from  others'  books.  8h.  Love*9  L*  Z.  1. 1. 
Study  erermore  is  orershot : 

While  it  doth  study  to  have  what  it  woidd, 

It  doth  forfi^et  to  do  the  thing  it  shoidd : 

And  when  it  hath  the  thing  it  hunteth  most, 

Tia  won,  as  towns  with  fire ;  so  won,  so  lost.  8k.L,  L.  Z.  1. 1. 

Uniyersal  plodding  prisons  up 

The  nimble  spirits  in  the  arteries ; 

As  motion,  and  long-durmg  action  tires 

The  sinewy  yigour  of  the  trayeller.      8k.  Zow^m  X.  Z.  it.  3. 

Fall  to  them,  as  you  find  your  stomach  serres  you : 

No  profit  grows  where  is  no  pleasure  ta'en ; 

In  brief,  our,  study  what  yon  most  affect.      8k»  Tarn,  8, 1. 1. 

Man,  that  thinks  to  force  and  strain 

Beyond  its  natund  sphere^  his  brain* 

In  Tain  torments  it  on  the  rack. 

And,  for  improring,  sets  it  back.  Butler,  Sat.  2. 

With  curious  art  the  brain,  too  finelT  wrought, 

Fteys  on  itself,  and  is  destroy'dby  thought : 

Constant  attention  wears  the  actiTe  mind. 

Blots  out  her  powers,  and  leaTes  a  blank  behind. 

Ckurekill,  JSp.  to  Hogarth^  645. 

If  not  to  some  peculiar  end  design'd 

Study's  the  specious  trifling  of  the  mindi 

Or  is  at  best  a  secondary  ami, 

A  chase  for  sport  alone,  and  not  for  game.  F<w«^»  Z.  F,  ii.  Q7. 
nUPIDITT— «M  76Uy,  Simplieity. 

Blocks  are  better  cleft  with  wedges. 

Than  tools  of  sharp  or  subtle  edges. 

And  dullest  nonsense  has  been  lound 

By  some  to  be  the  most  profound.    Butler,  Pindaric  Ode,  4. 
0TTLX— M0  Language,  Poetrr. 

The  Htcb  of  trees  lie  only  in  the  barks, 

Ajid  in  their  styles  the  wit  of  greatest  clerks.  Sutler,  8at.  2. 

In  all  you  write  be  neither  low  nor  Tile : 

The  meanest  thing  may  haTe  a  proper  style. 

Diyden,  Art  qf  Poetry,  I.  79. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


602  BTTLB — 8U0CS88. 

BTTLX— Mfi^wiKMi. 
Be  sure  ayoid  set  phrases  when  you  write»  . . 

The  usual  way  of  speech  is  more  polite.  ^^^ 

SUBJECTS. 

Subiects  are  stiff-neok'd  aoimals  :  they  soon 

Feel  slackened  reins,  and  throw  the  rider  down.  , 

SITBMISSIOV— <M  Obedienee. 

Shall  I  bend  low,  and  in  a  bondsman's  key. 

With  bated  breath,  and  whispering  humbleness,  . 

Say  this  P  Sh.  M,  qfVt^  ^  ^ 

You  shall  be  as  a  father  to  my  youth 

My  Toice  shall  sound  as  you  do  prompt  mine  ear : 

And  I  wiU  stoop  and  humble  my  intents 

To  your  well  practised,  wise  directions.        8k,  H,  IV-  2.  v.  «• 

VUCCEM^aee  Applaase,  Fate,  Imdastry,  Perseyeraaoe. 
Didst  thou  never  hear, 
That  things  ill  got  had  ever  bad  success  P  SL  E,  yl  3.  n.  »• 

Good  success 
Is  oft  more  fatal  far  than  bad,  one  winning  throw, 
Cast  from  a  flattering  die,  may  tempt  a  gamester 
To  hazard  his  whole  fortunes.    Chapman,  Eeoengeftr  2^"^' 

In  tracing  human  story,  we  shall  find 
The  cruel  more  successful  than  the  kind. 

Sir  W,  DavenaiU,  Siege  t^Bi^' 
If  well  thou  hast  begun,  go  on  fore-rieht ; 
It  is  the  end  that  crowns  us,  not  Ihe  nght.  .,. 

HerriclcAfh^' 
Conquer  we  shall,  but  we  must  first  contend ;  . 

'Tis  not  the  fight  that  crowns  us,  but  the  end.  /*•  ^' 

If  all  things  by  success  are  understood. 
Men  that  make  war,  grow  wicked  to  be  good. 

Howard,  Indian  Q^' 
Virtue,  without  success. 
Is  a  fair  picture  shewn  by  an  ill  light ; 
But  lucky  men  are  fayourites  of  heayen 
AU  own  the  chief,  when  fortune  owns  the  cause. 

Dryde»,Spanuhff^' 
'Tis  not  in  mortals  to  command  success  ; 
But  well  do  more,  Sempronius-^we*ll  deserye  it.  . 
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SUCCESS — conimued. 

Had  I  miscamed,  I  liad  been  a  vOlain : 
For  men  jadge  actions  always  by  events : 
Bat  when  we  manage  bj  a  just  foresight* 
SaccesB  is  pmdenoe,  and  possession  nght. 

Higgom^  Oeneraiu  Conjueror. 
It  is  success  that  colours  all  in  life  : 
Success  makes  fools  admir'd,  makes  villains  honest ; 
All  the  proud  virtue  of  this  vaunting  world 
Fawns  on  success,  and  power,  howe'er  acquir'd. 

TAomsony  Agamemnon^  v.  1. 
What ;  though  success  will  not  attend  on  all. 
Who  bravely  dares  must  sometimes  risk  a  fall. 

Smollett,  Advice,  207. 
VUTFKBSMB,  SVTFZRAHCB. 

Sufferance  is  the  badge  of  all  our  tribe.    Hh.  M.  qf  Ten.  i.  3. 

The  poor  beetle  that  we  tread  upon. 
In  corp'ral  sufferance  feels  a  pang  as  great 
As  when  a* giant  dies.  Sh.  M.for  M.  in.  1. 

We  by  our  sufferings  leam  to  prize  our  bliss  ; 
Like  early  lovers,  whose  unpractis'd  hearts 
Were  long  the  mav-game  or  malicious  arts. 
When  once  they  mid  their  jealousies  were  vain. 
With  double  heat  renew  their  fires  again. 

Dry  den,  Astraa  Bedax,  210. 
Suffering  is  sweet  when  honour  doth  adorn  it. 
Who  slights  revenge  P  not  he  that  fears,  but  scorns  it. 

Sheffield,  Duke  of  Buckingham, 

BfJlClBZ-^tee  Death,  Despair,  InsBortslity. 
Why,  he  that  cuts  off  twenty  years  of  life. 
Cuts  off  so  many  years  of  fearing  death.      Sh,  JuL  C.  in.  1. 

I  do  find  it  cowardly  and  vile, 
For  fear  of  what  might  fall,  so  to  prevent 
The  time  of  life.  Sh.  Jul,  C.  v.  i. 

To  be  or  not  to  be  ;  that  is  the  Question  : 
Whether  't  is  nobler  in  the  mina,  to  suffer 
The  stings  and  arrows  of  outrageous  fortune. 
Or  to  take  arms  against  a  sea  of  troubles. 
And,  by  opposing,  end  them  P    To  die-^to  sleep ;-« 
No  more, — and,  by  a  sleep,  to  say  we  end 
The  heart-ache,  and  the  thousand  natural  shocks 
That  flesh  is  heir  to ;  't  is  a  consummation 
Devoutly  to  be  wished.  Sh.  Ham,  in.  1. 
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tVIOIBX  — MfifMMdL 
Who  would  bear  the  whips  and  tcoms  of  time, 
The  oppressor's  wrone,  the  proud  man's  contumely, 
The  panes  of  dispriz'oT  lore,  the  law's  delay, 
The  msdence  or  office,  and  the  sDums 
That  patient  merit  of  the  unworthy  take. 
When  he  himself  might  his  quietus  make 
With  a  bare  bodkin  P  8k.  Earn.  m.  1. 

He 

That  kills  himself  t'  avoid  misery,  fears  it ; 
And  at  the  best  shows  a  bastard  yalour. 

Masiinger^  Maid  qfEommr, 

Says  he,  to  kill  himself  a  braye  man  scorns ; 
So,  instead  of  his  throat,  he  cut  his  corns. 

Kenny 9  Major  MePkertou,  a  Song, 
What  torments  are  allotted  those  sad  spirits 
Who,  groaning  with  the  burden  of  despair. 
No  longer  will  endure  the  cares  of  life. 
But  boldly  set  themselyes  at  liberty, 
Throuji^h  the  dark  'caves  of  death  to  wander  on, 
Like  wilder'd  travellers  without  a  guide ; 
Eternal  rovers  in  the  gloomy  maze.  Let, 

When  all  the  blandishments  of  life  are  gone. 
The  coward  sneaks  to  death,  the  brave  uve  on. 

G.  Sewell,  Tke  Suieiie. 
Fear,  guUt,  despair,  and  moon-struck  frenzy  rush 
On  voluntary  death :  the  wise,  the  brave, 
When  the  fierce  storms  of  fortune  round  them  roar. 
Combat  the  billows  with  redoubled  force : 
Then,  if  they  perish  ere  the  port  is  gain'd. 
They  sink  with  decent  pride  ;  and  from  the  deep 
Honour  retrieves  them  bright  as  rising  stars. 

IJenion^  Mariamne. 
If  there  be  an  hereafter, 
And  that  there  is,  conscience,  uninfluenc'd 
And  suffer'd  to  speak  out,  tells  every  man. 
Then  must  it  be  an  awful  thing  to  die  ; 
More  horrid  yet  to  die  by  one's  own  hand.  Blair,Ora9et2&9, 

Our  time  is  fix'd  ;  and  all  our  days  are  number'd  I 
How  long,  how  short,  we  know  not :  this  we  know. 
Duty  requires  we  calmly  wait  the  summons, 
Nor  dare  to  stir  till  heaven  shall  give  permission. 

JBlair,  Qrave^  417. 
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To  ran  away 
From  tldfl  world's  illsi  that,  at  the  veiT  worst. 
Will  soon  blow  o*er,  ^Linking  to  mend  onrselyei 
By  boldly  yentorine  on  a  world  unknown, 
And  plnngins  headlong  in  the  dark  I — 't  is  mad  I 
No  frenzy  h^f  so  desperate  as  this.  Blair,  Cfrave,  425. 

When  affliction  thnnders  o'er  onr  roofs  ; 
To  hide  aax  heads,  and  ran  into  oar  grayes. 
Shows  ns  no  men,  but  makes  us  fortone's  slayes. 

Jno,  Jones,  Adr(ut€t, 
How !  leap  into  the  pit  oar  life  to  save  P 
To  save  oar  life  leap  all  into  the  grave. 

Cowper,  The  Neediest  Alarm^  107. 
My  spirit  shrank  not  to  sustain 
The  searching  throes  of  ceaseless  pain  ; 
Nor  sought  the  self- accorded  grave 

Of  ancient  foob  and  modem  knave.  Byron,  Oiaour. 

He,  with  delirious  laugh,  the  dagger  hurl'd. 
And  burst  the  ties  that  bound  him  to  the  world ! 

Campbell,  Pleasures  of  Hope, 

SUIT,  8VIT0B. 

Mistress,  look  ou  me, 
Behold  the  window  of  my  heart,  mine  eve, 
What  humble  suit  attends  thy  answer  there. 

8h,  Loves  L.  L,  v.  2. 
Lightly  from  fair  to  fair  he  flew. 
And  loved  to  plead,  lament,  and  sue  ; 
Suit  lightly  won,  and  short-lived  pain. 
For  monarchs  seldom  sigh  in  vain.  Scott,  Marmion,  v.  9. 

SUMIEEB. 
From  bright'ning  fields  of  ether  fair  disclos'd 
Child  of  uie  sun,  refulgent  summer  comes, 
In  pride  of  youth,  and  felt  through  nature's  depth  ; 
He  comes  attended  by  the  sultiy  hours. 
And  ever-fanning  breezes,  on  his  way : 
While,  from  his  ardent  look,  the  turning  spring 
Averts  her  blushfiil  face ;  and  earth  and  skies, 
All-smiling,  to  his  hot  dominion  leaves.  Thomson,  8u/mmer*  1. 

BVir— ^fM  Dawn,  Svening,  Xoming. 

The  glorious  sun, 
Stays  in  his  course,  and  plays  the  alchemist ; 
Turning,  with  splendour  of  his  precious  eye. 
The  meagre  cloddy  earth  to  glittering  gold.  8h,  K,  John,  iii*  !• 
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8TJV — continued. 

What  light  through  yonder  window  breaks  P 

It  is  the  east,  and  Juliet  is  the  son  ! 

Arise,  fair  son,  and  kill  the  envious  moon.        8h.  Bom.  n.  2. 

Now,  ere  the  sun  advance  his  burning  eje. 

The  day  to  cheer,  and  night's  dank  dew  to  dry.  8h.  Bom,  n.  3. 

All  the  world's  bravery  that  delights  our  eyes. 

Is  but  thy  several  liveries  : 

Thou  the  rich  dye  on  them  bestow'st. 

Thy  pencil  paints  this  landscape  as  thou  go'st.  Cowley, 

The  sunshine  broken  in  the  rill. 
Though  turned  astray,  is  sunshine  stUl. 

Moore,  Lalla  Roohh,  The  Fire-  Wbrskippen, 

And  see  the  sun  himself!  on  wings 

Of  glory  up  the  east  he  springs. 

Angel  of  light !  who  from  the  time 

Those  heavens  began  their  march  sublime. 

Hath  first  of  all  the  starry  choir 

Trod  in  his  Maker's  steps  of  fire  I  Moore,  Lalla  Bookk, 

Thou  material  god ! 
And  representative  of  the  unknown. 
Who  chose  thee  for  his  shadow !     Thou  chief  star  1 
Centre  of  many  stars  I — which  mak'st  our  earth 
Endurable,  and  temperest  the  hues 
And  hearts  of  aU  who  walk  within  thy  rays ! 
Sire  of  the  seasons !     Monarch  of  the  climes, 
And  those  who  dwell  m  them !  for  near  or  far, 
Our  inborn  spirits  have  a  tint  of  thee. 
E'en  as  our  outward  aspects, — ^thou  dost  rise. 
And  shine  and  set  in  glory !  JByron^  Manfred,  iii.  2. 

I  marvel  not,  O  sun !  that  unto  thee 

In  adoration  man  should  bow  the  knee, 

And  pour  the  prayer  of  mingled  awe  and  love ; 

For  hke  a  Grod  thou  art,  and  on  thy  way 

Of  glory  sheddest,  with  benignant  ray. 

Beauty  and  life  and  joyance  firom  above.  Southejf. 

BinsnxEAM, 

Sunbeam  of  summer !  oh !  what  is  like  thee, 
Hope  of  the  wilderness,  joy  of  the  sea ! 
One  thing  is  like  thee  to  mortals  given, — 
The  faith  touching  all  things  with  hues  of  heaven. 

Mre.  Eemant. 
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BmmowxB. 

The  lofty  follower  of  the  ran. 
Sad  when  he  sets,  shuts  np  her  yellow  leayes, 
Drooping  all  night ;  and  when  he  warm  returns. 
Points  her  enamoured  bosom  to  his  ray.  Tkonuan,  Summer^  216. 

BUHDAT— «M  Babbath. 
E'en  Sunday  shines  no  Sabbath-day  to  me. 

Fope,  JEjf.  to  Arb.  12. 

8UHBI8E— MtfDawn,  Koning. 
Yonder  comes  the  powerM  king  of  day 
Rejoicing  in  the^  east.     The  lessening  cloud. 
The  kinging  azure,  and  the  mountain's  brow, 
Illumed  with  fluid  gold,  his  near  approach 
Betoken  glad.     Lo !  now,  apparent  all. 
Aslant  the  dew-bright  earth  and  colour'd  air 
He  looks  in  boundless  majesty  abroad. 
And  sheds  the  shining  day,  tnat  burnish'd  plays 
On  rocks,  and  hills,  and  towers,  and  wandering  streams. 
High  gleamiug  from  afar.  Thomson,  Summer,  81« 

Prime  cheerer.  light ! 
Of  all  material  beings  first  and  best ! 
Efllux  divine !  Nature's  resplendent  robe  I 
Without  whose  vesting  beauty  all  were  wrapt 
In  unessential  gloom  ;  and  thou,  O  sun ! 
Sold  of  surrounding  worlds !  in  whom  best  seen 
Shines  out  thy  maker  I  Thornton,  Summer,  90. 

I  say  the  sun  is  a  most  glorious  sight, 
IVe  seen  him  rise  full  oft,  indeed  of  late 
I  have  sat  up  on  purpose  all  the  night, 
Which  hastens,  as  physicians  say,  one's  fate ; 
And  so  all  ye,  who  would  be  in  the  right 
In  health  and  purse,  begin  your  day  to  date 
From  day-break,  and  when  coffin'd  at  fourscore. 
Engrave  upon  the  plate,  you  rose  at  four.  Byron,  2).  J.  n.  140. 

SmrSET— ««»  Evening,  Sight. 
The  sun,  when  he  from  noon  declines. 
And  with  abated  heat  less  fiercely  shines. 
Seems  to  grow  milder  as  he  turns  away. 
Pleasing  himself  with  the  remains  of  day.  Dryden. 

Bless'd  be  the  hour. 
The  time,  the  clime,  the  sj^ot,  where  I  so  oft 
Have  felt  that  moment  in  its  fullest  power 
Sink  o'er  the  earth  so  beautiful  and  soft. 
While  swung  the  deep  bell  in  the  distant  tower, 
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Or  the  faint  dying  day-hymn  stole  aloft. 

And  not  a  breath  crept  tnrough  the  rosy  air, 

And  yet  the  forest  leaves  seem'd  stirr'd  with  prayer.  Bpvn, 

'Tis  sunset :  to  the  firmament  serene, 
The  Atlantic  ware  reflects  a  goreeons  scene  ; 
Broad  in  the  cloudless  west  a  belt  of  gold 
Girds  the  blue  hemisphere  ;  aboTe,  unroll'd. 
The  keen  clear  air  grows  paJpable  to  sight. 
Embodied  in  a  flush  of  cnmson  light. 

Jcu.  Montgomery,  Greenland,  B.  T. 
Dipp'd  in  the  hues  of  sunset,  wreath*d  in  zones. 
The  elouds  are  resting  on  their  mountain  thrones ; 
One  peak  alone  exalts  its  glacier  crest, 
A  golden  paradise,  aboTc  the  rest ; 
Thither  the  day  with  lingering  steps  retires, 
And  in  its  own  blue  element  expires.  lb.  B.  m. 

BVPSBnUITT. 

If  ye  know 
Why  ask  ye,  and  superfluous  begin 
Your  message  like  to  end  so  mucn  in  vain  P 

MiUon,  P.  X.  IT.  832. 
SlTFXBIOBITT'^Mtf  SmlnenM. 

He,  aboTe  the  rest 
In  shape  and  nature  proudly  eminent. 
Stood  like  a  tower.  Milton^  P.  1. 1.  589. 

BUFEBSTITIOir— «M  Oipsies. 

*  Alas  I  you  know  the  cause  too  well : 

The  salt  is  spilt,  to  me  it  fell. 

Then,  to  contribute  to  my  loss. 

My  knife  and  fork  were  laid  across ; 

On  Friday  too  I  the  day  I  dread  I 

Would  I  were  safe  at  home  in  bed  I 

Last  night  (I  vow  to  heaven  'tis  true) 

Bounce  from  the  fire  a  coffin  fiew. 

Next  post  some  fatal  news  shall  tell, 

God  send  my  Cornish  friends  are  well !'  Oaify  Fah^  1^* 

Force  first  made  conquest,  and  that  conquest  law, 

Till  Superstition  taught  the  tyrant  awe. 

Then  shar'd  the  tyrumy,  then  lent  it  aid. 

And  gods  of  con^u'rors,  slayes  of  subjects  made  : 

She,  midst  the  lightning's  blase  and  thunders  sound, 

When  rock'd  the  moun&ins,  and  when  groan'd  the  groi^^ 
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She  tauf^ht  the  weak  to  bend,  the  proud  to  pray 
To  power  unseen,  and  mightier  far  than  they : 
8he,  from  the  rending  earth  and  bursting  skies, 
•Saw  gods  descend,  and  fiends  infernal  rise  ; 
Here  fix'd  the  dreadful,  there  the  blest  abodes ; 
Fear  made  her  deyils,  and  weak  hope  her  gods. 

Pope,  E.  M.  III.  245. 
England  a  fortune-telling  host. 
As  num'rous  as  the  stars  could  boast,--- 
Matrons,  who  toss  the  cup,  and  see 
The  grounds  of  fate  in  grounds  of  tea.  ChurehUl,Qko4t,  1.115. 

I  hare  led 
A  life  too  stirring  for  those  yaf^e  beliefk 
That  superstition  builds  in  sohtude.  L.  B,  Landon, 

Superstition  must  throw  off  religion's  disguise ; 
For  men,  now  enlighten*d,  not  darkling  like  owls, 
While  they  reverence  priests  who  are  holy  and  wise, 
WOl  no  longer  be  hoodwink'd  by  cassocks  or  cowls. 

Horace  Smith,  Quarrel  of  Faith,  Hope,  and  Charity » 
'Tis  a  history 
Handed  from  ages  down ;  a  nurse's  tale— • 
Which  children,  open-ey'd  and  mouth'd,  deyour ; 
And  thus  as  garrulous  ignorance  relates, 
We  learn  it  and  belieye.  Souihey,  Thalaha,  it. 

What  a  reasonless  machine 
Can  superstition  make  the  reas'ner  man  I     Miller,  Mahomet, 

gUPFLEgBSS    9$e  Deoelt,  Hypocrisy,  Obsequiousness,  Syoophanoy. 
How  hard  for  real  worth  to  gain  its  price : 
A  man  shall  make  his  fortune  in  a  tnce. 
If  blest  with  pliant,  thoush  but  slender  sense, 
Feign'd  modesty,  and  reia  impudence. 
A  supple  knee,  smootii  tongue,  an  easy  grace, 
A  curse  within,  a  smile  upon  his  face.  Young,  L,  ofF  in.  256. 

8UJUfJUX~«M  Xxoess,  Gluttony,  Satiety. 
As  surfeit  is  the  father  of  much  fast, 
So  every  scope,  by  the  immoderate  use, 
Turns  to  restraint.  Sh,  M.far  M.  i.  3. 

They  surfeited  with  honey :  and  began 

To  loathe  the  taste  of  sweetness,  whereof  little 

More  than  a  little  is  by  much  too  much.    Sh,  Hen,  ir,  i.  8, 2. 
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SinitPBISX— M*  Amairnnimt,  AitoniibiiMiit. 
The  things,  we  know,  are  neither  rich  nor  rare, 
Bat  wonder  how  the  devil  they  got  there.  Fope^  Ep,  to  Arb, 
The  handsome  bar-maids  stare,  as  mate  as  fishes  ; 
And  sallow  waiters,  frightened,  drop  their  dishes !  P.  Pindar, 
Were  his  eyes  open  P    Yes,  and  his  month  too  ;— 
Sarprise  has  this  effect,  to  make  one  domb. 
Yet  leave  the  gate,  which  eloquence  slips  throngh, 
As  wide  as  if  a  long  speech  were  to  come.  B^ran,  D,  J* 

iUSPlQf  fl-^M  Crime. 
For  thee  the  fates,  severely  kind,  ordain 
A  cool  suspense,  from  pleasure  or  from  pain.  Pope^ 

0TT8PICIOir— Mf  Oonseisnee,  Jealousy,  Love. 
See,  what  a  ready  tongue  suspicion  hath ! 
He  that  but  fears  the  thing  he  would  not  know, 
Hath,  by  instinct,  knowledge  from  others'  eyes, 
That  what  he  feared  is  chanced.  8h,  R,  ir.  2, 1. 1. 

He  that  will  live  of  all  cares  dispossessed. 
Must  shun  the  bad,  aye,  and  suspect  tiie  best. 

Herrich,  Apk.  ^. 
I  would  not  wrong 
Virtue,  so  tried,  by  the  least  shade  of  doubt  f 
Undue  suspicion  is  more  abject  baseness 
Even  than  the  guilt  suspected.  Aaron  EiU, 

Suspicion  is  a  heavy  armour,  and 
With  its  own  weight  impedes  more  than  it  protects. 

Byron,  Werner, 
Suspect  I — ^that's  a  spy's  office.    Oh  I  we  lose 
Ten  thousand  precious  moments  in  vain  words. 
And  vainer  fears.  Byron,  Sardanapcdus,  li. 

And  shall  we  all  condemn  and  all  distrust. 
Because  some  men  are  false  and  some  unjust  P 
Forbid  it  heaven ;  for  better  'twere  to  be 
Duped  of  the  fond  impossibility— 
Of  tight  and  radiance  which  sleep's  visions  gave. 
Than  thus  to  live  suspicion's  bitter  slave.  Mrs,  Norton. 

SWALLOW. 

When  Autumn  scatters  his  departing  gleams. 
Warned  of  approaching  Winter,  gathered,  play 
The  swallow-people;  and  tossed  wide  around 
O'er  the  calm  sky,  in  convolution  swift. 
The  feathered  eddy  floats  ;  rejoicing  once, 
Sre  to  their  wintry  slumbers  they  retire.  Tkonuon,  Ant,  834. 
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SWANS. 

The  swan  with  arched  neck 
Between  her  white  wings  mantling  proudly,  rows 
Her  state  with  oarj  feet.  Milton,  P.  X.  Tii.  438. 

The  stately-sailinff  swan 
Gires  ont  his  snowr  plumage  to  tne  gale  ; 
And,  arching  proud  his  necK,  with  oarj  feet 
Bears  forward  fierce,  and  guards  his  osier  isle, 
Protective  of  his  young.  TAomson,  Spring^  776. 

SWXAEIHa^-«M  Boasting,  Oaths. 

When  perjury,  that  heaven- defying  vice, 

Sells  oaths  by  tale,  and  at  the  lowest  price, 
.   Stamps  God  s  own  name  upon  a  lie  just  made, 

To  turn  a  penny  in  the  way  of  trade.  Cotoper,  Table  Talk,  421. 

What  follows  next,  let  cities  of  great  name. 

And  regions  long  since  desolate  proclaim. 

And  hast  thou  sworn,  on  every  slight  pretence, 

Till  perjuries  are  common  as  bad  pence, 

While  thousands,  careless  of  the  ciamning  sin, 

Xiss  the  book's  outside  who  ne'er  look  within  P  Ih.ETp.  386. 

Take  not  His  name,  who  made  thy  tongue,  in  vain  ; 

It  gets  thee  nothing,  and  hath  no  excuse.  Serbert, Church  P. 

8WXXT  BBIAB. 

From  this  bleeding  hand  of  mine. 

Take  tibis  sprig  of  eglantine ; 

Which,  though  sweet  unto  your  smell, 

Yet,  the  £retml  briar  will  tell, 

He  who  plucks  the  sweets  shall  prove 

Many  thorns  to  be  in  love.  Serrieh,  Amatory  Ode,  44. 


Things  sweet  to  taste  prove  in  digestion  sour.  8h^  It.  //.  i.  3. 

Your  words,  they  rob  the  Hybla  bees. 
And  leave  them  honeyless.  Sh.  Jul,  C,  v.  1. 

Sweets  to  the  sweet ;  farewell.  8h,  Ham,  v.  1. 

Your  words  are  like  the  notes  of  dying  swans— 
Too  sweet  to  last.  Dryden, 

How  sweet  most  be  the  lips  that  guard  that  tongue  I 

Farquharf  Constant  Couple,  ni. 

8WIFTHE8B. 

I  go,  I  go,  look  how  I  go ; 

Swifter  than  arrow  from  the  Tartar's  bow.  Sh.  Mid.  JV.  m.  2. 

B  B  2 
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Cheer'd  by  the  milder  beam,  tbe  sprightlj  youth 

Speeds  to  the  well-known  pool»  whoae  crystal  depth 

A  sandy  bottom  shows.    Awhile  he  stands 

Gazing  th'  inverted  landscape,  half  afraid 

To  meditate  the  blue  profound  below  ; 

Then  plunges  headlong  down  the  circling  flood. 

His  ebon  tresses  and  his  rosy  cheek 

Instant  emerge  ;  and  through  th'  obedient  waTe» 

At  each  short  breathing  by  his  lip  repell'd, 

With  arms  and  legs  according  weU,  he  makes. 

As  humour  leads,  an  easy  winding  path ; 

While,  from  his  polish'd  sides,  a  dewy  light 

Effuses  on  the  pfeas'd  spectators  round.  Thomson,  Sum,  1243» 

There  was  one  did  battle  with  the  storm 

With  careless,  desperate  force ;  full  many  times 

His  life  was  won  and  lost,  as  though  he  recked  not— 

No  hand  did  aid  him,  and  he  aided  none-« 

Alone  he  breasted  the  broad  wave,  alone 

That  man  was  saved  •  McUurin,  Bertram,  i.  3. 

How  many  a  time  hare  I 
Cloyen  with  arm  still  lustier,  breast  more  daring, 
The  ware  all  roughen 'd ;  with  a  swimmer  s  stroke 
Fling  the  billows  back  from  my  drench'd  hair. 
And  lau(|[hing  from  my  lip  the  audacious  brine, 
Which  kiss'd  it  like  a  wine-cup,  rising  o'er 
The  waves  as  they  rose,  and  prouder  still 
The  loftier  they  uplifted  me.  Byron,  Two  Foscari,  1. 1. 

8WI88  ALPS. 

No  vernal  blooms  their  torpid  rocks  array, 
But  winter  lingering  chills  tho  lap  of  May ; 
No  zephyr  fondly  sues  the  moimtain's  breast 
But  meteors  glare,  and  stormy  glooms  invest. 

Ooldsmitk,  Traveller,  172. 

ilTOOFHAHTB,   STOOFEAVOT^jm  Courtiers,   Obseqnioiisiiest,  Kme- 
•erving. 

You  are  meek,  and  humble-mouth'd  ; 
You  sign  your  place  and  calling,  in  ftdl  seeming. 
With  meekness  and  humility :  out  your  heart 
Is  cramm'd  with  arroganoy,  spleen,  and  pride. 

Sk.  JBC-  Tin.  Ti.  4. 
See  how  he  sets  his  countenance  for  deceit. 
And  promises  a  lie  before  he  speaks.  Ihifdtn, 
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miPATBT — tm  Xindneu,  Love,  KubIo,  Vature,  Beniibilitj. 
How  mucli  better  it  is  to  weep  at  joy 

Than  to  joy  at  weeping.  8h,  M,  Ado,  i.  1. 

What  my  tongue  dares  not,  that  my  heart  shall  sny. 

Thou  hast  given  me,  in  this  beauteous  face, 

A  world  of  earthly  blessings  to  my  soul, 

If  sympathy  of  love  unite  our  thoughts.    Sk,  Hen,  VL  2. 1. 1. 

The  eye  that  will  not  weep  another's  sorrow, 

Should  boast  no  gentler  brightness  than  the  glare 

That  reddens  in  uie  eyeball  of  the  wolf.  Mcuainger, 

Like  will  to  like ;  each  creature  loves  his  kind, 

Chaste  words  proceed  still  from  a  bashful  mind 

Merriekf  Aph»  293. 
Oh  I  who  the  exquisite  delii^hts  can  tell, 
The  joy  which  mutual  confidence  imparts  P 
Or  who  can  paint  the  charm  unspeakable, 
Which  links  in  tender  bands  two  faithful  hearts  P 

Mrs.  Tighe,  Psyche, 
There's  nought  in  this  bad  world  like  sympathy : 
'Tis  so  becoming  to  the  soul  and  face — 
Sets  to  soft  music  the  harmonious  sigh. 
And  robes  sweet  friendship  in  a  Brussels  lace.    Byron,  D.  J, 
There  are  ten  thousand  tones  and  signs 
We  hear  and  see,  but  none  defines— 
Involuntarv  sparks  of  thought, 
Which  stnke  from  out  the  iieart  o'erwrought, 
And  form  a  strange  intelligence, 
Alike  mysterious  and  intense. 
Which  link  the  burning  chain  that  biads 
Without  their  will,  young  hearts  and  minds ; 
Conveying  as  the  electric  wire. 

We  know  not  how,  the  absorbing  fire.  Jb.  Mazsppa,  yi.  234. 
Oh  I  ask  not,  hope  not,  thou  too  much 
Of  sympathy  below : 

Few  are  the  hearts  whence  one  same  touch 
Bids  the  same  fountain  flow  : 
Few—and  by  still  conflicting  povrers 
Forbidden  here  to  meet- 
Such  ties  would  make  this  life  of  ours 

Too  fair  for  ought  so  fleet.  Mrs,  Hemane. 

Close  as  the  fondest  links  could  strain. 
Turned  with  my  very  heart  he  grew, 
And  by  that  fate  which  breaks  the  chain, 
The  heart  is  almost  broken  too.       T.  Moore,  Jueenile  Poems. 
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0TMPATHY— mm^mmmI. 
Our  hearts,  mj  love,  were  fonn'd  to  be 
The  genuine  twins  of  sjpipathj. 
They  liye  in  one  sensation  : 
In  joj  or  ffrief,  but  most  in  lore. 
Like  chords  in  unison  they  move, 
And  thrill  with  like  yibration.    T,  Moore,  Sympath/,  to  Jalia. 

Whose  hearts  in  eyeir  thought  are  one» 

Whose  Yoices  utter  the  same  wills. 

Answering,  as  echo  doth  some  tone 

Of  fairy  music  'mong  the  hills, 

So  like  itself  we  seek  In  yain 

Which  is  the  echo,  which  the  strain*    lb.  Lovu  of  the  Angeh, 

How  bless'd  the  heart  that  has  a  friend 

A  sympathising  ear  to  lend 

To  troubles  too  great  to  smother  P 

For  as  ale  and  porter,  when  flat,  are  restor'd 

Till  a  sparkling  bubbling  head  tiliey  afford. 

So  sorrow  is  cheer'd  by  oeing  pour'd 

From  one  vessel  into  another.  Sooi,  Mist  KUmMtegg. 

A  knight  and  a  lady  once  met  in  a  groye, 

While  each  was  in  quest  of  a  fugitive  love  ; 

A  river  ran  mournfully  murmurmg  by, 

And  they  wept  in  its  waters  for  sympathy. 

"  Oh,  never  was  knight  such  a  sorrow  tliat  bore, 

"  Oh,  never  was  maid  so  deserted  before." 

'*  From  life  and  its  woes  let  us  instantly  fly. 

And  jump  in  together  for  sympathy !" 

At  length  spoke  the  lass,  'twixt  a  smile  and  a  tear; 

••  The  weather  is  cold  for  a  watery  bier. 

When  the  summer  returns,  we  may  eadly  die  ; 

Till  then  let  us  sorrow  in  sympatny."  RegiMtld  Mtber* 

I  know  thee  not^and  yet  our  spirits  seem 
Together  link'd  by  sympathy  and  love, 
And,  like  th0  mingled  waters  of  a  stream, 
Our  thoughts  and  fancies  all  united  rove.   Mrs.  Welbg,  (Am.) 
8TV0D8. 
Synods  are  mystical  bear-gardens. 
Where  elders,  deputies,  church-wardens, 
And  other  members  of  the  court. 
Manage  the  Babylonish  sport.         JSutler,  Sud.  i.  in*  1^* 

Synods  are  whelps  o'  ih'  Inquisition, 

A  mongrel  breed  of  like  pemition.  BuUer,  Ritd,  i.  m.  116  ^* 
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ZAILOBfl. 

O  monstroTis  arroganee  I  thou  liest 

Thoa  thread,  thou  thimble, 

Thoa  yard,  three-quarters,  half-yard,  quarter,  nail* 

Thou  flea,  thou  nit,  thou  winter-cricket,  thou : — 

Brar'd  in  mine  own  house  with  a  skein  of  thread ! 

Away  thou  rag,  thou  quantity,  thou  remnant ; 

Or  1  shall  so  be-mete  thee  with  thy  yard, 

As  thou  shalt  think  on  prating  whilst  thou  liy'st  I 

8h.  Tarn.  8.  jy.  3. 
TALK— «M  Astmishmoit,  Fear,  Lift,  ttorj. 
This  act  is  an  ancient  tale  new  told ; 
And,  in  the  last  repeating,  troublesome, 
Being  urged  at  a  tune  unreasonable.  8L  K.  Jokn^  it.  2. 

An  honest  tale  speeds  best,  bemg  plainly  told.  Sh,  B.  /i7.iv.4. 
They  gather  round,  and  wonder  at  the  tale 
Of  horrid  apparition,  tall  and  ghostly. 
That  walks  at  dead  of  night,  or  takes  his  stand 
O'er  some  new-open'd  graye,  and,  (strange  to  tell,) 
Eyaniahes  at  .crowing  of  the  cock.  Blair^  Orave,  67. 

TALXHTS. 

Talents  angel-bright, 
K  wanting  worth,  are  shining  instruments 
In  fiJse  ambition's  hand,  to  finish  faults 
Illustrious,  and  giye  infamy  renown.      Young,  N.  T.  n.  273. 

TAUAOomra. 

So  learned  Taliacotius,  from 
The  brawny  part  of  porter's  bum, 
Cut  supplemental  noses,  which 
Woula  last  as  long  as  parent  breech : 
But  when  the  date  of  fTock  was  out, 

Off  dropt  the  sympathetic  snout.  BiUl&r^  Hud.  i.  281. 

TALKIVa— nNtf  Boasting,  Boris,  Bloqwanee,  Tadleasaess,  Words, 
You  cram  these  words  into  mine  ears,  against 
The  stomach  of  my  sense.  8h.  Temp,  ii.  1. 

The  fool  hath  planted  in  his  memory 
An  army  of  good  words :  and  I  do  know 
A  many  fools  that  stand  in  better  place, 
Gramish'd  like  him,  that  for  a  tricksy  word 
Defy  the  matter.  8k.  Jf.  of  Ten,  iii.  5, 

He  giyes  the  bastinado  with  his  tongue ; 
Our  ears  are  cudgel'd ;  not  a  word  of  his, 
But  buffets  better  than  a  fist  of  France : 
Zounds  1  I  was  neyer  so  bethump'd  with  words, 
Since  I  first  called  my  brother's  father,  dad.  8h.  K,  John,  ii.  2. 
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Why,  what  a  wasp-stonff  and  impatient  fool 
Art  thou,  to  break  into  this  woman's  mood ; 
IVing  thine  ear  to  no  tongne  but  thine  own ! 

8A.M.  r/.  part  1-  i-^ 
We  win  not  stand  to  prate, 
Talkers  are  no  good  doers ;  be  assured 
We  go  to  use  our  hands,  and  not  our  tongues.  Si.  Eia*  xxz.  i-  *• 

I'll  talk  a  word  with  this  same  learned  Theban  :— 

What  is  your  study  P  8k.  L^cur^  in.  ♦• 

But  words  are  words  ;  I  never  yet  did  hear, 

That  the  bruis'd  heart  was  pierced  through  the  ear.  ^ 

But  still  his  tongue  ran  on,  the  less 

Of  weight  it  bore,  with  greater  ease ; 

And  with  its  everlasting  clack,  ^« 

Set  all  men's  ears  upon  the  rack.         BuUer,  Hud.  3,  xx.  4^ 

What  you  keep  by  you,  you  may  change  and  mend  ; 

But  words  once  spoken  can  never  be  recall'd.      for^^**' 

My  tongue  within  my  lips  I  rein, 

For  who  talks  much  must  talk  in  vain  ; 

We  from  the  wordy  torrent  fly ;  -w^^joi^ 

Who  listens  to  the  chatt'ring  pye.  Gay^  Fable,  Intr^^^^*^ 

On  folly's  lips  eternal  tattlings  dwell ; 

Wisdom  speaks  little,  but  that  little  weU. 

8o  lengthening  shades  the  sun's  decline  betrayi  -^ii^^h 

A.nd  shorter  shadows  mark  meridian  day.  8.  -^^ 

Words  leam'd  by  rote,  a  parrot  may  rehearse, 
But  talking  is  not  always  to  converse ; 

I^ot  more  distinct  from  harmony  divine,  ^/m^s. 

The  constant  creaking  of  a  country  sign.  Ora^ptfr,  Comve^^ 
TALLHB88. 

She,  in  sooth, 
Possess'd  an  air  and  grace  by  no  means  common  ;  61. 

Her  stature  tall— I  hate  a  dumpy  woman.  Byran^  D.  tA*     ' 

TAXPXBIVO. 

"  At  once  all  law  all  settlement  control, 
And  mend  the  parts  b^  ruin  of  the  whole ; 
The  tampering  world  is  subject  to  this  curse 
To  physic  their  disease  into  a  worse." 

Q,mt9d  by  Mr.  Love  on  the  Srform  Bill,  June  lei. 
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TA880. 

TasBO  is  their  glory  and  their  Bhame. 

Hark  to  his  strain  I  and  then  surrey  his  cell  I 

And  see  how  dearly  eam'd  Torqaato's  fame, 

And  where  Alfonso  bade  his  poet  dwell : 

The  miserable  despot  could  not  quell 

The  insulted  mind  he  sought  to  quench,  and  blend 

With  the  surrounding  maniacs,  in  the  hell 

Where  he  had  plunged  it.    Glory  without  end 

Scattered  the  clouds  away ;  and  on  that  name  attend. 

Byron,  Ch.  M.  iv.  36. 
Peace  to  Torquato's  injured  shade  I  'twas  his 
In  life  and  death  to  be  the  mark  where  wrong 
Aim'd  with  her  poison'd  arrows, — but  to  miss. 
Oh,  yictor  unsurpassed  in  modem  song ! 
Each  jear  brings  forth  its  millions ;  but  how  long 
The  tide  of  generations  shall  roll  on. 
And  not  the  whole  combin'd  and  countless  throng 
Compose  a  mind  like  thine  P  though  all  in  one 
Conciens'd  their  scattered  rays,  they  would  not  form  a  sun. 

Byron,  Ch.  IT.  iv.  30. 
TA8TE. 
They  nerer  taste  who  always  drink ; 
They  always  talk  who  nerer  think. 

Briar,  On  aptusage  in  the  Scaligeriana. 
Talk  what  yon  will  of  taste,  mj  friend,  you'll  find 
Two  of  a  face  as  soon  as  of  a  mmd.  Bope,  Im,  qfSor,  2,  n.  268. 

For  what  has  Tirro  painted,  built,  and  planted  P 
Only  to  show  how  many  tastes  he  wanted. 
What  brought  Sir  Yisto's  ill-got  wealth  to  waste  P 
Some  demon  whispered,  "  Yisto  I  hare  a  taste." 

Bope,  M.  JE,  IT.  13. 
Good  natiTe  taste,  though  rude,  is  seldom  wrong, 
Be  it  in  music,  painting,  or  in  song ; 
But  this,  as  well  as  other  faculties. 
Improves  with  age  and  ripens  by  degrees. 

Jmutrong,  Tatte,  26. 
Tis  chiefly  taste,  or  blunt,  or  gross  or  fine. 
Makes  life  insipid,  bestial,  or  dirine ; 
Better  be  bom  with  taste  to  little  rent. 
Than  the  dull  monarch  of  a  continent ; 
Without  this  bounty  which  the  gods  bestow, 
Can  Fortune  make  one  fayourite  happy  P    No. 

Armitrong,  Benevolence,  48. 
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TATTUES8. 

Beware  of  tattlers ;  keep  TOnr  ear 

Close  stopt  against  the  tales  thej  bear, 

Fruits  of  tiieir  own  mventioii ; 

The  separation  of  chief  friends 

Is  what  their  kindness  most  intends ; 

Their  sport  is  your  dissension.  Cowper,  Friendship^  Id 

TAYSBITB. 

Souls  of  poets  dead  and  gone, 

What  elvsium  have  ye  known, 

Happy  field  or  mossy  cavern,  ^ 

Choicer  than  the  Mermaid  tavern  P  KeaU^  Mermaid  Totem. 

Would  you  have  each  blessing  full, 

Hither  fly  aud  live  with  BuU, 

Feast  for  body,  feast  for  mind. 

Best  of  welcome,  taste  refin'd. 

Bull  does  nothing  here  by  halves, 

All  other  landlords  are  but  calves. 

Lord  £rskine,  N.  Q.  Sep.  Stk,  1866. 
TAZAnOK,  TAZXS. 

These  exactions 

Whereof  my  sovereign  would  have  note,  they  are 

Most  pestilent  to  th'  hearing ;  and,  to  bear  'em 

The  back  is  sacrifice  to  th*  load.  8k.  R.  Ym.  u.  1. 

By  heaven,  I  had^  rather  coin  my  heart. 

And  drop  my  blood  for  drachmas,  than  to  wring 

From  the  hard  hands  of  peasants  their  vile  trasn, 

By  any  indirection.  Sk.  Jul,  C.  ir.  3. 

In  things  a  moderation  keep ; 

Kings  ought  to  shear,  not  skin  their  sheep.  JIerriek,Apk.lv9, 

What  is't  to  us  if  taxes  rise  or  fall? 

Thanks  to  our  fortune,  we  pay  none  at  all.  Churchill,  Ni*  263. 
TEA. 

The  gentle  fair  on  nervous  tea  relies, 

Whibt  gay  good-nature  sparkles  in  her  eyes ; 

An  inonensive  scandal  fluttering  round. 

Too  rough  to  tickle,  and  too  light  to  wound.  Crabbe,  Inehrieig, 
TEACHEB8,  TEACHING— t^^  Education. 
I  have  laboured. 

And  with  no  little  study,  that  my  teaching 

And  the  strong  course  of  my  authority. 

May  go  one  wdy.  Sk.  S.  VIII>2. 

Teachers  men  honour,  learners  they  allure ; 

But  learners  teaching,  of  contempt  are  sure. 

Crabbe,  Learned  Bojf. 
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TKATM    twAflbctioa,  Orief,  Love,  FeUtioai,  W«eping. 

The  big  round  tears 
Conrs'd  one  another  down  his  innocent  nose 
In  piteous  chase.  8h.  As  Y,  L.  ii.  1. 

What's  the  matter, 
That  this  distemper'd  messenger  of  wet, 
The  many  coloured  Iris,  rounds  thine  eye.  8h,  AlPs  TV.  i.  3. 
I  am  not  prone  to  weeping,  as  our  sex 
Commonly  are  ;  the  want  of  which  vain  dew. 
Perchance  shall  dry  your  pities  :  but  I  have 
That  honourable  grief  lodg'd  here,  which  bums 
Worse  than  tears  drown.  8A.  Wini,  T,  ii.  1. 

Trust  not  those  cunning  waters  of  his  eyes. 
For  yiilany  is  not  without  such  rheum ; 
And  he,  long  traded  in  it,  makes  it  seem 
Like  rirers  of  remorse  and  innocency.      ^  8h,  K^  John^  it.  3. 
Let  me  wipe  off  this  honourable  dew, 
That  silveny  doth  progress  on  thy  cheeks  ; 
My  heart  hath  melted  at  a  lady's  tears. 
Being  an  ordinary  inundation ; 
But  tius  effusion  of  such  manly  drops, 
This  shower,  blown  up  by  tempest  of  the  soul. 
Startles  mine  eyes,  and  makes  me  more  amaz'd 
Than  had  1  seen  the  raulted  top  of  heaven 
Figur'd  quite  o'er  with  burning  meteors.     8h*  K.  John^  y.  2. 
The  pretty  and  sweet  manner  of  it  forc'd 
Those  waters  from  me  which  I  would  have  stopp'd ; 
But  I  had  not  so  much  of  man  in  me, 
But  all  my  mother  came  into  mine  eyes, 
And  gave  me  up  to  tears.  8h.  H,  r.  iv.  6. 

To  weep,  is  to  make  less  the  depth,  of  grief: 
Tears,  then,  for  babes ;  blows  and  revenge  for  me  ! 

Sh.  If.  r/.  3,  ir.  1. 
What  I  should  say. 
My  tears  gainsay :  for  every  word  I  speak, 
Ye  see,  I  drink  the  water  of  mine  eyes.  Ih,  3.  y.  1. 

Those  eyes  of  thine  from  mine  have  drawn  salt  tears, 
Sham'd  their  aspects  with  store  of  childish  drops. 

8h.  Bic.  in.  I.  2. 
I  did  not  think  to  shed  a  single  tear 
Li  all  my  miseries  ;  but  thou  hast  forc'd  me, 
Out  of  thy  honest  truth,  to  play  the  woman. 

Sh.  E,  vnu  in.  2. 
He  has  strangled  his  language  in  his  tears.  lb  v.  1. 
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Tffftirir    rm^V-if 

ToucH  me  with  noble  anger ! 
O,  let  not  woman's  weapons,  water-drops, 
8tain  my  man's  cheek !  8k,  Lear,  n.  4 

Patience  and  sorrow  strove. 
Which  should  express  her  goodliest    You  have  seen 
Sunshine  and  rain  at  once :  those  happj  smiles 
That  play'd  on  her  ripe  lip,  seem'd  not  to  know 
What  guests  were  in  her  eyes  ;  which  parted  thence, 
As  pearls  from  diamonds  duropp'd.  Sh.  Lear^  nr.  8. 

Then  fresh  tears 
Stood  on  her  cheeks ;  as  doth  the  honey-dew 
Upon  a  gathered  lily  almost  wither 'd.  Sk,  TU.  And, 

Venus  smiles  not  in  a  house  of  tears.  8h,  Bon^  it.  1* 

'  O  father,  what  a  hell  of  witchcraft  lies 

In  the  small  orb  of  one  particular  tear  I 

But  with  the  inundation  of  the  eyes, 

What  rocky  heart  to  water  will  not  wear?  Sh,  Lover' i  Comp'^^ 

Heav'n,  that  knows 
The  weakness  of  our  natures,  will  forgire. 
Nay,  must  applaud  love's  debt,  when  decent  paid  : 
Nor  can  the  oravest  mortal  blame  the  tear 
Which  glitters  on  the  bier  of  fallen  worth.  Shirley,  Parridde. 

She  by  the  river  sat,  and  sitting  there, 

She  wept,  and  made  it  deeper  oy  a  tear.  JHerriek,  ^iMMr.332. 

Thrice  he  assay 'd,  and  thrice  in  spite  of  scorn, 

Tears,  such  as  angels  weep,  burst  forth.  Miltonj  P.  X.  i-  619. 

And  sorrow  too  finds  some  relief. 

In  tears  which  wait  upon  our  grief.  WalUr. 

There's  not  a  tear  that  falls  frcmi  those  dear  eyes, 

But  makes  my  heart  weep  blood.  Lee,  jfilhridatef. 

Believe  these  tears,  which  from  my  wounded  heart. 

Bleed  at  my  eyes.  Drydeu,  Spanish  Friar' 

Thy  tears  are  no  reproach : 
Tears  oft  look  graceftd  on  the  manly  cheek  ; 
The  cruel  cannot  weep.    Lo,  friendship's  eye 
Gives  thee  the  drop  it  would  refuse  itself. 

ThofHMony  SophonUbiti  T.  1' 
Of  nature's  tears 
I  would  not  rob  thee  :  they  invigorate  virtue. 
Soften  at  once  and  fortify  the  heart ; 
But  when  they  rise  to  speak  this  desperate  language. 
They  then  grow  tears  of  weakness.  Thomson,  Sd.  ^£Lvf'1 
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XBAX8 — eoHtkumL 
Hide  not  thj  tears  ;  weep  boldlj  and  be  proud  . 
To  give  the  flowing  yirtne  manlj  way  : 
Tis  nature's  mark  to  know  an  honest  heart  bj. 
Shame  on  those  breasts  of  stone  that  cannot  melt 
In  soft  adoption  of  another's  sorrow.         Aaron  Mill,  Alzira. 
See  the  tide  working  upward  to  his  eye. 
And  stealing  from  hun  m  large  silent  drops, 
Without  his  leave.  Toung,  BuiirU. 

The  eye,  that  will  not  weep  another's  sorrow, 
Should  boast  no  gentler  brightness  than  the  glare. 
That  reddens  in  the  eye-ball  of  the  wolf.        Mown,  EffHda* 
Ko  radiant  pearl,  which  crested  fortune  wears, 
No  gem,  that  twinkling  hangs  from  beauty's  ears  : 
Not  the  bright  stars,  which  night's  blue  arch  adorn  ; 
Nor  risine  sun,  that  gilds  the  Temal  mom  ; 
Shine  witn  such  lustre  as  the  tear,  that  flows 
Down  virtue's  manly  cheek  for  other's  woes.  Danoin, 

The  tear  down  childhood's  cheek  that  flows. 
Is  like  the  dewdrop  on  the  rose ; 

When  next  the  summer  breeze  comes  by,  j 

And  waves  the  bush,  the  flower  is  dry.  Scott,  Eohehy,  lY.  11.  ' 

A  child  will  weep  at  a  bramble's  smart, 

A  maid  to  see  her  sparrow  part,  I 

A  stripling  for  a  woman's  heart :  ' 

But  woe  awaits  a  country,  when 

She  sees  the  tears  of  bearded  men.      Scott,  Marmion,  T.  16.  | 

So  bright  the  tear  in  beauty's  eye,  ! 

Love  hklf  regrets  to  kiss  it  dry ; 
So  sweet  the  blush  of  bashfumess, 

Ev'n  pity  scarce  can  wish  it  less.     Byron,  Bride  of  Ah,  x.  8. 
What  gem  hath  dropp'd  and  sparkles  o'er  his  chain  P 
The  tear  most  sacred,  shed  for  other's  pain. 
That  starts  at  once — ^bright — ^pure — ^from  pity's  mine. 
Already  polished  by  the  hand  dirine  I  Byron,  O/rsair,  ii.  15. 
Oh  I  too  convincing — dangerously  dear— 
In  woman's  eye  the  unanswerable  tear ! 
That  weapon  of  her  weakness  she  can  wield. 
To  save,  subdue — at  once  her  spear  and  shield  ; 
Avoid  it — ^virtue  ebbs  and  wisdom  errs, 
Too  fondly  gazing  on  that  grief  of  hers  I 
What  lost  a  world,  and  msde  a  hero  fly  P 
The  timid  tear  in  Cleopatra's  eye*        Byron,  Corsair,  n.  19. 
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None  are  so  .'desolate  but  soi&etlmig  dear. 

Dearer  than  self,  possesaes  or  possess'd 

A  thought,  and  claims  the  homage  of  a  tear. 

She  was  a  good  deal  shock'd ;  not  shook'd  at  tears, 

For  women  shed  and  use  them  at  their  liking ; 

But  there  is  something  when  man's  e^e  appears 
•  Wet,  still  more  disagreeable  and  striking.  Byron,  2>.  /•  ▼•  11& 
Hide  thy  tears — 

I  do  not  bid  thee  not  to  shed  them— 'twere 
.  Easier  to  stop  Euphrates  at  its  source 

Than  one  tear  of  a  true  and  tender  heart^- 

But  let  me  not  behold  them ;  thej  unman  me. 

Byron,  SardanapML 

I  wish'd  but  for  a  single  tear. 

As  something  welcome,  new  and  dear, 

I  wish'd  it  then,  I  wish  it  still, 

Despair  is  stronger  than  my  wilL  Byron,  Qiaoi^' 

When  friendship  or  Iotc  our  sympathies  more, 

When  truth  in  a  glance  should  appear, 

Q%e  lips  may  beguile  with  a  dimple  or  snule. 

But  the  test  of  affection's  a  tear.  Byron,  The  Tear. 

Mbj  no  marble  bestow  the  splendour  of  woe. 

Which  the  children  of  vanity  rear ; 

No  fiction  of  fame  shall  blason  my  name, 

All  I  ask-aU  I  wish^-is  a  tear.  Byron,  The  Tear, 

Oh  I  those  are  tears  of  bitterness, 

Wrung  from  the  breaking  heart, 

When  two,  blest  in  their  tenderness, 

Must  learn  to  lire  apart !  Z.  E,  Lan^ 

Beauty's  tears  are  lorelier  than  her  smile.  Camph^' 

To  me  the  meanest  flower  that  blows  can  gire 
Thoughts  that  do  often  lie  too  deep  for  tears. 

WordttoortA,  Intimations  qflmmortaliftlf  ^^' 
The  tear  that  is  shed,  though  in  secret  it  roll. 
Shall  long  keep  his  memory  green  in  my  soul.  T.  3£iort, 

Tears  such  as  tender  fathers  shed 

Warm  from  my  aged  eyes  descend, 

For  joy,  to  think,  when  I  am  dead, 

My  son  wiU  have  mankind  lus  friend.  HandeU  Som^ 
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TKAB8 — eontmued. 

Tears,  idle  teart,  I  know  not  what  thej  mean. 

Tears  from  the  depth  of  some  divine  despair 

Bise  in  the  heart,  to  gather  in  the  eyes. 

In  looking  on  the  happy  autumn  fields, 

And  thinking  of  the  days  that  are  no  more. 

Tennyson,  The  Princess,  TV, 

The  smile  that  illumines  the  features  of  beauty, 

When  kindled  by  virtue,  alluring  appears  ; 

But  smiles,  tho'  alluring,  no  magic  can  borrow, 

To  vie  with  the  softness  of  beauty  in  tears. 

The  smiles  that  are  sweetest  are  often  deceiving ; 

Too  often  a  mask  which  the  Cold  hearted  wears ; 

But  a  tear  is  the  holiest  offspring  of  feeling. 

And  monarchs  are  weak  before  beauty  in  ^ars.  MS, 

TEBIOtrSHXSS-rMtf  Talking. 

Sometimes  an  author,  fond  of  his  own  thought, 
.  Pursues  its  object  till  'tis  over- wrought : 

If  he  describes  a  house,  he  shows  the  face, 

And  after,  walks  you  round  from  place  to  place  ; 

Here  is  a  vista,  there  the  doors  unfold. 

Balconies  here  are  ballustred  with  gold ; 

Then  counts  the  rounds  and  ovals  in  the  halls. 

The  festoons,  friezes,  and  the  astragals  : 

Tired  with  his  tedious  pomp,  away  I  run, 

And  skip  o'er  twenty  pages  to  be  gone. 

D/yden,  'Art  of  Poetry,  i.  49. 

TEXIH. 

Some  ask'd  how  pearls  did  grow,  and  where  P 

Then  spoke  I  to  my  girl, 

To  part  her  lips,  and  shew  me  there 

The  quarrelets  of  pearl.  Herrick,  Amatory  Odes,  51. 

Kate's  teeth  are  black ;  white  lately  Bell's  are  grown  : 

Bell  buys  her  teeth,  and  Kate  stiU  keeps  her  own. 

Martial,  (Hodgson),  v.  43^ 
TXUBOBAFH. 

O  star-eyed  scienpe !  hast  thou  wander'd  there, 

To  waft  us  home  the  message  of  despair  P 

Campbell,  Pleasures  qfHope,  n.  325. 

The  electric  chain,  whose  mystic  girth. 

Makes  "distance  but  a  span ; 

And  science  covering  all  the  earth 

With  benefits  for  man ; 

And  countless  triumphs  to  be  bom. 

In  the  new  dawning  of  the  mom. 

•  •  Charles  Maekay,  to  Queen  Vtetaria,  Stanza  12. 
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t  Diiflratioiu 

Think  Ton  a  little  din  can  dannt  mine  ears  P 
Have  I  not  in  my  time  heard  lions  roarP 
Have  I  not  heard  the  sea,  puff 'd  up  with  wind, 
Bage  like  an  angry  boar,  cnafed  with  sweat  P 
Have  I  not  heard  peat  ordnance  in  the  field. 
And  heayen's  artillery  thunder  in  the  skies  P 
Haye  I  not  in  a  pitched  battle  heard 
Loud  'larums,  neighing  steeds,  and  tromnets  clang  P 
And  do  you  tell  me  of  a  woman's  tongue  r    Sk.  Tarn,  8.  n.  8. 
Oh !  blest  with  temper,  whose  unclouded  ray 
Can  make  to-morrow  cheerful  as  to-day.  Pope^  M.  B.  u.  ^7. 
Some  fretful  tempers  wince  at  every  touch. 
You  always  do  too  little,  or  too  much.  Qmpfr, 

Of  all  bad  things  by  which  mankind  are  curs'd. 
Their  own  bad  tempers  surely  are  the  worst. 

Cumberland^ g  Meandm'. 
TBHPSaAVCX— «M  Absttoenee,  Old  Age,  Water. 
Philosophy,,  religious  solitude 
And  labour  wait  on  temperance ;  in  these 
Desire  is  bounded :  they  instruct  the  mind's 
And  body's  action.  Nttbh.  JtGeroeomut 

If  aU  the  world 
Should,  in  a  pet  of  temperance,  feed  on  pulse. 
Drink  the  clear  stream,  and  nothing  wear  but  frieze, 
The  All-ffiyer  would  be  unthsnk'd,  would  be  unprais'd ; 
Not  halThis  riches  known,  and  yet  despis'd ; 
And  we  should  serve  him  as  a  grudffing  master, 
As  a  penurious  niggard  of  his  wealth  ; 
And  Uve  like  nature's  bastards,  not  her  sons. 

AfiUan,  Omui,  720. 
Impostor  I  do  not  chaive  most  innocent  nature 
As  if  she  would  her  children  should  be  riotous 
With  her  abundance ;  she,  good  cateress. 
Means  her  provision  only  to  the  good. 
That  live  according  to  her  sober  uiws, 
,  And  holy  dictates  of  spare  temperance. '  Mtltan,  Comui,  76L 

IT  thou  well  observe 
The  rule  of '  not  too  much,'  by  temperance  taught 
In  what  thou  eat'st  and  drink'st,  seeking  from  thence 
Due  nourishment,  not  gluttonous  delight. 
Till  many  years  over  tny  head  return ; 
So  mavst  thou  live,  till,  like  ripe  fruit,  thou  drop 
Into  thy  mother's  lap,  or  be  with  ease 
Gather  <1,  not  harshly  pluck'd,  in  death  mature.  lb.  P.  X.590. 
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TFMFSSJJSOE-^eontinued, 

Temperate  in  eyery  place,— abroad,  at  home, 

Thence  will  applause,  and  hence  will  profit  come ; 

And  health  from  either  he  in  time  prepares 

For  sicknesB,  age,  and  their  attendant  cares. 

Orabbe,  The  Borough, 
TEMPE8IB— 4M  Storms,  Thunder. 

Suddeine  thej  see  from  midst  of  all  the  maine 

The  surging  waters  like  a  mountain  rise, 

And  ilie  great  sea,  puft  up  with  proud  disdaine. 

To  swell  above  the  measure  of  his  ^ise. 

As  threatning  to  devoure  all  tiiat  his  powre  despise. 

Spenser,  Fairy  Qu^en,  XZI.  21. 
The  southern  wind 

Doth  play  the  trumpet  to  his  purposes ; 

•  And,  DY  nis  hollow  whistling  in  the  leaTcs, 
Foretells  a  tempest,  and  a  blustering  day. 

8h.  M.  /F.  part  1,  t.  i. 
I  haye  seen  tempests,  when  the  scolding  winds 
Haye  riy'd  the  knotty  oaks  ;  and  I  haye  seen 
The  ambitious  ocean  swell,  rage,  and  foam, 
To  be  exalted  with  the  threat  ning  clouds  ; 
But  neyer  till  to-night,  neyer  till  now, 
Did  I  go  through  a  tempest  dropping  fire.      8h.  Jul,  C.  i.  8. 

Look  from  the  turbid  south 
What  floods  of  flame  in  red  diflusion  burst. 
Frequent  and  furious,  darting  thro'  the  dark 
And  broken  ridges  of  a  thousand  clouds, 
Fil'd  hill  on  hill ;  and  hark,  the  thunder  rous'd. 
Groans  in  long  roarings  through  the  distant  gloom. 

Mallet,  Muitapha. 
A  horrid  stillness  first  inyades  the  ear. 
And  in  tliat  silence  we  the  tempest  fear. 

Dryden^  AstrtB  Redux,  7. 
From  cloud  to  cloud  the  rending  lightnings  rage  ; 
Till,  in  the  furious  elemental  war 
Dissoly'd,  the  whole  precipitated  mass. 
Unbroken  floods,  and  solid  torrents  pour.  Thomion,  Sum,  799. 

Along  the  woods,  alone  the  moorish  fens, 
Sig^s  the  sad  genius  of  the  comine  storm ; 
And  up  among  the  loose  disjointea  clifls, 
And  finustured  mountains  wud,  the  brawling  brook 
^  And  caye,  presageful,  send  a  hollow  moan, 

*  Hesounding  long  in  listening  fancy's  ear.        Ih,   Whiter,  66. 

8  8 
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TSMPX8TS— Mfi/miMJ. 
And  sometimes  too  a  burst  of  nun. 
Swept  from  the  black  horizon,  broad,  descends 
In  one  continuous  flood.     StiU  over  head 
The  mingling  tempest  weaves  its  gloom,  and  still 
The  deluge  deepens  ;  till  the  fields  around 
Lie  sunk,  and  flatted,  in  the  sordid  wave. 
Sudden  the  ditches  swell ;  the  meadows  swim. 
Bed,  from  the  hills,  innumerable  streams 
Tumultuous  roar ;  and  high  above  its  banks 
The  river  lifts ;  before  whose  rushing  tide. 
Herds,  flocks,  and  harvests,  cottages  and  swains. 
Boll  mingled  down  ;  all  that  the  winds  had  spar'd 
In  one  wild  moment  ruined ;  the  bi^  hopes. 
And  well-earned  treasures  of  the  painful  year.  .^ 

Thomson,  Aiai^»^*^' 
The  sky 
Is  overcast,  and  musters  muttering  thunder. 
In  clouds  that  seem  approaching  fast,  and  show 
In  forked  flashes  a  commanding  tempest.  , 

Byroih  Sardanapal^*  "•  ^ 
Hark !  hark  !    deep  sounds,  and  deeper  still. 
Are  howling  from  the  mountain's  bosom  : 
There's  not  a  breath  of  wind  upon  the  hill. 
Yet  quivers  every  leaf,  and  drops  each  blossom ; 
Earth  groans  as  if  beneath  a  heavy  load.  » 

Bifron,  Heaven  and  Saf^»  ^'  ^ 
Far  along 
From  peak  to  peak,  the  rattling  crags  among 
Leaps  the  live  thunder !    Not  from  one  lone  cloud. 
But  every  mountain  now  hath  found  a  tongue. 
And  Jura  answers,  through  her  misty  shroud. 
Back  to  the  joyous  Alps,  who  call  to  her  aloud.  ^ 

Bifron.  Ch.  jr.  in.  ^• 
The  night  grows  wondrous  dark :  deep- swelling  gusts 
And  sultry  stillness  take  the  rule  bv  turn. 
Whilst  o'er  our  heads  the  black  and  heavy  clouds 
Boll  slowly  on.    This  surely  bodes  a  storm. 

Joanna  Baillie,  Baynefi  i'  ^* 

TEXPTATIOIT— «M  Saints. 
Ay  me  !  how  many  perils  do  enfold 
The  righteous  man,  to  make  him  daily  fall ! 
Were  not  that  heavenly  grace  doth  him  uphold, 
And  steadfast  truth  acquit  him  out  of  all.  Ed,  ^entur* 
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mCPTATIOH — continued, 

Oflentimes,  to  win  ns  to  onr  harm, 

The  instrnments  of  darkness  tells  as  troths  ; 

Win  us  with  honest  trifles,  to  betray  us 

In  deepest  consequence.  Sh,  Macb,  i.  11. 

To  fly  the  boar  before  the  boar  pursues, 

Were  to  incense  the  boar  to  follow  us  ; 

And  make  pxirsuit  where  he  did  mean  no  chase. 

Sk.  Bic,  in.  III.  2. 

Between  the  acting  of  a  fearful  thing 

And  the  first  motion,  all  the  interim  is 

Like  a  phantasma,  or  a  hideous  dream  : 

The  genius  and  the  mortal  instruments 

Are  uien  in  council ;  and  the  state  of  man. 

Like  to  a  little  kingdom,  suflers  then 

The  nature  of  an  insurrection.  Sh.  Jul.  C,  ii.  1. 

They  that  fear  the  adder's  sting  will  not  come 
.  Near  her  hissing.  Chapman, 

Virtue's  no  virtue  whiles  it  lives  secure ; 

When  difficulty  waits  on*t,  then  'tis  pure.  Quarle*, 

'Tis  the  temptation  of  the  devil 

That  makes  all  human  actions  evil ; 

For  saints  may  do  the  same  thing  by 

The  spirit,  in  sincerity, 

Which  othei  men  are  tempted  to, 

And  at  the  devil's  instance  do  : 

And  yet  the  actions  be  contrary. 

Just  as  the  saints  and  wicked  vary.  But  Hud.  part  2.  ii.  233. 

There's  naught  so  monstrous  but  the  mind  of  man 

In  some  condition,  may  be  brought  to  approve ; 

Thefl,  sacrilege,  treason,  and  pairicide, 

When  flattering  opportunity  enticed. 

And  desperation  arove,  have  been  committed 

By  those  who  once  would  start  to  hear  them  named.     Lillo> 

The  veriest  hermit  in  the  nation 

May  yield,  God  knows,  to  strong  temptation. 

Fope,  Imii.  qfSar.  2,  Tl.  181. 
But  who  can  view  the  ripen'd  rose,  nor  seek 
To  wear  it  P  who  can  curiously  behold 
The  smoothness  and  the  sheen  of  beauir's  cheek» 
Nor  feel  the  heart  can  never  all  grow  old  P 

Byron,  Ch.  H.  in.  11. 
B  B  2 
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628  TXBBOB— THAKKB. 

ZKBBOB — fM  AlUBL 
The  bay-trees  in  our  Goontry  are  all  withered. 
And  meteors  fright  the  fixed  stars  of  hearen  ; 
The  pale-fac'd  moon  looks  bloody  on  the  earth, 
And  lean-look'd  prophets  whisper  fearful  chan{^e« 

TSAMXB^Mtf  SlTsrs. 

Oj  eould  I  flow  like  thee,  and  make  thy  stream 

My  great  example,  as  it  is  my  theme  ! 

Though  deep,  yet  clear :  though  gentle,  yet  not  duU  * 

Strong  without  rage,  without  o'eraowing  full.  ^^..i  loa 

^  Denham  Cooper's  ^»^'  ^^• 

The  time  fcliall  come,  when,  free  as  seas  or  wind, 

Unbounded  Thames  shall  flow  for  all  mankind. 

Whole  nations  enter  with  each  swelling  tide. 

And.  seas  but  join  the  regions  they  divide ; 

Earth's  distant  ends  our  glory  shall  behold, 

And  the  new  world  launch  forth  to  seek  the  old.  ^^  397, 

Pope,  Windsor  J^r^^^ 

The  river  Thames,  now  nearly  undone, 

Doth  wash  your  famous  city  Iiondon ; 

But  tell  me,  cits,  what  power  supreme  ^.aoa. 

Shall  henceforth  wash  your  filthy  stream  P 
THAVXft— M»  0ratitade.  ^     XV.  3. 

The  poorest  service  is  repaid  with  thanks.  8k.  Tarn,  JS^^'' 

Ever  more  thanks,  the  exchequer  of  the  poor ; 

Which,  till  my  infant  fortune  comes  to  years,  #-/?«. 

Stands  for  my  bounty.  Sk.  Bie.  ^^'     * 

Thanks,  to  men  ^  ,^  2. 

Of  noble  mmds,  is  honourable  meed.  Sh,  Tit,    ^^'* 

Words  would  but  wrong  the  gratitude  I  owe  you  1 

Sli<^uld  I  begin  to  speak,  my  soul's  so  full,  ^^^^-oMat. 

That  I  should  talk  of  nothing  else  all  day.       Ottoay,  C^^^ 

SToa  have  deserved  of  me 

More  tlian  reward  can  answer. 

Were  the  mam  ocean  crusted  into  land, 

And  universal  monarchy  were  mine,  ^^^/#^«« 

Here  should  the  gift  be  placed.  Dryd^n,  Don  8e^^^ 

Your  bounty  is  beyond  my  speaking ;  ^ 

But  though  my  mouth  be  dumb,  my  heart  shall  thank  'Sul'f^ 

Bowe,Jane  ^^ 
There  is  a  kind  of  gratitude  in  thanks, 
Though  it  be  barren,  and  bring  forth  but  words,  .^ 

Southet^,  Fate  qf  Caf^"^ 
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THBATBI0AL8-—THIB8T.  629 

THEATRIQAL8->«M  Drama, 

Immortal  Bich !  how  calm  he  sits  at  ease, 

ICidst  snows  of  paper,  and  fierce  hail  of  peas ! 

And,  proad  his  mistress*  orders  to  perform, 

Bides  in  the  whirlwind,  and  directs  tlie  storm. 

Tope^  Duneiad,  in.  261. 

THEOBT. 

'Tis  mighty  easy  o'er  a|;las8  of  wine 

On  Tain  refinements  yainly  to  refine. 

To  laugh  at  poverty  in  plenty's  reign. 

To  boast  of  apathy  when  out  of  pain, 

And  in  each  sentence,  worthy  of  the  schools, 

Yamish'd  with  sophistry,  to  deal  out  rules 

Most  fit  for  practice,  but  for  one  poor  fault 

That  into  practice  they  can  ne'er  oe  brought. 

Churchill^  Farewell,  45. 

TjjLLKVJs8»M»  Appeanmees. 

I'll  example  you  with  thieTery, 

The  sun's  a  thief,  and  with  his  great  attraction 

Bobs  the  yast  sea ;  the  moon's  an  arrant  thief. 

And  her  pale  fire  she  snatches  from  the  sun ; 

The  sea's  a  thief,  whose  liquid  surge  resolves 

The  moon  into  salt  tears  :  the  earth's  a  thief. 

That  feeds  and  breeds  by  a  composture  stolen 

Erom  general  excrement :  each  thing's  a  thief. 

Sh.  Timon,  nr.  3. 

Every  true  man's  apparel  fits  your  thief.  8h.  M^for  M,  iv.  2. 
THIHST— #M  Water. 

The  panting  thirst,  which  scorches  in  the  breath 

Of  those  tlmt  die  the  soldier's  fiery  death. 

In  vain  impels  the  burning  mouth  to  crave 

One  drop— one  last— to  cool  it  for  the  grave,     Byron^  Lara, 

With  throats  unslaked,  with  black  lips  baked. 

Agape  they  heard  me  call ; 

Gramercy  they  for  joy  did  grin, 

And  all  at  once  their  oreath  drew  in, 

As  they  were  drinking  all.  S.  T.  Coleridge. 

A  small  glass,  and  thirsty  I  be  sure  never  ask  it; 

Man  mi^t  as  well  serve  up  his  soup  in  a  basket. 

Leigh  Muni,  from  the  Italian* 

Twas  thirst,  'twas  maddening  thirst  alone, 

^at  wruuff  my  spirit's  inmost  groan* 

Hunger  is  bitter,  l>ut  the  worst 

Of  hunum  pangs,  the  most  accursed 

Of  Want's  fell  scorpions,  is  thirst.  EUxa  Cook,  Milaia. 
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680        THIBTT-nra — THOUOHTS,  THOrOHTFULinSS. 

IHIBTT-iriVE. 

Ladies,  stock  and  tend  jour  hire. 

Trifle  not  at  thiity-fiye  ! 

For,  howe'er  we  boast  and  strire. 

Life  declines  firam  thirtr-fiTe ; 

He  that  erer  hopes  to  thriye. 

Most  begin  by  thirty-five. 

Br,  Jokfuon,  to  Mr».  Ukrale,  when  ihirtrfi^ 

Of  all  barVroos  Middle  Ages,  that 

Which  is  most  barb'roos  is  the  Middle  Age 

Of  man ;  it  is— -I  reaUy  scarce  know  what ; 

But  when  we  hover  between  fool  and  ssj^e, 

And  don't  know  jnsdy  what  we  would  be  at, — 

A  period  somethmg  like  a  printed  pa^e,^ 

Black  letter  npon  roolscap,  while  our  mur 

Grows  grisded,  and  we  are  not  what  we  were, — 

Too  old  for  youth — too  yoong  at  thirty-five. 

To  herd  with  boys,  or  hoard  with  good  threescore— 

I  wonder  people  should  be  left  alive ! 

But  since  they  are,  that  epoch  is  a  bore  : 

Love  linffers  still,  alihoagh  'twere  late  to  wive ; 

And  as  tor  other  love,  the  illusion  's  o'er ; 

And  money,  that  most  pure  imagination. 

Gleams  omy  through  the  dawn  of  its  creation.  ,  . 

Byron,D.J.tn^'^ 
TH0BH8. 

The  thorns  which  I  have  reap'd  are  of  the  tree 

I  planted ;  they  have  torn  me,  and  I  bleed : 

I  should  have  known  what  fruit  would  spring  from  t^\lf 
seed.  Bynm,Ch,S.vf'^^' 

TEOtrOHTS,  THOVOHTFVLVSBS— M»  BaAeetion. 

J  and  my  bosom  must  debate  awhile,  . 

And  then  I  would  no  other  company.  8k.  Hen.  r>  ^'  ^ 

Bright-eyed  Fancy,  hovering  o'er, 

Scatters  from  her  pictured  urn 

Thoughts  that  breathe,  and  words  that  bum.  , 

Gray,  The  Progreee  (fPonH,  "•  * 
Guard  well  thy  thought ; —  . 

Our  thoughts  are  heard  in  heaven.  Teung,  N.  21  n-  ^• 

Thoughts  shut  up,  want  air, 
And  spoil  like  bales  unopened  to  the  sun.  Taung,  N.  T.iiw'^ 

Kindred  objects  kindred  thoughts  inspire, 

As  summer  clouds  flash  forth  electric  fire.  Bog^ 
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THOUGHTS,   THOUGHTFlTLNBaS — THBXATS,  BTO,       631 

THOUGHTS,  TEOUGUTy ULKSS8  -^continued. 

Who  can  mistake  great  thonghts  I 

TLey  seize  npon  the  mind ;  arrest,  and  search, 
.    And  sliake  it.  Bailey^  FeMtut. 

THREATS,  THBEATEKIKG— «M  Beflanee,  Honesty. 

If  thou  more  murm'rest,  I  will  rend  an  oak. 

And  peg  thee  in  his  knotty  entrails,  till 

Thou  has  liowl'd  away  twelve  winters.  8h,  Temp,  i.  2. 

I'll  note  you  in  my  book  of  memory, 
.  To  sconr^e  you  for  this  reprehension ; 

Look  to  it  well,  and  say  you  are  well  wam'd.  8k.H»  VL  1,  ii.4. 

Hence, 
Horrible  villain  !  or  I'll  spurn  thine  eyes 
.  Like  balls  before  me ;  Til  unhair  thy  head  ; 
Thou  shalt  be  whipt  with  wire,  and  stew'd  in  brine, 
Smarting  in  hng'rmg  pickle«  Sh,  Ant,  Cleop,  n.  5. 

Unhand  me  gentlemen  ;— 
By  heaven,  I'll  make  a  ghost  of  him  that  lets  me.  Sk»£[am.i^4. 

Leave  wringing  of  your  hands  :  Peace  ;  sit  you  down, 

And  let  me  wrmg  your  heart :  for  so  I  shall. 

If  it  be  made  of  penetrable  stuff ; 

If  damned  custom  have  not  braz'd  it  so, 

That  it  be  proof  and  bulwark  against  sense.   Sh,  Sam.  ni.  4 

I  pr'ythee  take  thy  fingers  from  my  throat ; 

For,  though  I  am  not  splenotive  and  rash, 

Yet  have  1  in  me  something  dangerous. 

Which  let  thy  wisdom  fear  :  hold  off  thy  hand.  Sk,  Sam.  y.l. 

For  Christian  shame,  put  by  this  barbarous  brawl : 

He  that  stirs  next  to  carve  for  his  own  rage. 

Holds  his  soul  light ;  he  dies  upon  his  motion.  Sh,  Oih,  ii*  3. 

Set  hills  on  hills  betwixt  me  and  the  man 

That  utters  this,  and  I  will  scale  them  aU  ; 

And  irom  the  utmost  tops  fall  on  his  neck, 

Like  thunder  from  a  cloud.  Beaumont,  PAUaster. 

Back  to  thy  punishment. 
False  fugitive,  and  to  thy  speed  add  wings. 
Lest  with  a  whip  of  scorpions  I  pursue 
Thy  lingering.  Milton,  P.  L.  n.  690. 

Old  as  I  am,  and  quench'd  with  scars  and  sorrows, 

Yet  could  I  make  this  wither'd  arm  do  wonders, 

And  open  in  an  enemy  such  wounds, 

Mercy  would  weep  to  look  on.  Moohester,  Valentinian. 
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ZEBIAin,  TEBXATBHIVO— «0fi<«iiMll 
Cowards  are  scar'd  with  threat'nings,  boys  are  whipp'd 
Into  confessions ;  but  a  steady  mind 
Acts  of  itself,  ne'er  asks  the  liody  ooonsel.  Otway,  Fen.  Prtt. 
Sneak  then,  or  I  will  tear  thee  limb  from  limb : 
lliou  shalt  be  safe,  if  thou  confess  the  trath ; 
But  if  thon  hide  anght  from  me,  I  will  rack  thee. 
Till  with  thy  horrid  groans,  thoa  wake  the  dead : 
Or  I  will  cat  thee  to  anatomy. 
And  search  thro'  all  thy  veins  to  find  it  oat.  Lee,  (ku*  Bergie* 


'  cnme, 

The  bolts  of  fory  shall  be  doabled  on  thee.     Lee,  Alega»der» 
Oh  I  that  thou  wert  my  equal,  gpwat  in  arms 
As  the  first  0»sar  was,  that  I  might  kill  thee 
Without  a  stain  to  honour.  Dtydem,  All  fir  Iom* 

Oh  I  that  I  had  the  fruitful  heads  of  hydra. 

That  one  might  bourgeon  where  another  fell; 

Still  would  I  give  thee  work :  stiU,  still,  thou  tyrant! 

And  hiss  thee  with  the  last.  Dryden^  I)(m  Mcuim' 

Ne'er  think  to  fight  me  with  thy  mighty  looks : 

Know,  I  dare  stem  that  tempest  in  your  brow. 

And  dash  it  back  upon  you.  Diydeu,  Stent  lA9t» 

Stand  there,  damn'd  meddling  rillain,  and  be  silent; 

For  if  thou  utt'rest  but  a  single  word, 

A  cough  or  hem,  to  cross  me  in  my  speech, 

I'll  send  thy  cursed  spirit  from  the  earth. 

To  bellow  with  the  damn'd !         Joanna  BaUlie,  SasUt  u.  8. 
THBIFT — «M  Caution,  Seonomy. 

This  was  a  way  to  thrive,  and  he  was  blest ; 

And  thrift  is  blessuig,  if  men  steal  it  not.  8L  M.  <fVe»»  i-  ^ 
Thrift,  thrift,  Horatio  I 

The  foneral  baked  meats 

Did  coldly  furnish  forth  the  marriage  table.     5A.  Sam.  i.  s* 

Thouffh  some  men  do  as  do  they  would. 

Let  thrifty  do  as  do  they  shoula.  , 

Tueeer,  600  points  qf  G,  Su^HiMdr$, 

THUUDKR— «M  Stont,  liempest. 

Hear  ye  not  his  chariot  wheels, 

As  the  mighty  thunder  rolls  P 

Nature,  startled  Nature,  reels, 

From  the  centre  to  the  poles ; 
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THUITDBB— TIMS.  638 

ZUUIDBB — contimml. 

Brighter,  broader  lightning's  flash, 

Hau  and  rain  tempestuous  fall ; 

Louder,  deei>er  thunders  crash, 

Desolation  tLreatens  all.     Jos,  Montgomery y  Thunder  Storm, 

Meantime,  from  every  region  of  the  sky. 

Bed  burning  bolts  in  forky  vengeance  fly ; 

Dreadfully  bright  o'er  seas  and  earth  they  glare. 

And  bursts  of  thunder  rend  th'  encumbered  air.         Broome. 
TICKLIHO. 

Ill  tickle  your  catastrophe.  8h.  Hen,  ir.  2,  ii.  1. 

TDEE— AM  Age,  Decay,  Sooision,  Bispatoh,  life,  Kortality,  Promptitndc. 

For  though  we  sleep,  or  wake,  or  roam,  or  ride ; 

Aye  fleeth  the  time  ;  it  will  no  man  abide.  Chaucer, 

Beautie's  great  enemv,  and  to  all  the  rest 

That  in  the  garden  of  Adonis  springs, 

Is  wicked  time,  who  with  his  sythe  addrest, 

Does  mow  the  flowing  herbs  and  goodly  things. 

And  all  their  gloiy  to  the  earth  down  nings, 

Where  they  do  withei,  and  are  fouly  macie ; 

He  flies  about,  and  with  his  flaggie  wings. 

Beats  down  both  leaves  and  buds  without  regard, 

Never  pity  may  relent  his  malice  hard.  Ed,  Spenser, 

The  clock  upbraids  me  with  waste  of  time.  Sh,  T,  Ni,  in.  L 

Thus  the  whirligig  of  time  brings  in  his  revenges.  Sh,T,Ni,y.l, 
Time  is  like  a  fashionable  host. 

That  slightly  shakes  his  parting  guest  by  th'  hand ; 

And  with  his  arms  outstretch'o,  as  he  would  fly, 

Grasps-in  the  comer :  Welcome  ever  smiles. 

And  farewell  goes  out  sighing.  Sh.  WM,  T,  iii.  3. 

Come  what  come  may  ; 

Time  and  the  hour  runs  through  the  roughest  day. 

8h,  Maeh.  i.  3. 

I  wasted  time,  and  now  doth  tune  waste  me.  8h,  R,  ii,  v.  6. 

What's  past,  and  what's  to  come,  is  strew'd  with  husks. 

The  formless  ruin  of  oblivion.  Sh,  Troil.  rv.  5. 

The  end  crowns  all ; 

And  that  old  common  arbitrator,  Time, 

Will  one  day  end  it.  Sh.  Troil.  iv.  5. 

Time's  the  king  of  men, 

For  he's  their  parent,  and  he  is  their  grave. 

And  gives  them  what  he  will,  not  what  they  crave. 

8h  Perie.  ii.  3. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


684  Tim. 

TIXB — continued. 
Make  use  of  time ;  let  not  adyantage  slip : 
Beau^  within  itself  should  not  be  wasted  : 
Fair  nowers,  that  are  not  gathered  in  their  prime, 
Rot  and  consume  themselTes  in  little  time.      8k.  Ven,  it  Ad. 
Like  as  the  waves  make  towards  the  pebbled  shore, 
So  do  our  minutes  hasten  to  their  ena  ; 
Each  changing  place  with  that  which  goes  before; 
In  sequent  toil  all  forwards  do  contend.  8k.  Son.  60. 

Time  doth  transfix  the  flourish  set  on  youth. 

And  delves  the  parallels  in  beauty's  brow ; 

Feeds  on  the  rarities  of  nature's  truth, 

And  nothing  stands  but  for  his  scythe  to  mow.    8k.  Son.  00. 

O,  how  shall  summer's  honey  breath  hold  out 

Against  the  wreckful  siege  of  battering  days, 

When  rocks  impregnable  are  not  so  stout, 

JN'or  gates  of  steel  so  strong,  but  time  decays  P      8k.  Son.  65. 

Time's  glory  is  to  calm  contending  kings. 

To  unmask  falsehood,  and  bring  truth  to  light ; 

To  stamp  the  seal  of  time  in  aged  things, 

To  wake  the  mom,  and  sentinel  the  night ; 

To  wrong  the  wronger  till  he  render  right ; 

To  ruinate  proud  building  with  thy  hours. 

And  smear  with  dust  their  glittering  golden  towers. 

Sk.  a.  of  I'  135. 
Swift  speedy  time,  feather'd  with  flying  hours, 
Dissolves  the  beauties  of  the  fairest  brow.  Sam.  JkiM^' 

Gather  ye  rose-buds  while  ye  may. 

Old  time  is  still  a-flyinff ; 

And  this  same  flower  that  smiles  to  day ; 

To-morrow  will  be  dying.  JSerricIef  Amatorjf  Odett  9* 

Time's  the  prime  minister  of  death. 

There's  nought  can  bribe  his  honest  will ; 

He  stops  the  richest  tyrant's  breath. 

And  lays  his  mischief  still.  Ifirm 

Time  lays  his  hand 
On  pyramids  of  brass,  and  ruins  quite 
What  all  the  fond  artificers  did  think 
Immortal  workmanship  ;  he  sends  his  worms 
To  books,  to  old  records,  and  thejr  devour 
Th'  inscriptions.    He  loves  ingratitude. 
For  he  destroy 'd  the  memory  of  man. 

Sir  WllUam  Davenant,  Cruel  Broih^r. 
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Mj  galligaskinfl,  tbai  hare  lonff  withfitood 

The  winter's  fiiry  and  encroaening  frosts, 

By  time  sabdued  (what  will  not  time  subdue  !) 

A  horrid  chasm  disclosed.     Phillip*,  Splendid  Shilling,  121. 

Let  time  that  maken  jou  homely,  make  you  sage. 
The  sphere  of  wisdom  is  the  sphere  of  age. 

Pamell,  JSlegy  to  an  Old  Laiy^  35. 
The  greatest  schemes  that  human  wit  can  foige. 
Or  bold  ambition  dares  to  put  in  practice. 
Depend  upon  our  husbanding  a  moment.  "Bowe, 

Look  on  each  day  you've  paBs'd 

To  be  a  mighty  treasure  won  ; 

And  lay  each  moment  out  in  haste  : 

We're  sure  to  lire  too  fast. 

And  cannot  live  too  soon. 

Youth  doth  a  thousand  pleasures  bring, 

Which  from  decrepit  age  will  fly  ; 

The  flowers  that  flourisn  in  the  spring, 

Li  winter's  cold  embraces  lie.  Oonffreve. 

Time  conquers  all,  and  we  must  time  obey. 

Pope,  Pastorales  Winter,  88. 
Time  hurries  on 
With  a  resistless,  unremitting  stream, 
Tet  treads  more  soft  than  e'er  did  midnight  thief. 
That  slides  his  hand  under  the  miser's  pQlow, 
And  carries  off  his  prize.  Blair,  Grave, 

This  yast  and  solid  earth,  that  blazing  sun ; 

Those  skies  through  which  it  rolls,  must  all  hare  end  ; 

What  then  is  man  ? — ^The  smallest  part  of  nothing. 

Day  buries  day,  month,  month ;  and  year  the  year.  Thomson. 

What  though  on  her  cheek  the  rose  loses  its  hue. 
Her  ease  and  good-humour  bloom  all  the  year  through  ; 
Time  still  as  he  flies  brings  increase  to  her  truth. 
And  gives  to  her  mind  what  he  steals  from  her  youth. 

Ed,  Moore,  Song  X.  4. 
The  bell  strikes  one.    We  take  no  note  of  time 
But  from  its  loss.    To  give  it  then  a  tongue, 
Is  wise  in  man.  Yovmg,  N,  T.  i.  66. 

We  see  Time's  furrows  on  another's  brow, 

And  death  intrench'd,  preparing  his  assault ; 

How  few  themselves  in  that  just  mirror  see  !    Fb,  N»  T.  v.  &N. 
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636  Tnra. 


Time  is  etemitj^ 
Pregnant  with  all  eternity  can  giye  ; 
Pregnaat  with  all  that  makes  Archangels  smile. 
Who  murders  time,  he  crashes  in  the  birtii 
A  power  ethereal,  only  not  adored.         Young,  N,  T,  n.  Iw  • 
lime  wasted  is  existence  ;  used,  is  life.      Young^  K  n*  1^* 
I^ought  treads  so  silent  as  the  foot  of  time  ; 
Hence  we  mistake  our  Autumn  for  our  prime.  lb,  Sai.  T.497. 

Time  destroyed, 
Is  suicide  where  more  than  blood  is  spilt.        lb.  N>  T,  n«2w* 

Youth  is  not  rich  in  time,  it  may  be  poor ; 

Part  with  it  as  with  money,  sparing ;  pay 

No  moment  but  in  purchase  of  its  worth ; 

And  what  it's  worth  ask  death-beds,  they  can  telL    Ih.  n.  48. 

Time  shakes  the  stable  tyranny  of  thrones, 

And  tottering  empires  rush  by  their  own  weight. 

Armstrong,  Art  of  Preserving  Heaith,  n.  543. 
Catch !  then,  O  catch,  the  transient  hour ; 
Improve  each  moment  as  it  flies  ; 
Life's  a  short  summer — ^man  a  flower-»- 
He  dies— alas !  how  soon  he  dies.  Dr,Johnon,  Winter, wOM* 
Borne  on  the  swift,  tho'  silent  wings  of  time. 
Old  age  comes  on  apace,  to  ravage  all  the  clime. 

Beattie,  The  JkRnstreh  X^^-  »• 
Noiseless  falls  the  foot  of  time 
That  only  treads  on  flowers. 

W,  E.  Spenser,  lines  to  Ladg  A.  SawHo»» 
Nations  from  every  land  and  clime 
Shall  gather  to  gaze  on  the  close  of  Time, 
The  moon  shall  look  down  with  a  tearful  eye. 
And  the  sun  shall  withhold  his  fire. 
And  the  hoary  earth,  all  parched  and  dry. 
Shall  flame  for  his  fimeral  pyre, 
When  the  angel,  that  standeth  on  earth  and  shore, 
Proclaimeth  mat  "  Time  shall  be  no  more  V  .„ 

FoUok,  aurM9f^' 
Before  my  breath,  like  blazing  flax, 
Man  and  his  marvels  pass  away ; 
And  changing  empires  wane  and  wax. 
Are  founded,  flourish,  and  decay. 
Bedeem  mine  hours — ^the  space  is  briefs 
While  in  my  glass  the  sand  grains  shiver, 
And  measureless  thy  joy  or  grief, 
When  time  and  thee  shall  part,  for  ever!  SHr  W.  aeott. 
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TIME*  037 

XDDB — Mntmutd, 
Time  rolls  his  ceaseless  course.    The  race  of  jore, 
Who  danced  oar  infancy  upon  fcheir  knee. 
And  told  our  marvelling  boyhood  legends  store. 
Of  their  strange  ventores  happ'd  by  land  or  sea* 
How  are  they  blotted  from  the  things  that  be  1 
How  few,  all  weak  and  withered,  of  their  force 
Wait,  on  the  verge  of  dark  eternity. 
Like  stranded  wrecks,  the  tide  retoming  hoarse, 
To  sweep  them  from  oar  sight!  8eoU,  X.  qfL.  ni.  1« 

Time  that  is  past  thoa  never  canst  recall ; 
Of  time  to  come  thou  art  not  sure  at  all ; 
The  present,  only,  is  within  thy  power, 
And.  therefore  now  improve  the  present  hour.  Bjfrcn, 

"  Where  is  the  world,"  cries  Young,  "  at  eighty  P    Where 
The  world  in  which  a  man  was  bom  P"    Alas  I 
Where  is  the  world  of  eight  years  past  P  'Twas  there-^ 
I  look  for  it^'tis  gone,  a  glooe  of  glass  I 
Cracked,  shivered,  vanished,  scarcely  gazed  on  ere 
A  silent  change  dissolves  the  glittenog  mass.  ^ 
Statesmen,  cmefs,  orators,  queens,  patriots,  kings. 
And  dandies,  all  are  gone  on  the  wind's  wings. 

Byron^  2>.  J.  zi.  76. 

Oh,  Time !  Why  dost  not  pause  P  Thy  scythe  so  dirty 

With  rust  should  surely  cease  to  hack  and  hew. 

Beset  it ;  shave  more  smoothly,  also  slower. 

If  but  to  keep  thy  credit  as  a  mower.    Byron^  2).  J.  xiv.  54 

Oh  Time  !  thou  beautifler  of  the  dead, — 

Adorner  of  the  ruin — comforter 

And  only  healer  when  the  heart  hath  bled— 

Time  !  the  corrector  when  our  judgments  err,  ' 

The  test  of  truth,  love, — sole  philosopher  !-Byro».CA.jff.Tv.l30. 

Time  writes  no  wrinkle  on  thy  azure  brow, 

Such  as  creation's  dawn  beheld,  thou  roUest  now.  /5.iy.l82. 

Out  upon  time  1  it  will  leave  no  more. 

Of  the  things  to  come  than  the  things  before  1 

Out  upon  time  1  who  for  ever  will  leave 

But  enough  of  the  past  for  the  future  to  ^er^, 

Byron,  Siege  <^CarijUh,  18. 
Still  on  it  creeps. 
Each  little  moment  at  another's  heels. 
Till  hours,  days,  years,  and  ages  are  made  up 
Of  such  small  parts  as  these,  and  men  look  back. 
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688  TIHS — TITLS8. 

TDCB — Mttf  muMf. 

Worn  and  bewilder'd,  wond'ring  how  it  is. 
Thou  travellest  like  a  ship  in  the  wide  ocean, 
Which  hath  no  bounding  shore  to  mark  its  progress, 
O  time  !  exe  long  I  shall  ha?e  done  with  thee. 

Joanna  BailUe,  Bayner,  T.  2. 
The  noiseless  foot  of  time  steals  swiilly  by. 
And  ere  we  dream  of  manhood  age  is  nigh. 

Oiffvrd,  Juvenalt  IZ.  132. 
He  who  knows  most,  grieres  most  for  wasted  time. 

Danle  {Wrijkt). 
Oh  !  never  chide  the  wing  of  time, 
Or  say  'tis  tardy  in  its  flight ! 
You'll  find  the  days  speed  <^iiick  enough. 
If  you  but  husband  them  aright. 
Thy  span  of  life  is  waning  fast ; 
Beware,  unthinking  youth,  beware  ! 
Thy  soul's  eternity  depends 
Upon  the  record  moments  bear  I  £!Uxa  Cook,  Tim, 

Why  grieve  that  Time  has  brought  so  soon 

The  sober  age  of  manhood  on  P 

As  idly  should  I  weep  at  noon 

To  see  the  blush  of  morning  gone.  If.  C.  Brj/ani.{dm.) 

Desire  not  to  live  long,  but  to  live  well ; 
How  long  we  live,  not  years,  but  actions  tell.  Walkj/as,  {^nt-) 
TIHS-SEBVINa— «M  Syeophanoy. 
That,  sir,  which  serves  and  seeks  for  gain 
And  follows  but  for  form. 
Will  pack,  when  it  begins  to  rain. 
And  leave  thee  in  the  storm.  Sk.  Lear,  ii.  i 

TITHES. 
This  priest  he  merry  is  and  blithe 
Three  quarters  of  the  year. 
But  oh  1  it  cuts  him  like  a  scythe. 
When  tithing-time  draws  near. 
He  then  is  full  of  frights  and  fears, 
As  one  at  point  to  die. 
And  long  before  the  day  appears 
He  heaves  up  many  a  sigh.  Cowper,  Yearly/  BUinttt  a. 

TITLES— 4M  Ancestry,  Honour,  Kobility,  Pedigree. 
We  all  are  soldiers,  and  all  venture  lives ; 
And  where  there's  no  difference  in  men's  works. 
Titles  are  all  jests.      Beaumont  ^  Fletcherj  King  or  so  Kwg* 
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TITLES— IOAJ)XiaM* 

TIILE8—  contintmL 
He's  a  name  ovlj,  and  all  good  in  kun 
He  mnst  deriye  from  his  great  grandsires'  ashes  : 
For  had  not  their  yictorious  acts  bequeath'd 
His  titles  to  him,  and  wrote  on  his  forehead, 
**  This  is  a  lord/'  he  had  lived  unobserved 

lb.  Custom  qfthe  Couniiy. 
Titles,  the  servile  courtier's  lean  reward, 
Sometimes  the  pay  of  virtue,  but  more  oil 
The  hire  which  greatness  gives  to  slaves  and  sycophants. 

Bowe,  Jane  Shore,  II.  1. 
With  their  authors,  in  oblirion  sunk, 
Tain  titles  lie ;  the  servile  badges  oft 
Of  mean  submission,  not  the  meed  of  worth.  Thomson,  • 

Titles  are  marks  of  honest  men  and  wise  ; 

The  fool  or  knave  who  wears  a  title,  lies.  Young^  Z.  qfF.  I.147> 

These  are  the  lords 
That  have  bought  titles :  men  xnAj  merchandise 
Wares,  ay,  and  traffic  all  commodities 
From  sea  to  sea,  ay,  and  from  shore  to  shore ; 
But  in  mv  thoughts,  of  all  things  that  are  sold, 
'Tis  pity  honour  should  be  bought  for  gold ; — 
It  cuts  off  all  desert.  Mejfwood,  Boyjl  King. 

A  fool,  indeed,  has  great  need  of  a  title. 
It  teaches  men  to  ctill  him  count  and  duke, 
And  to  forget  his  proper  name  of  fool. 

Crowney  Ambitious  Statesman. 
Titles  of  honour  add  not  to  his  worth. 
Who  is  himself  an  honour  to  his  titles.    Ford^  Lady^s  Trial. 

Though  I  do  *  Sir '  thee,  be  not  vain,  I  pray  : 

I  '  Sir '  my  monkey  Jacko  every  day. 

Martial,  T.  57  (Cyrus  Redding,) 

TmLE^TATTLE, 

In  fact,  there's  nothing  makes  me  so  much  grieve 

As  that  abominable  tittle-tattle. 

Which  is  the  cud  eschew'd  by  human  cattle.      Byron,  D.  J. 

TOABTISK— «M  Syeophaney. 
Warm  in  pursuit,  he  levees  all  the  great. 
Staunch  to  the  foot  of  title  and  estate. 
Where'er  their  lordships  go,  they  never  find. 
Or  Lico,  or  their  shadows,  lag  behind  ; 
He  sets  them  sure,  where'er  their  lordships  run. 
Close  at  their  elbows  as  a  morning  don.  Young ^L,  q/*jP.iy.l32. 
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640  TOASTB— TOBACCO. 

TOASTS. 
Quiet  dayi,  fair  issue,  and  long  life.  Sk.  IMmp,  ir.  1. 

To  the  old,  long  life  and  treasure, 
To  the  young,  all  health  and  pleasure. 

Ben  Joiuon,  Swg  of  the  Qi^- 
Here's  to  the  maiden  of  blushing  fifteen^ 
Now  to  the  widow  of  fiftj ; 
Here's  to  the  flaunting,  extraTagant  ^ueen« 
And  then  to  the  housewife  that^  thnfly; 
Let  the  toast  pass,  drink  to  the  lass, 
I'll  warrant  she'll  find  an  excuse  for  the  glass. 

Sheridan^  School  fir  Seandd*  in.  3. 
TOBAOGO*«M  SmokiBg,  Snait 

— —  Carmen 
Are  got  into  the  yellow  starch,  and  chimney  sweepers 
To  their  tobacco,  and  strong  waters. 

Ben  Joneon,  Tke  DevU  ii  an  Af*t  !•  1- 
Hell  hath  smoke 
Impenitent  tobacconists  to  ohoake. 
Though  never  dead :  there  shall  they  hare  their  fill 
In  heaven  is  none,  but  light  and  glory  stilL 

Siflvester,  Tobacco  hUtefi- 
Much  victuals  serve  for  gluttony,  to  fatten  men  like  swinei 
But  he's  a  frugal  man  indeed  tliat  with  a  leaf  can  dine, 
And  needs  no  napkins  for  his  hands  his  fingers' ends  to  wipci 
But  keeps  his  kitchen  in  a  box,  and  roast  meat  in  a  pipe- 

S.  Rowland,  Xnave  <fCm 

In  a  tobacco-shop  (resembling  Hell« 

Fire,  stink,  and  smoke  must  be  where  devils  dwell), 

He  sits,  you  cannot  see  his  face  for  vapour. 

Offering  to  Pluto  with  a  tallow  toper,     lb.  Knave  qfUearti* 

Sweet  youth,  smoake  not  thy  time. 

Too  precious  to  abuse  ; 

Th'ast  fitter  feats  to  choose : 

What  may  redeeme  that  prime. 

Thy  smoaldng  agedoth  loose  P  B-BrathwaiU,  ike  SmhingM 

Pernicious  weed !  whose  scent  the  fair  annoys. 

Unfriendly  to  society's  chief  joys. 

Thy  worst  efiect  is  banishing  for  hours 

The  sex  whose  presence  civilizes  ours : 

Thou  art  indeed  the  drug  a  gardener  wants. 

To  poison  vermin  that  imest  his  plants.  Cowper,  CbxMr.26L 
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TOBACCO— TOIL.  G^il 

10BAOCO— «Ofi/mtiMr. 

Tobacco  an  outlandish  weed, 

Doth  in  the  land  strange  wonders  breed ; 

It  taints  the  breath,  the  blood  it  dries. 

It  bums  the  head,  it  blinds  the  eyes ; 

It  dries  the  lungs,  scourgeth  the  lights. 

It  'numbs  the  soul,  it  dulls  the  sprites ; 

It  brings  a  man  into  a  maze. 

And  makes  him  sit  for  other's  gaee ; 

It  man  a  man,  it  mars  a  purse, 

A  lean  one  £&t,  a  fat  one  worse ; 

A  white  man  black,  a  black  man  white, 

A  night  a  day,  a  day  a  night ; 

It  turns  the  orain  like  oat  in  paa« 

And  makes  a  Jack  a  gentleman. 

FairkoU,  {flrom  J,  8.  Collier's  MSA 
TO-DAT. 

To-day  is  ours ;  what  do  we  fear  P 

To-day  is  ours  ;  we  haye  it  here. 

Let's  treat  it  kindly,  that  it  may 

Wish,  at  least,  with  us  to  stay. 

Let's  banish  business,  banish  sorrow ; 

To  the  gods  belong  to-morrow,  Cowlejf, 

TOIL — He  ladiistry,  Labour. 
Whate'er  is  excellent  in  art  proceeds 
From  labour  and  endurance  ;  deep  the  oak 
Must  sink  in  stubborn  earth,  its  roots  obscure. 
That  hopes  to  lift  its  branches  to  the  skies ; 
Qold  cannot  gold  appear,  until  man's  toil 
Discloses  wic&  the  mountain's  hidden  ribs. 
And  digs  the  dusky  ore,  and  breaks  and  grinds 
Its  ffritty  parts,  and  layes  in  limpid  streams 
Witn  oft-repeated  toil,  and  oft  in  fire 
The  metal  purifies.  2)^^,  Fleece,  in.  349. 

Toil  and  be  g[1ad  t  let  industry  inspire 

Into  your  quickened  limbs  her  buoyant  breath ! 

Who  does  not  act  is  dead  ;  absorp'd  entire 

In  miry  sloth,  no  pride,  no  joy  he  hath  i 

O  leaden-hearted  man,  to  be  m  loye  with  death  I 

l^meaii.  Castle  qf  Indolence,  ii.  64. 

There  is  a  time  when  toil  must  be  preferr'd. 
Or  joy,  by  mistimed  fondness,  is  undone. 

Toung,  N'.  T.  riii.  799. 

«T 
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642  TOIL — ^TO-MOBBOW. 

Toil,  and  be  strong ;  by  toil  the  flaccid  neires 
Grow  firm,  and  gain  a  more  compacted  tone  : 
The  greener  juices  are  bj  toil  subdued, 
Mellow'd,  and  subtilis'd ;  the  vapid  old 
Ezpell'd,  and  all  tiie  rancour  of  tne  blood. 

Armstrong,  A.  P.  S.  ni.  48. 
He  chooses  best,  whose  labour  entertains 
His  vacant  fancy  most ;  the  toil  jou  hate 
Fatigues  you  soon,  and  scarce  improves  your  limbs. 

Armstrong,  A.  P.  -ff.  m.  39. 
The  bod^  overcharged  with  unctuous  phlegm 
Much  toU  demands  ;  the  lean  elastic  less. 
While  winter  chills  the  blood  and  binds  the  veins^ 
No  labourK  are  too  hard ;  by  those  you  'scape 
The  slow  diseases  of  the  torpid  year. 
Endless  to  name.  Armstrong,  A.  P.  JT.  in.  357. 

TOKENS— «M  Oifts. 

This,  and  in  this,  my  soul  I  give, 

Lodg'd  where  I  know  'twill  ever  live. 

For  never  could  myself  or  mine 

Fall  into  kinder  hiuids  than  thine.  ^* 

TOLEBATIOK  -see  Bigotry,  Beligion. 
Look  round,  how  Providence  bestows  alike 
Sunshine  and  rain  to  bless  the  fVuitiul  year. 
On  different  nations,  all  of  different  faiuis  ; 
And  (though  by  several  names  and  titles  worship'd) 
Since  all  agree  to  own — at  least  to  mean- 
One  bestj  one  greatest,  only  Lord  of  all.  ^^"^ 

TOMBS. 

The  tombs 
And  monumental  caves  of  death  look  cold^ 
And  shoot  a  dullness  to  my  trembling  heart  : 

Congreve,  Afourninff  Bffd^ 
The  most  magnificent  and  costly  dome, 
Is  but  an  upper  chamber  to  a  tomb ; 
No  spot  on  earth  but  has  supplied  a  grave. 
And  human  skuUs  the  spacious  ocean  pave. 

Young,  Last  Day s^^-^' 

TO^OBBOW. 
Defer  not  till  to-morrow  to  be  wise. 
To-morrow's  sun  to  thee  may  never  rise ; 
Or  should  to-morrow  chance  to  cheer  thy  sight 
With  her  enlivening  and  unlook'd  for  light. 
How  grateful  will  appear  her  dawning  rays. 
As  favours  unexpected  doubly  please.     Congreve,  to  CohM^ 
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TO-MOBEOW— T02fGUE.  643 

tO'MO'SBO'W'-amttnued. 

To-morrow  is  a  satire  on  to-day. 

And  shows  its  weakness.  Younff,  Old  Man's  Relapse* 

In  human  hearts  what  bolder  thought  can  rise, 

Than  man's  presumption  on  to-morrow's  dawn ! 

Where  is  to-morrow  P  Tounq,  N.  T.  1,  374. 

To-morrow's  actions  !   Can  that  hoary  wisdom. 

Borne  down  with  years,  still  dote  upon  to-morrow,— 

That  fatal  mistress  of  the  young,  the  lazy. 

The  coward,  and  the  fool  f  condemn'd  to  lose 

A  useless  life  in  waiting  for  to-morrow ; 

To  ^e  with  longing  eyes  upon  to-morrow, 

Till  mterposing  death  destroys  the  prospect !  Dr^Johnson^Irene. 

To-morrow !  'Tis  a  sharper,  who  takes  the  ready  cash. 

And  pays  thee  nought  but  wishes,  hopes,  and  promises. 

The  currency  of  idiots.    Injurious  bankrupt. 

That  gulls  the  easy  creditor  I    To-morrow  I 

It  is  a  period  nowhere  to  be  found 

In  all  Uie  hoary  registers  of  time ; 

Unless,  perchance,  in  the  fool's  caJendar  ; 

Wisdom  disclaims  the  word,  nor  holds  society 

With  those  that  own  it.  Cotton, 

Where  art  thou,  beloved  to-morrow  P 

When  young  and  old,  and  strong  and  weak, — 

£ich  and  poor,  through  joy  and  sorrow, 

Thy  sweet  smiles  we  ever  seek — 

In  thv  nlace— ah  i  well-a-day  I 

We  mid  the  thing  we  fled — ^to-day.  Shelley,  MUc,  Poems. 
Oh  r  how  many  deeds 

Of  deathless  virtue,  and  immortal  crime, 

The  world  had  wanted,  had  the  actor  said 

I  will  do  this  to-morrow !  Sari  Bussell. 

TOKGUS— «M  Eloquenee,  Language,  Loquacity,  Talldng. 

Ill  deeds  are  doubled  with  an  evil  word.    8&.  Com.  Sr*  in.  2. 

O  that  delightful  engine  of  her  thoughts. 

That  blabb'd  them  with  such  pleasing  eloquence. 

Is  torn  from  forth  that  pretty  nollow  cage, 

Where,  like  a  sweet  melodious  bird,  it  sung 

Sweet  varied  notes,  enchanting  every  ear  I  8h,TU,  And.  iit.  1. 

Fair,  rich,  and  young  !  how  rare  is  her  perfection. 

Were  it  not  mingled  with  one  foul  infection ; 


So  proud  a  heartj  I  mean,  so  curs'd  a  tongue, 
As  makes  her  seem  nor  rich«  nor  fair,  nor  young. 

Mariidlf  i.  64  (JSarrtJi^on). 
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TOVODIB— MM/miMd 

When  thon  dost  tell  another's  jest, 

Omit  the  oaths  which  true  wit  cannot  need ; 

Pick  out  of  tales  the  mirth,  hut  not  the  sin : 

He  pares  his  apple  that  would  cleanly  feed. 

Herbert^  Church  PoreL 

Sacred  interpreter  of  human  thought. 

How  few  respect,  or  use  thee  as  they  ought  I 

But  all  shall  give  account  of  every  wrong. 

Who  dare  disuonour  or  defile  the  tongue ; 

Who  prostitute  it  in  the  cause  of  vice. 

Or  sell  their  glory  at  the  market  price  I  Cowper. 

TOBBJSHTS. 

Thus  from  high  hills  the  torrents,  swift  and  strong. 

Deluge  whole  fields,  and  swee{>  the  trees  along ; 

Through  ruin'd  moles  the  rushing  wave  resounds, 

O'erwnelms  the  bridge,  and  bursts  the  lodtj  boundj.     Bowe. 
TOOTHACHE. 

There  was  never  yet  philosopher, 

That  could  endure  the  toothache  patiently.  8h,  M*  Ado.  v.  1. 
TOWH. 

The  town  divided,  each  runs  several  ways, 

As  passion,  humour,  int'rest,  party  sways, 

Things  of  no  moment,  colour  of  the  hair, 

Shape  of  a  leg,  complexion  brown  or  fair, 

A  dress  well  chosen,  or  a  patch  misplac'd, 

Conciliate  £ftvour,  or  create  distaste.    Ckurehill^  Soseiadt  37. 
TRADE. 

In  every  age  and  clime  we  see. 

Two  of  a  tnule  can  ne'er  agree.  (Toy,  JFable  21. 

Hut  chief  by  numbers  of  industrious  hands 

A  nation's  wealth  is  counted ;  numbers  raise 

Warm  emulation  ;  where  that  virtue  dwells, 

There  will  be  trafic  s  seat ;  there  will  she  build 

Her  rich  emporium.  Dyer,  JFleeee,  m.  590. 

The  times  are  alter'd  ;  trade's  unfeeling  train 

Usurp  the  land,  and  dispossess  the  swam ; 

Alon{|^  the  lawn,  where  scatter'd  hamlets  rose, 

Unwieldy  wealth  and  cumbrous  pomp  repose. 

Ghldsmith,  Des.  Vtl.  63. 
Some  men  make  gain  a  fountain,  whence  proceeds 
A  stream  of  liberal  and  heroic  deeds  ; 
The  swell  of  pity,  not  to  be  confined 
Within  the  scanty  limits  of  Uie  mind.    Cawper,  Chariiy,  224 
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TEABB — continutd. 
And  if  a  boundless  plent7  be  tbe  robe. 
Trade  is  the  golden  girdle  of  the  f^lobe. 
Wise  to  promote  whatever  end  he  means, 
God  opens  fimitfti]  Nature's  various  scenes. 
Each  cHmate  needs  what  other  climes  produce. 
And  offers  something  to  the  general  use ; 
No  land  but  listens  to  the  common  cal]. 
And  in  retom  receives  supply  from  all.    Cotpper,  Chariot  86. 

TRAGSDT— Mf  Aetors,  Drama,  Flays, 
To  wake  the  soul  by  tender  strokes  of  art, 
To  raise  the  ffenius  and  to  mend  the  heart, 
To  make  mankind  in  conscious  virtue  bold, 
Live  o'er  each  scene,  and  be  what  they  behold  ; 
For  this  the  tragic  muse  first  trod  the  stage, 
Commanding  tears  to  stream  through  every  age. 
Pope,  Prol,  to  AddUon't  Cato* 

TBAnmro. 

Now  'tis  the  sprmg,  and  weeds  are  shallow-rooted ; 

Suffer  them  now,  and  they'll  o'errun  the  garden, 

And  choke  the  herbs  for  want  of  husbandly.  8k.  H.  VI,  in.  1. 

IBAIIOB— ^Mtf  Treason. 
Bemember  him,  the  villain,  righteous  heav'n . 
In  thv  great  day  of  vengeance  blast  the  traitor, 
And  nis  pernicious  counsel,  who,  for  wealth, 
For  power,  the  ^ride  of  greatness^  or  revenge, 
Woxud  plunge  lus  nativeiandin  civil  wars.  Mowe,  Jane  Shore, 

TRAHSLATIOV. 

Bless  thee,  Bottom !  bless  thee !  thou  art  translated. 

8h.  Mid.  N.  in.  1. 
'Tis  true,  composing  is  the  nobler  part. 
But  good  translation  is  no  easy  art. 

Boscommon,  On  Translated  Veree. 
TRAHSKIOSATIOH. 
Think  not,  when  woman's  transient  breath  is  fled. 
That  all  her  vanities  at  once  are  dead ; 
Succeeding  vanities  she  still  regards. 
And  thougn  she  plays  no  more,  o'erlooks  the  cards* 
Her  joy  in  gilded  chariots,  when  alive 
And  love  of  ombre,  after  death  survive. 
For  when  the  fair  in  all  their  pride  expire* 
To  their  first  elements  their  souls  retire  : 
The  sprites  of  fiery  termagants  in  fiame 
Mount  up,  and  talce  a  saliuxumder's  name. 
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XRAV8MI0HATIOV~M»/tfMf«f. 
Soft  jrieldinff  minds  to  water  glide  away, 


And  sip,  with  nTmj^hs,  their  elemental  tea. 
The  grayer  prade  smks  downward  to  a  gnome. 
In  search  of  mischief  still  on  earth  to  roam. 
The  light  coquettes  in  sjlphs  aloft  repair. 
And  sport  and  flutter  in  tne  fields  of  air.  Pope^  R,  <if  L»  i.  5L 
nUUf 8P0BT— Mf  Passtoa. 
On  such  a  theme  'tis  impious  to  be  oalm ; 
Passion  is  reason,  transport,  temper,  here !  Young ^  If.  T,  it.  639. 

nAVSirBSTAHTIAnOV. 

He  was  the  word  that  soalce  it, 

He  took  the  bread  and  Drake  it ; 

And  what  that  word  did  make  it, 

I  do  beliere  and  take  it  Dr.  John  Daune,  On  ike  SaerameKt. 
These  Unei  have  been  variously  assigned  as  well  as  fseisqwiedt 
hut  ike  author  ofikis  is  undoubtedly  Dr.  Donne.  Skerlode,  in  kit 
'  Pradieal  Ckrisiian,'  169S,  gives  ikem  as  follows.- 

"  Chnst  was  the  Word,  and  sj^e  it. 

He  took  the  bread  and  brake  it ; 

And  what  the  Word  doth  make  it, 

That  I  belieye  and  take  it." 

TBAyXLLXBB,  TSAYXLLIva— m«   Alpine  TraTelliag,  AatlonkiA 


When  I  was  at  home,  I  was  in  a  better  place  ; 

But  trarellers  must  be  content,  Sk.  As  T,  L.  u.  i 

To  a  wise  man  all  the  world's  a  soil : 

It  is  not  Italy,  nor  France,  nor  Europe, 

That  must  bound  me^  if  my  fates  calf  me  forth. 

Ben  Jonson,  Voljpoas. 
This  is  a  trareUer,  sir,  knows  men  and 
Manners,  and  has  nlough'd  iip  sea  so  far. 
Till  both  the  poles  nare  knock'd ;  has  seen  the  sun 
Take  coach,  and  can  distinguish  the  colour 
Of  his  horses,  and  their  kinds.  Beaum.  S^Flei.  Soontful  U^* 

The  man  who,  with  undaunted  toils. 

Sails  unknown  seas  to  unknown  soils. 

With  Tarious  wonders  feasts  his  si^ht : 

What  stranger  wonders  does  he  write  I 

We  read,  and  in  description  view 

Creatures  which  Adam  nerer  knew : 

For,  when  we  risk  no  contradiction 

It  prompts  the  tongue  to  deal  in  fiction*  €hy,  MbU  lOi 
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TRATELLEB8,  TBAYZUJlf^—amiinued, 

Betuming  he  proclaims  by  manj  a  grace, 
By  shrugs  and  strange  contortions  of  his  face, 
How  much  a  dunce  Uiat  has  been  sent  to  roam, 
Excels  a  dunce  that  has  been  kept  at  home.  Cowper,  Prog.qfEr. 
I  can't  but  say  it  is  an  awkward  sieht 
To  see  one's  natiye  land  receding  uurou^h 
The  growing  waters  ;  it  unmans  one  quite. 
Especially  when  life  is  rather  new.  B^nm^  D.  J.  ii.  12. 

There  is  nothing  gires  a  man  such  spirits, 
Leavening  his  blc^  as  Cayenne  dotn  a  cuny, 
As  going  at  full  speed— no  matter  where  its 
Direction  be,  so  'tis  but  in  a  hurry. 
And  merely  for  the  sake  of  its  own  merits  ; 
For  the  less  cause  there  is  for  all  this  flurry. 
The  greater  is  the  pleasure  in  arriyin^ 
At  the  great  end  of  trayel— which  is  driving.  Byron,  DJ".  x.  72. 
She  had  resolved  that  he  should  travel  through 
All  European  climes,  by  land  or  sea, 
To  mend  his  former  morals,  and  get  new. 
Especially  in  France  and  Italy, 

(At  least  this  is  the  thing  most  people  do).  Byron,  D.  J,  1. 191. 
nSAflOV— «M  Danger,  Beeeit,  Kings,  BeditioB,  Traitor. 
Treason  does  never  prosper :  what's  the  reason  P 
Why,  when  it  prospers  none  dare  call  it  treason. 

Sir  John  Harrington, 
Thou  art  a  traitor  and  a  miscreant ; 
Too  good  to  be  so,  and  too  bad  to  live.  8h,  Bic,  IL  i.  1. 

Treason  is  but  trusted  Hke  the  fox  ; 
Who,  ne'er  so  tam'd,*  so  cherish' d,  and  lock'd  up, 
Will  have  a  wild  trick  of  his  ancestors.  8h,  H,  iv,  p.  1,  v.  2. 
That  man,  that  sits  within  a  monarch's  heart. 
And  ripens  in  the  sunshine  of  his  favour. 
Would  he  abuse  the  countenance  of  the  king. 
Alack,  what  mischiefs  might  he  set  abroach, 
In  shadow  of  such  greatness  !  8h,  H.  I7.  2.  iv.  2. 

Treason  and  murder  ever  keep  together, 
As  two  yoke-devils  sworn  to  cither's  purpose.  8k.  ff,  v,  ii.  2. 

So  Judas  kiss'd  his  master. 
And  cried— all  hail  I  when  as  he  meant*— all  harm. 

8h.  H.  VI,  p.  3,  T.  7. 
Treason  is  not  own'd  when  'tis  descried ; 
Successful  crimes  alone  are  justified.      Dry  den,  Medal,  207  • 

*  ThiB  readmg  is  given  by  A.  Allott  in  his  *  England's  Parnassus,'  1600. 
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TEIABOV^mm^mimI. 

He  therefore  wisely  cast  about, 

All  ways  he  could  t'  ensure  his  throat. 

And  hither  came,  t'  obserre  and  smoke 

What  courses  other  riskers  took ; 

And  to  the  utmost  do  his  best 

To  saye  himself,  and  hang  the  rest.  JBuiier,  HmdAnt, 

Is  there  not  some  chosen  curse. 
Some  hidden  thunder  in  the  stores  of  heaven. 
Bed  with  uncommon  wrath,  to  blast  the  man 
Who  owes  his  greatness  to  his  country's  ruin  P  Jd.CiUo,  l  1. 
Why  should  the  sacred  character  of  virtue 
Shine  on  a  villain's  countenance  P    Te  powers ! 
Why  fix'd  ye  not  a  brand  on  treason's  front, 
That  we  might  know  t'  avoid  perfidious  mortals  P  J,  Demiu, 
The  man,  who  nausea  on  the  paths  of  treason. 
Halts  on  a  quiolcsand,  the  first  step  engulphs  him. 

Aanm  Hill,  Emr$  r. 
The  man  who  rises  on  his  country's  ruin. 
Lives  in  a  crowd  of  foes,  himself  the  chief; 
In  vain  his  power,  in  vain  his  pomp  and  pleasure  I 
His  ffuilty  tnoughts,  those  tyrants  of  the  soul, 
Steaiin  unseen,  and  stab  him  in  his  triumph.ifar/yiiy2lM02mi. 
I  know  that  there  are  angir  spirits 
And  turbulent  mutterers  or  stifled  treason 
Who  lurk  in  narrow  places,  and  walk  out 
Muffled  to  whisper  curses  to  the  night ; 
Disbanded  soldiers,  discontented  nuSans, 
And  desperate  libertines  who  brawl  in  taverns. 

Byron  f  Doge  qfVemee,  Jh  L 
Oh  for  a  tongue  to  curse  the  slaye. 
Whose  treason,  like  a  deadly  blight, 
Ck>mes  o'er  the  councils  of  the  brave. 

And  blasts  them  in  their  hour  of  might  I  Iftot.  Moore. 

His  country's  curse,  his  children's  shame. 
Outcast  of  virtue,  peace,  and  fame.  Tkoo.  Moore, 

Who  strikes  at  sov'reiffu  power,  had  need  strike  home ; 
For  storms  that  fail  to  olow  the  cedar  down. 
May  tear  the  branches,  but  they  fix  the  roots.  Jeffrmf. 

XBBAXXB8. 

It  is  a  vain  attempt 
To  bind  th'  ambitious  and  xmjust  oy  treaties : 
These  they  elude  a  thousand  specious  ways ; 
Or  if  they  cannot  find  a  fair  pretext. 
They  blush  not  in  the  &oe  of  heaven  to  break  them* 

T^meon,  Coriolamu,  it.  S. 
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t  Hair»  BingkU. 

Fair  tresses  man's  imperial  race  ensnare, 

And  beantj  draws  us  with  a  single  hair.  Fope,  B,  ofL,  ii.  27. 
TBI7LB8— M9  Vpitarts. 

Triumphs  for  nothings,  and  lamenting  toys. 

Is  jolhtj  for  apes,  and  grief  for  boys.  8h,  Cymh.  TV,  2. 

Bivers  from  bubbling  springs 

Have  rise  at  first ;  and  great  from  abject  things.  MiddUton. 

Think  nought  a  trifle,  though  it  small  appear ; 

Small  sands  the  mountain,  moments  make  the  year ; 

And  trifles  life.  Toun^f,  Lave  qf  FmM^  Yi.  208. 

mPLBB. 

Whether  he  measure  earth,  compute  the  sea. 

Weigh  sunbeams,  carve  a  fly,  or  split  a  flea. 

The  solemn  trifler  with  his  ooasted  skill 

Toils  muchf  and  is  a  solemn  trifler  stilL  Qomj^^  Charity ^  863. 
IBuiixx. 

Since  you're  leam'd  in  Greek,  let's  see 

Sometning  against  the  Trinity*  Qaiigt  Fable  10. 

mXMSES. 

Wo  trimmers  are  for  holding  all  things  eyen : 

Yes— just  like  him  that  hung  'twixt  hell  and  heayen. 

Now,  since  the  weight  hangs  all  on  our  side,  brother^ 

You  trimmers  shomd,  to  poise  it,  hang  on  t'other. 

Damn'd  neuters,  in  their  middle  way  of  steering. 

Are  neither  fish  nor  fiesh,  nor  good  red-herring : 

Nor  Whigs,  nor  Tories  they ;  nor  this,  nor  that ; 

Nor  birds,  nor  beast ;  but  just  a  kind  of  bat, 

A  twiliffht  animal,  true  to  neither  cause, 

With  Tory  ?rings,  but  Whiggish  teeth  and  claws. 

Drjfden^  Epilogue,  Duke  qf  Guize,  SS. 
TBOVBLES—Mf  Adytrsltj,  Distress,  Xisery,  IQsfcrtniis. 

O,  how  ML  of  briars  is  this  working-day  world  I 
j^SiffY^  Sh»  jie  ir»  If  X.  3. 

Troy  for  ten  long  years  her  foes  withstood, 

And  daily  bleeding  bore  th'  expense  of  blood : 

Now  for  thick  streets  it  shows  an  empty  space. 

Or  fiird  with  tombs  of  her  own  perish'd  race, 

Herself  become  U&e  sepulchre  or  what  she  was. 

JDryden,  Fytkagarean  Phil.  (Ovid'e  Met.  xy.)  680. 
XBUTH— Mi  Vals^hood,  liotlon,  Hdnonr,  Ues,  Philosophy,  Bosos. 

The  truth  you  speak,  doth  lack  some  gentleness. 

And  time  to  speak  it  in :  you  rub  the  sore, 

When  you  should  bring  tLe  plaster.  8k,  Temp.  ii.  1. 
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This  is  all  as  tme  as  it  is  stnmge : 
Naj,  it  is  ten  times  ^rue ;  for  tral^  is  tmth 
To  the  end  of  reckoning.  Sk.  M.fir  M.  T.  1. 

O,  while  you  live,  tell  truth,  and  shame  the  deyiL 

Sh.  Sen.  ir,  1,  ra.  1. 
If  circumstances  lead  me,  I  will  find 
Where  truth  is  hid,  though  it  were  hid  indeed 
Within  the  centre.  Sh,  Earn.  n.  2. 

The  truth  doth  dwell  within  the  holy  tables 

Of  God's  live  word,  not  in  our  wanton  brain. 

Which  daily  coining  some  strange  error  vain 

For  gold  takes  lead,  for  truth  electeth  fables.       J,  SUvetier. 

Truth  informs  the  judgment,  rectifies  the  mind. 

Pleases  the  understanding,  makes  the  will 

Submit ;  the  mem'ry,  too,  it  doth  fill 

With  what  do  our  imaginations  please ; 

Likewise  it  tends  our  troubles  to  appease.  Bmij(»L 

f  Dare  to  be  true,  nothing  can  need  a  lie  ; 

I  A  fault  which  needs  it  most,  grows  two  thereby. 

Herbert,  Church  Porch- 
'Twizt  truth  and  error  there's  this  difTrence  known, 
Error  is  fruitful,  truth  is  only  one.  Serriek,  Aph.  257. 

Thy  actions  to  thy  words  accord ;  thy  words 
To  thy  large  heart  ^ve  utterance  due ;  thy  heart 
Gontams  of  good,  wise,  just,  the  perfect  shape. 

3f»7toji,P.  JJ.IU.9. 
What  is  truth,  or  knowledge,  but  a  kind 
Of  wantonness  and  luxury  o'  th'  mind, 
A'  greediness  and  gluttony  o'  the  f)rain. 
That  longs  to  eat  forbidden  fruit  again, 
And  grows  more  desp'rate,  like  the  worst  diseases 
Upon  the  nobler  part,  the  mind,  it  seizes. 

BuiUr,  JSlephatU  •»  ike  M(f(m. 
Tet  all  of  us  hold  this  for  true, 
No  faith  is  to  the  wicked  due ; 
For  truth  is  precious  and  divine, 
Too  rich  a  pearl  for  camal  swine.        BuUer,  Hud.  %  u.  866* 

True  as  the  dial  to  the  sun. 

Although  it  be  not  shin'd  upon.  lb,  8,  n>  157. 

Truth  and  fiction  are  so  aptly  mix'd 

That  all  seems  uniform,  and  of  a  piece.jBoMomsioihflbriMfii'i'* 
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TBUTH — wniinu&d. 

Truth  has  such  a  face  and  such  a  mien, 
As  to  be  loy'd  needs  onlj  to  be  seen.  Uhy den.  Hind  ^P,i.63> 
Princes,  like  beauties,  from  their  youth 
Are  strangerii  to  the  voice  of  truth.  Oay,  FdbU  i. 

*Tis  not  enough  your  counsel  shall  be  true, 
Blunt  truths  more  mischief  than  nice  falsehoods  do. 
Without  good  breeding,  truth  is  disapproy'd ; 
That  only  makes  superior  sense  beloy'd.  Pope,  B,  C.  ni.  672. 
Truth  needs  no  flowers  of  speech.  Pope. 

Curse  on  the  coward  or  perfidious  tongue. 
That  dares  not,  eyen  to  lings,  ayow  the  truth  I 

l^fMon,  Agatnemnon,  iii.  1. 
Truth,  though  sometimes  clad 
In  painfnl  lustre,  yet  is  always  welcome ; 
Dear  as  the  light  Uiat  shows  the  lurking  rocks  : 
'Tis  the  fair  star  that,  ne'er  into  the  mam 
Descending)  leads  us  safe  through  stormy  life. 

ThofMon,  Agamemnon,  m.  2. 
Truth!  why  shall  eyery  wretch  of  letters 
Dare  to  speak  truth  against  his  betters  I 
Let  ragged  yirtue  stand  aloof, 
Nor  mutter  accents  of  reproof; 
Let  ragged  wit  a  mute  become. 
When  wealth  and  power  woula  have  her  dumb 

Churchill,  Ghoet,  in.  876. 
Truths  on  which  depends  our  main  concern, 
That  'tis  our  shame  and  misery  not  to  learn. 
Shine  by  the  side  of  eyery  patn  we  tread 
With  such  a  lustre,  he  tliat  runs  may  read. 

Coteper,  Tirocinium,  77. 
Marble  and  recording  brass  decay. 
And,  like  the  'graver's  memory,  pass  away ; 
The  works  of  man  inherit,  as  is  just, 
Their  author's  frailty,  and  return  to  dust ; 
But  Truth  divine  for  ever  stands  secure, 
Its  head  is  guarded,  as  its  base  is  sure ; 
Fixed  in  the  rolling  flood  of  endless  years. 
The  pillar  of  the  eternal  pLui  appears  ; 
The  raving  storm  and  dashing  wave  defies. 
Built  by  that  Architect  who  built  the  skies.  Oowper. 

Can  this  be  true  P  an  arch  observer  cries, — 
Yes,  rather  moved,  I  saw  it  with  these  eyes. 
Sir  I  I  believe  it  on  that  ground  alone  ; 
I  could  not  had  I  seen  it  with  my  own.!^.  Coneersation,  231. 
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TKUTH— MfiltiNfMi. 

All  truth  is  precioiM,  if  not  all  diyina. 

And  what  duates  the  pow'n  must  needs  refine. 

Cowper,  Charity  f  3S1. 
The  safi^es  say,  dame  truth  delights  to.  dwell, 
StranKe  mansion !  in  the  bottom  of  a  welL 
Questions  are,  then,  the  windlass  and  the  rope 
That  pull  the  grare  old  gentlewoman  up. 

Peter  Pindar^  Birik^  Ode. 
All  that  I  know  is,  that  the  facts  I  state 
Are  true  as  truth  has  e^er  been  of  late.  Byron,  2>.  J.  Yi.  86. 
'Tis  strange,  but  true,  for  truth  is  always  strange ; 
Stranger  tnan  fiction ;  if  it  could  be  told. 
How  much  would  novels  gain  by  the  exchange  I 
How  differently  the  world  woufd  men  behold  I 
How  oft  would  vice  and  yirtue  places  change  i 
The  new  world  would  be  nothing  to  the  old. 
If  some  Columbus  of  the  moral  seas 
Would  show  mankind  their  soul's  antipodes.       Ih.  xiT.  101. 

Truth's  fountains  may  be  clear— her  streams  are  muddy, 
And  cut  through  such  canals  of  contradiction. 
That  she  must  often  narigate  o*er  fiction.        lb.  2>.  Jl  xy.  88. 
No  words  suffice  the  secret  soul  to  show 
For  truth  denies  all  eloquence  to  woe.        lb,  Cortair,ui*22, 

Fair  Truth's  immortal  son 
Is  sometimes  hid  in  clouds ;  not  that  her  light 
Is  in  itself  defectirc,  but  obscured 
By  our  weak  prejudice,  imperfect  faith. 
And  aU  the  thousand  causes  which  obstruct 
The  growth  of  goodness.  HMuak  More, 

The  real  nobility  of  birth 
To  age,  maturity,  or  youth. 
The  very  crown  of  creature  worth 
Is  easy,  guileless,  open  truth.   Tapper,  Proverb,  Pkilotopiy- 

Truth!  Truth !  where  is  the  sound 
Of  thy  calm,  unflatt'ring  voice  to  be  found  P 
We  may  ffo  to  the  Senate,  where  Wisdom  rules. 
And  find  out  deceiv'd  or  deceiving  fools : 
Who  dare  trust  the  sages  of  old. 
When  one  shall  unsay  what  another  has  told? 
And  even  the  lips  of  childhood  and  youth 
But  rarely  echo  the  tones  of  Truth.         Sliza  Cook,  Siantat. 
Who  never  doubted,  never  half  belieTcd, 
Where  doubt,  there  truth  is,  'tis  her  shadow.  BaUey,Fetiiu,  36. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQiC 


TBUTH — TUBTLB.  668 

TBVTR— AMiftiitMdL 
How  oft  it  pains  historians  to  relate 
The  truth  which  Truth  obliges  them  to  state : 

Colman,  Vagaries,  Ikco  Pasnons* 

TULIPS. 
Then  comes  the  tulip  race,  where  beauty  plays 
Her  idle  freaks ;  from  family  diffused 
To  family,  as  flies  the  father  dust, 
The  yaried  colours  run  ;  and  while  they  break 
On  the  charmed  eye,  the  exulting  florist  marks, 
With  secret  pride,  the  wonders  of  his  hand.  Tkom$on,  Sfp,  636. 

TUMULT— M0  Mob,  Babble. 
As  when  in  tumults  rise  th'  ignoble  crowd, 
Mad  are  their  motions,  and  uieir  tonnes  are  loud« 
And  stones  and  brands  in  rattling  Airies  fly. 
And  all  the  rustic  arms  which  fury  can  supply. 
Then  if  some  ^ye  and  pious  man  appear, 
They  hush  their  noise,  and  lend  a  listening  ear.  D/yden, 

TUBKETB. 
How  bless'd,  how  enyied  were  our  life. 
Could  we  but  'scape  the  poulterer's  knife  ! 
But  man,  curs'd  man,  on  turkeys  preys. 
And  Christmas  shortens  all  our  days  : 
Sometimes  with  oysters  we  combine 
Sometimes  assist  the  sayoury  chine. 
From  the  low  peasant  to  the  lord, 
The  turkey  smokes  on  eyery  board.  Gay,  JFahle  88. 

TUBHPIKE  BOAB. 

What  a  delightful  thing's  a  turnpike  road ! 

So  smooth,  so  leyel,  such  a  mode  of  shaying 

The  earth,  as  scarce  the  eagle  in  the  broad 

Air  can  accomplish,  with  its  wide  wings  waving  ; 

Had  such  been  cut  in  Fhseton's  time,  ike  Gk>d 

Had  told  his  son  to  satisfy  his  craving 

With  the  York  mail ; — ^but  onward  as  we  roll, 

"  Surgit  amari  aliquid  "—the  toll  J  Byron,  2>.  J.  z.  78. 

TVBTLX. 

Crood,  well-dress'd  turtle  beats  them  hollow, 

It  almost  makes  me  wish,  I  vow, 

To  have  two  stomachs,  like  a  cow ! 

And  lo !  as  with  the  cud,  an  inward  thrill 

Upheaved  his  waistcoat  and  disturb'd  his  frill, 

His  mouth  was  oozing,  and  he  work'd  his  law— 

**  I  almost  think  that  I  could  eat  one  raw!''  T.  Sood  (Tttrile.) 
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TWlOJUUrSAM. 
Blasted  with  iiglis,  and  gnrronnded  with  tean. 
Hither  I  come  to  seek  the  spring, 
And  at  mine  ejes,  and  at  mme  ears, 
Keceive  snch  balm  as  else  cures  eyeiything ; 
Bat  O,  self-traitor,  I  do  brings 
The  spider  love,  which  transubstantiates  all. 
And  can  convert  manna  to  gall, 
And  that  this  place  may  thoroughlr  be  thought 
True  Paradise,  I  hare  the  serpent  Drought. 

Donne,  llnekenkam  Qarden, 
Slnow,  all  the  distant  din  the  world  can  keep, 
Bolls  o'er  my  grotto  and  but  soothes  my  sleep. 
There  my  retreat  the  best  companions  grace. 
Chiefs  out  of  war  and  statesmen  out  of  place. 
There  St  John  mingles  with  my  friendly  bowl 
The  feast  of  reason  and  the  flow  of  soul. 

Pope,  Imit.  of  Hot.  n.  ISJ. 
Thou  who  shalt  stop  where  Thames'  translucent  ware 
Shines,  a  broad  mirror,  through  the  shady  care, 
Where  lingering  drops  from  mineral  roofs  distil. 
And  pointed  crystals  break  the  sparkling  rill ; 
Unpolish'd  gems  no  ray  on  pride  bestow, 
And  latent  metals  innocently  glow. 
Approach  I  great  nature,  studiously  behold 
Ana  eye  the  mine  without  a  wish  for  gold. 

Popey  on  hie  Chruito  at  Tufiehenham, 

Slow  let  us  trace  the  matchless  Yale  of  Thames ; 

Fair  winding  up  to  where  the  Muses  haunt. 

In  Twit 'nam's  Dowers,  and  for  their  Pope  implore. 

Tkomeon,  Summer,  1424. 

TWiiilGHT^fM  Xrening,  Kight,  Sunset 

Soft  hour !  which  wakes  the  wish  and  melts  the  heart 
Of  those  who  sail  the  seas,  on  the  first  day, 
When  they  from  their  sweet  friends  are  torn  apart, 
Or  fills  with  love  the  pilgrim  on  his  way. 
As  the  far  bell  of  vesper  makes  him  start. 
Seeming  to  weep  the  dying  day's  decay ; 
Is  this  a  fancy  which  our  reason  scorns  P 
Ah  I  surely  nothing  dies  but  something  mourns ! 

jfifyrow,  D.  J.  in.  124 
The  sun  does  not  gladden  a  moment  so  sweet, 
The  moon  does  not  shine  on  so  lovely  an  hour. 
As  the  soft  one  where  light  and  obscurity  meet. 
And  the  world  is  half  yeil'd  by  its  shadowy  powOT.  T.  Moore. 
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O  twilight  I  spirit  that  doet  render  birth 
To  dim  enchantments— melting  hearen  to  earth-— 
Leaving  on  cragey  hills  and  ronning  streams 
A  softness  like  me  atmosphere  of  dreams. 

Hon.  Mrs*  Norton,  Dream, 


TVo  loYelj  berries  moulded  on  one  stem.  8h.  Mid.  N.  iii.  1^ 
TTBAnr,  TYSAVTS— «M  Aggresdoa,  Merey,  Veoesiitj,  Treason. 
I  grant  him  bloodj, 
LnzorionSy  svaricioos,  false,  deceitfol. 
Sudden,  malicious,  smacking  of  every  sin 
That  has  a  name.  8k,  Maeb.  iv.  3. 

How  can  tyrants  safely  goyem  home, 

Unless  abroad  they  purchase  great  alliance.    JT.  VL  8,  in.  3* 
He  hath  no  friends,  but  what  are  friends  for  fear ; 
Which,  in  his  dearest  need,  will  fly  from  him.    Bic.  m.  v.  2. 
Till  now  you  have  gone  on,  and  filled  the  time 
With  all  licentious  measure,  making  vour  wills 
The  scope  of  justice ;  till  now,  myself  and  such 
As  slept  within  the  shadow  of  your  power. 
Have  wander'd  with  our  travers'd  arms,  and  breath'd 
Our  sufferance  vainly.  8h,  IXmon,  v.  5. 

I  know  him  tyrannous ;  and  tyrants*  fears 
Decrease  not,  but  grow  faster  than  their  years.  Sk,  Peric,  i.  2. 

Tis  time  to  fear  when  tyrants  seem  to  kiss.       8h,  Per.  i.  2. 

'Twizt  kings  and  tyrants  there's  this  difference  known — 
Kings  seek  their  subjects'  good,  tyrants  their  own. 

Merrick,  Aph.  305. 
Justice  is  lame,  as  well  as  blind,  amongst  us  : 
The  laws,  corrupted  to  their  ends  that  make  them. 
Serve  but  for  instruments  of  some  new  tyranny, 
That  every  day  starts  up  f  enslave  us  deeper. 

Otway,  Ten.  Pree. 
When  force  invades  the  gift  of  nature,  life. 
The  eldest  law  of  nature,  bids  defence ; 
And  if  in  that  defence  a  tyrant  fall, 
.His  death's  his  crime,  not  ours.  Dryden. 

To  send  the  injur'd  unredress'd  away. 
How  great  soever  the  offender,  and  the  wrong'd 
Howe  er  obscure,  is  wicked,  weak  and  vile,— 
Degrades,  defiles,  and  should  dethrone  a  king. 

Smollett,  Segieide. 
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Fear  not  that  tyrants  shall  rule  for  erer. 

Or  the  priests  of  the  bloody  faith ; 

They  stand  on  the  brink  of  that  mighty  rirer 

Whose  waves  they  have  tainted  with  death. 

Tis  fed  from  the  depths  of  a  thousand  deUs ; 

Around  them  it  foams,  and  rages,  and  swells ; 
■  Their  swords  and  their  sceptres  I  floating  see,. 

liike  wrecks  in  the  serge  of  eternity !  iSieUey. 

Think'st  thou  there  is  no  tyranny  but  that 

Of  blood  and  chains  P    The  despotism  of  vice^ 

The  weakness  and  the  wickedness  of  luxury— 

The  negligence — ^the  wathy— the  evils 

Of  sensual  sloth — ^produce  ten  thousand  tyrants. 

Whose  delegated  cruelty  surpasses 

The  worst  acts  of  one  energetic  master, 

However  harsh  and  hard  in  his  own  bearing. 

Byron,  Sardanapalus,  i.  S. 
Tyranny 
Is  far  tiie  worst  of  treasons.    Dost  tiiou  deem 
None  rebels  except  subjects  P    The  prince  who 
Neglects  or  violates  his  trust  is  more 
A  brigand  than  the  robber  chief.    Byron,  Tioo  JFoseari,  n.  1. 

They  have  gone  beyond 
Even  their  exorbitance  of  power ;  and  when 
This  happens  in  the  most  contemn'd  and  abject 
States,  stung  humanity  will  rise  to  check  it.  Byron,  lb,  n.  1. 
His  country's  wrongs,  and  his  despair  to  save  her. 
Had  stung  nim  from  a  slave  to  an  enslaver.  lb,  v.  53. 

Goaded  by  ambition's  sting 
The  hero  sunk  into  the  king  I 
Then  he  fell — so  nerish  all 

Wbo  would  men  by  man  enthral  I  Byron,  Waterloo, 

Tyrants,  the  comets  of  their  kind, 
Whose  withering  influence  ran 
Through  all  the  promise  of  the  mind, 
And  smote  and  mildew'd  man.  Jamw  Moniyomery. 

Power  is  a  curse  when  in  a  tyrant's  hands. 

Bat  in  a  bigot  tyrant's — ^treble  curse.    Jcu,  Miller,  Makomei^ 
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UlCJUtlAIHTT. 

Uncertainij ! 
Fell  denum  of  oar  fean  !    Hie  hnman  goal, 
That  can  support  despair,  supports  not  ihBe.Mallet,Mustapha. 
Beally  if  a  man  won't  let  us  know- 
That  he's  aliye,  he's  dead,  or  should  be  so.  Byron,  Bepjoo,  35. 
WGLB. 

Tut,  tut  I 
Grace  me  no  grace,  nor  unde  me  no  uncle.  Sk,  Bie.  II.  ii.  8. 

innpAiiHTniiMXBs. 

Who  should  be  trusted  now,  when  one's  right  hand 

Is  peijured  to  the  bosom  P    Proteus, 

I  am  sorry  I  must  never  trust  thee  more. 

But  count  the  world  a  stranger  for  thy  sake. 

The  private  wound  is  deepest.  8h,  !Rpo  G.  y.  4. 

UAJUJi>n88— iM  Triendship. 

In  nature  there's  no  blemish  but  the  mind ; 

lYone  can  be  call'd  deform'd,  but  the  unkind  : 

Virtue  is  beauty ;  but  the  beauteous  evil 

Are  empty  trunks,  o'erflourish'd  by  the  deyil.  8h.  T,  JVl.  in.  4. 
1JP8TAXT8. 

It  is  a  note 

Of  upstart  greatness  to  observe  and  watch 

For  those  poor  trifles,  which  the  noble  mind 

Keglects  and  scorns.  Ben  Jonsan,  S^'amu, 

How  insolent  is  upstart  pride  I 

Hadst  thou  not  thus  with  insult  vain, 

Provok'd  my  patience  to  complain. 

I  had  conceal  d  thy  meaner  birth, 

'Not  trac'd  thee  to  the  scum  of  earth.  ^ay,  JTahle  14. 

All  upstarts,  insolent  in  place, 

Bemmd  us  of  their  vulgar  race.  Oay,  Fable  24. 

VSB,  17BEFULVI88. 
Kaught  so  vile  that  on  the  earth  doth  live. 
But  to  the  earth  some  special  good  doth  give ; 
Nor  aught  so  good,  but,  strain  d  from  that  fair  use, 
Revolts  from  true  birth,  stumbling  on  abuse : 
Virtue  itself  turns  vice,  bein^  misapplied ; 
And  vice  sometimes  's  by  action  dignified.       8k.  Rom*  U.  3. 

Foul  cankering  rust  the  hidden  treasure  frets. 
But  gold  tiiat's  put  to  use,  more  gold  begets. 

Shakespeare  {from  Allotfe  Pamaesus). 
uxr 
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UBUEPXB8,  V8VBPATI0V. 

A  sceptre,  snatch'd  with  an  nnraly  Band, 

Must  De  as  boisterously  maintain 'a  as  gain'-d.  8k.K.  John,  auik 

Thouji^Ii  usurpers  sway  the  rule  awhile. 

Yet  heaTens  are  just,  and  time  suppresseth  wrongs. 

Sk.  Me:  FJ.  3t  nx.  3. 
Power  usurp'd,  like  stol'n  delight. 
Is  more  bewitching  than  the  right.  Butler,  Sudibrat, 

Kings  who  did  crowns  unjustly  get. 

In  hell  on  burning  thrones  are  set  j^^ 

And,  oh  I  uneasily  their  crowns  th^  wear, 

And  their  own  giult  amidst  the  guards  they  fear ; 

Cares,  when  the^  wake,  their  minds  unquiet  keep. 

And  ghosts,  in  visions,  lord  it  o'er  their  sleep.  D/ydeUt  Zfas^« 

TAOiriTT— «M  FoUy,  Stupiditj. 
The  fool  of  nature  stood  with  stupid  eyes. 
And  gaping  mouth  that  testified  surprise. 

D/yden,  Ctfmon  and  IpkigenU,  107. 

He  trudged  alons,  unknowing  what  he  sought, 
And  whutled  as  ne  went,  for  want  of  thought. 

Dryden,  Oymon  and  Ipk.  i.  84. 
You  beat  your  pate,  and  fancy  wit  will  come, 
£nock  as  you  please,  there's  nobody  at  home.  Pope,  Bpigram. 

TAGABOHB. 

Headstrong,  determined  m  his  own  career. 

He  thought  reproof  unjust,  and  truth  severe  ; 

The  soul's  disease  was  to  its  crisis  come,— 

He  first  abus'd,  and  then  abjur'd  his  home ; 

And  when  he  chose  a  vagabond  to  be. 

He  made  his  shame  his  glory—"  TU  be  free !"  OMopw. 

TALJBJITillJSB,  yAIJEIITJLllE*8  DAT. 
This  day  dame  Nature  seemed  in  love. 
The  lusty  san  began  to  move. 
Fresh  juice  did  stir  th'  embracing  vines. 
And  birds  had  drawn  their  valentines.  Sir  S.  TTo^Aw* 

They  are  those  wing'd  postillions  that  can  fly, 
From  the  Antarctic  to  the  Arctic  sky ; 
The  heralds  and  swift  harbingers  tliat  move 
From  east  to  west  on  embassy  of  love. 

Jof.  Howell,  Poems  on  Letteri' 
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TALEHTOfES,  YidLsSTIKKB  DAT — eontinwd. 
Oft  haye  I  heard  both  youths  and  yirgins  saj^ 
Birds  choose  their  mates,  and  couple  too,  this  day ; 
But  by  their  flight  I  never  can  divine 
When  I  shall  couple  with  my  Valentine. 

Herricky  Amatory  Odes^  188. 
What,  conscience,  say,  is  it  in  thee. 
When  I  a  heart  had  none, 
To  take  away  that  heart  from  me, 
And  to  retain  thine  own  P 
For  shame,  or  pity  now  incline 
To  play  a  loving  part ; 
Either  to  send  me  kindly  thine. 
Or  give  me  back  my  heart. 
Covet  not  both ;  but  if  thou  dost 
Besolve  to  part  with  neither. 
Why,  yet  to  shew  that  thou  art  just. 
Take  me  and  mine  together.  Merriek,  Amatory  Odei,  41. 

Apollo  has  peeped  through  the  shutter. 

And  awaken 'd  the  witty  and  fair : 

The  boarding-school  belle's  in  a  nutter, 

The  twopennv  post's  in  despair ; 

The  breath  of  tne  morning  is  flinging 

A  magic  on  blossom  and  spray. 

And  cockneys  and  sparrows  are  singing 

In  chorus  on  Valentiae's  Day.  Fraed,  I4dh  of  February. 

On  paner  curiously  shaped 

ScnbDlers  to-day  of  everv  sort. 

In  verses  Valentines  y'clep'd, 

To  Venus  chime  their  annual  court. 

I  too  will  sweU  the  motley  throng. 

And  greet  the  til  auspicious  day. 

Whose  privilege  permits  my  song. 

My  love  thus  secret  to  convey.  ^S, 

VALOTTB — «M  Contempt,  Oonrage.  ^ 

Fear  to  do  base  unworthy  things  is  valour ; 

If  they  be  done  to  us,  to  suffer  them 

Is  valour  too.  Ben  Jbnum^  New  Inn. 

Valour  employ'd  in  an  ill  quarrel,  turns 

To  cowardice ;  and  virtue  then  puts  on  ^ 

Foul  vice's  vizor.  Masnnger. 

TAHITT— M«  Delights. 

Light  vanity,  (insatiate  cormorant    .      ,^      -,.   «. 

Consuming  means)  soon  preys  upon  itself,     oft.  Mte.  tl,  n.  !• 

uxr  2 
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Hey  day,  wliat  a  sweep  of  vanity  comes  this  way-  ^SA.  Ttm.hZ. 

Where  now,  ye  lying  vanities  of  life  1 
Ye  ever-tempting,  ever-cheating;  train  ! 
Where  are  ye  now  P  and  what  is  your  amoant  f 
Vexation,  <usappointment,  and  remorse. 
Sad,  sickening  thought!  and  yet  deluded  man, 
A  scene  of  crude  disjointed  visions  past. 
And  broken  slumbers,  rises  still  resolved. 
With  new-flushed  hopes,  to  run  the  giddy  round. 

Tkonuon^  JFinUr,2C9. 
She,  who  fond  of  dress,  of  paint,  and  place, 
Aims  but  to  be  a  goddess  in  the  face. 
Sinks,  as  her  beauty  fades  and  passion  cools. 
The  scorn  of  coxcombs,  and  the  jest  of  fools.   Jas»  Ca»ihon* 
But  one  admirer  has  the  painted  lass ; 
Norfindsthatone,but  inher looking  glass.  7b»ft^,^.^J^^*^' 
What  dotage  will  not  vanity  maintain  P 
What  web  too  weak  to  catch  a  modem  brain  P  CawperfBxp.^* 
Ecclesiastes  said  that  all  is  vanity- 
Most  modem  preachers  say  the  same,  or  show  it 
By  their  examples  of  true  Christianity  : 
In  short,  all  know,  or  very  soon  may  know  it ; 
And  in  this  scene  of  aU-confessed  inanity, 

ST  saint,  by  sage,  by  preacher,  and  by  poet, 
ust  I  restrain  me  tnrouj^h  the  fear  of  strife,  ^ 

From  holding  up  the  nothmgness  of  life  P  Bynm,  D./-'^-^ 
The  fool  of  vanity  ;  for  her  alone 
He  lives,  loves,  writes — and  dies  but  to  be  known.       , 

Canning f  New  Morality,  Anti  Jaeoi^^*  *^' 
Thus  felt  Sir  Owen  as  a  man  whose  cause 
Is  very  good — ^it  had  his  own  applause.  Craoo^ 

VABIETT — 9ee  Chaxigo. 
Variety's  the  source  of  joy  below. 
From  which  still  fresh  revolving  pleasures  flow ; 
In  books  and  love,  the  mind  one  end  pursues. 
And  only  change  the  expiring  flame  renews.  6^a^,i^pif^^>^* 
Nature,  through  all  her  works,  in  great,  degree. 
Borrows  a  blessing  from  variety^. 
Music  itself  her  needful  aid  requires 
To  rouse  the  soul,  and  wake  our  dying  fires. 

Churchilh  Apology^lO* 
Varietjf's  the  very  snice  of  life, 
That  gives  it  all  its  flavour.  Cowper,  2}uk,  ii.  606> 
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TXHICB. 

I  stood  in  Venice,  on  the  Bridge  of  Sighs, 

A  palace  and  a  prison  on  each  hand  : 

I  saw  from  out  the  ware  her  structures  rise 

As  from  the  stroke  of  the  enchanter's  wand : 

A  thousand  years  their  cloudy  wings  expand 

Around  me,  and  a  dying  Glory  smiles 

O'er  the  far  times,  where  many  a  subject  land 

Look'd  to  the  winded  Lion's  marble  piles. 

Where  Venice  sat  m  state,  thron'd  on  her  hundred  isles ! 

Byron,  Ch.  H,  it.  1. 

In  Venice  Tasso's  echoes  are  no  more, 

And  silent  rows  the  songless  gondolier ; 

Ber  palaces  are  crumbling  to  the  shore. 

And  music  meets  not  always  now  the  ear : 

Those  days  are  gone,  but  Beauty  still  is  here. 

States  fall,  arts  fade,  but  nature  doth  not  die. 

Nor  yet  forget  how  Venice  once  was  dear. 

The  pleasant  place  of  all  festivity, 

The  revel  of  the  earth,  the  masque  of  Italy !  Ih.  Ch.  H,  17.  8. 
I  loved  her  from  my  boyhood ;  she  to  me 
Was  as  a  fairy  city  of  the  heart. 
Rising  like  water-columns  from  the  sea. 
Of  jov  the  sojourn,  and  of  wealth  the  mart ; 
And  Otway,  Hadclifie,  Schiller,  Shakespeare's  art. 
Had  stamp'd  her  image  in  me.  Byron,  Ch,  IT.  ly.  18. 

YEHISOH. 

Thanks,  my  lord,  for  your  venison,  for  finer  or  fatter 
Ne'er  ranged  in  a  forest,  or  smoked  in  a  platter  ; 
The  haunch  was  a  picture  for  nainters  to  study. 
The  fat  was  so  white,  and  the  lean  was  so  ruddy. 

Goldsmith f  Haunch  of  Venuon,  1. 

TXVOXAHCE. 

I  shall  see 
The  winged  vengeance  overtake  such  children.  Sh,  Lear,  iii.T. 
YXHTUBOfO— «M  AmMtion,  Banger,  Baling. 
Things  out  of  hope  are  compass'd  oft  with  venturing. 

8h.  Ven,  Sf  Ad.  05. 

VSVU8. 
Creator  Venus,  genial  power  of  love. 
The  bliss  of  men  below,  and  gods  above  1 
Beneath  the  sliding  sun  thou  runn'st  thy  race, 
Dost  fairest  shine,  and  best  become  thy  place ; 
For  thee  the  winds  their  eastern  blasts  forbear. 
Thy  month  reveals  the  spring,  and  opens  all  the  year ; 
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TEWS— Mft/miMrf. 
Thee,  goddess,  thee  the  storms  of  winter  flj, 
Earth  smiles  with  flowers  renewing,  laughs  the  Ajt 
And  birds  to  lays  6f  lore  their  tonefVil  notes  apply; 
For  thee  the  lion  loathes  the  taste  of  blood. 

Dryden,  Palamon  and  ArcUe,  nu  126. 
O,  Yenus  hail !  all  hail  immortal  Queen  I 
Thou  reign 'st  unbounded  o'er  the  human  scene, 
Where  the  bright  Thames  shines  forth  in  azure  pride, 
To  where  the  Ganges  rolls  its  foamy  tide, 
Where  the  redundant  Nile  expands  his  course, 
Or  Niagara  throws  her  headlong  force  ; 
Still  from  the  east  to  west,  from  pole  to  pole. 
Thou  e'er  shall  rule  great  Sovereign  of  the  whole.         ^^ 
YXBB08ITT. 

He  draweth  out  the  thread  of  his  rerbosity 
Finer  than  the  staple  of  hia  argument.    /&»  Love's  L,  L*  T.  1< 
TBB8E— «M  Poetry,  Bhyme. 
A  yerse  may  find  him  who  a  sermon  flies. 
And  turn  delight  into  a  sacrifice.     O.  Herbert,  Church  P(^h, 
111  Tersify  in  spite,  and  do  my  best,  ^^ 

To  make  as  much  waste  paper  as  the  rest.  Dry^ 

Of  little  use,  the  man  you  may  suppose. 
Who  says  in  verse  what  others  say  m  prose ; 
Yet  let  me  show  a  poet's  of  some  weight. 
And  (though  no  soldier)  useful  to  the  state. 
What  will  a  child  leam  sooner  than  a  song? 
What  better  teach  a  foreigner  the  tongue  r 
What's  lon^  or  short,  each  accent  where  to  place  ? 
And  speak  m  public  with  some  sort  of  grace  r 

I'ope,  Imit  ofSoract,  2,  i.  201' 
I  was  a  poet  too  ;^but  modem  taste 
Is  so  renned  and  delicate  and  chaste, 
That  Terse,  whatever  fire  the  fancy  warms. 
Without  a  creamy  smoothness  has  no  charms. 
Thus,  all  success  depending  on  an  ear. 
And  thinking  I  might  pur^ase  it  too  dear. 
If  sentiment  were  sacnfic'd  to  sound. 
And  truth  cut  short  to  make  a  period  round, 
I  judg'd  a  man  of  sense  could  scarce  do  worse 
Tnan  caper  in  the  morris-dance  of  verse.  Omoper^  ToMk^'^^* 
Verse  sweetens  toil,  however  rude  the  sound ; 
All  at  her  works  the  village  maiden  sings  ; 
Nor,  as  she  turns  the  g[iddT  wheel  around«  . 

Bevolves  the  sad  vicissitudes  of  things.  B,  €Hfford,Conimfi' 
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TICS— M9  CrinM,  Bin. 

There  is  no  rice  so  simple,  but  asernmes 

Some  mark  of  rirtne  on  hisontward  part.  8h.  M.  ofVen,  iti.  2. 

Few  lore  to  hear  the  sins  they  love  to  act.        Sh.  Perie,  1. 1. 

The  gods  are  just,  and  of  our  pleasant  yices 

Make  instroments  to  scourge  us.  8h.  Lear,  T.  3. 

Virtue  itself  turns  vice,  beinfj  misapplied , 

And  Tice  sometimes  's  by  action  dignified.        8h»  Bom.  ii.  3. 

O,  what  a  mansion  hare  those  rices  got. 

Which  for  their  habitation  chose  out  thee; 

Where  beauty's  veil  doth  cover  every  blot, 

And  all  things  turn  to  fair,  that  eyes  can  see  !      Sk.  Son,  05. 

Vice  never  doth  her  just  hate  so  provoke 

As  when  she  rageth  under  virtue  a  cloak.  Ckaptnan. 

I  hate  when  vice  can  bolt  her  arguments, 

And  virtue  has  no  tongue  to  check  her  pride.  Jft//on,C[>i».760. 

No  penance  can  absolve  our  guilty  fame ; 

Nor  tears,  that  wash  out  sin,  can  wash  out  shame. 

Prior f  Henry  and  Emma. 
Count  all  th'  advantai2[e  prosperous  vice  attains, 
'Tis  but  what  virtue  nies  from,  and  disdains.  Pop0,j^.ilf  .iv.89. 
Vice  is  a  monster  of  so  frightful  mien. 
As  to  be  hated  needs  but  to  be  seen ; 
Tet  seen  too  oft,  familiar  with  her  face. 
We  first  endure,  then  pity,  then  embrace.  Pope,  E,  Af.  ii.  217. 

When  to  mischief  mortals  bend  their  will. 
How  soon  they  find  fit  instruments  of  ill !  lb,  B.o/L,  ni.  125. 
When  men  of  infamy  to  grandeur  soar. 
They  light  a  torch  to  shew  their  shame  the  more. 
Those  governments  which  curb  not  evil's  cause  ! 
And  a  rich  knave  's  a  libel  on  our  laws.        Young,  L.  qfF.l. 
Ah,  vice  !  how  soft  are  thy  voluptuous  ways  I 
While  boyish  blood  is  mantling,  who  can  scape 
The  fascination  of  thy  magic  gaze  P  Byron,  Ch.  H.  x.  65. 

Who  called  thee  vicious  was  a  lyln^  elf. 
Thou  art  not  vicious,  tiiou  art  vice  itself.        Martial,  xi.  92. 
TICB-CHAKCSLL0B8. 

Yice-Chancellon,  whose  knowledge  is  but  small. 
And  Chancellors,  who  nothinfi^  know  at  all : 
ni-brook'd  the  generous  spirit  in  those  days 
When  learning  was  the  certain  road  to  praise. 

Ckurehill,  Author,  25. 
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▼lOntlTUDX— Mif  IQafertiUM. 
But  yesterday  the  word  of  OsMar  might 
Hare  stood  against  the  world ;  now  ues  he  there, 
And  none  so  poor  to  do  him  reverence.        8k.  Jut^    ^*  ^"^  ^ 
Think  on  tiie  slipi^ery  state  of  hnman  things. 
The  strange  yicissitades  and  sadden  tnms 
Of  war  and  fate,  recoiling  on  the  proud, 
To  crash  a  merciless  and  crael  victor  : 
Think  there  are  hoands  of  fortune,  set  above 
Periods  of  time,  and  progress  of  success, 
Which  none  can  atop  before  th'  appointed  limits. 
And  none  can  push  beyond.  jDtyden,  Love  2V^«^isp^"^ 

A  blossom  full  of  promise  is  life's  joy, 
That  never  comes  to  fruit.    Hope,  for  a  time. 
Suns  the  young  floweret  in  its  gladsome  light. 
And  it  looks  flourishing —a  little  while 
'1^  pass'd,  we  know  not  whither,  but  'tis  gone.  X.  JB.  JiS»d(m. 

▼ICTOET.  O,  such  a  day 

8o  fought,  so  follow'd,  and  so  fairly  won. 
Game  not  till  now,  to  dignify  the  times. 
Since  C«sar's  fortune.  8k.  Hen.  IV.  %  1. 1- 

Thus  far  our  fortune  keeps  an  onward  course. 

And  we  are  grac'd  with  wreaths  of  victory.  8k,  H,  vim  S,  t*  3. 

It  is  not  victory  to  win  the  field, 

Unless  we  make  our  enemies  to  yield 

More  to  our  justice,  than  our  force ;  and  so 

As  well  instruct,  as  overcome  our  foe.       Rickard  Oomersall. 

There  is  a  tear  for  all  who  die, 

A  mourner  o'er  the  humblest  grave ; 

But  nations  swell  the  funeral  cry. 

And  triumph  weeps  above  the  brave. 

Bi^u,  Deatk  cf  S^r  P,  Parker. 
Crown  ye  the  brave !  crown  ye  the  brave  I 
As  through  vour  streets  they  ride. 
And  the  sunoeams  dance  on  the  polish'd  arms 
Of  the  warriors,  side  by  side ; 
Shower  on  them  your  sweetest  flowers. 
Let  the  air  ring  with  their  praise.  Mre.  Hemant. 

vnxAem. 

The  villager,  bom  humbly  and  bred  hard. 
Content  his  wealth,  and  pover^  his  guard. 
In  action  simply  just,  in  conscience  Siear, 
By  guilt  untamted,  undisturb'd  by  fear, 
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▼PLAGItB    ewiHnued, 

His  means  bat  scanty,  and  his  wants  but  few, 

Labour  his  business,  and  his  pleasure  too. 

Enjoys  more  comforts  in  a  single  hour 

Than  ages  give  the  wretch  condemned  to  power. 
VTT.T.ATWg  VELLAHT.  Churchill^  Gotham,  117. 

Which  is  the  villain  P    Let  me  see  his  eyes ; 

That  when  I  note  another  man  like  him, 

I  may  avoid  him.  Sh,  M.  Ado,  y.  1. 

The  multiplying  vUlanies  of  nature 

Do  swarm  upon  him.  Sh.  Mach.  1. 1. 

A  fellow  by  the  hand  of  nature  marlc'd, 

Quoted,  and  sign'd,  to  do  a  deed  of  shame.  5A.  K,  John,  lY.  2. 

Things  ill-got  had  ever  bad  success.         8h,  Hen,  F/.  3,  ii.  2. 

Do  but  observe  the  face  of  villany, 

How  different  from  the  brow  of  mnocence  ! 

See  what  a  settled  gloom  obscures  his  visage. 

Sure  emblem  of  the  horror  of  his  breast, 

Where  his  false  heart  enthron'd  in  native  darkness 

gJnconscious  and  onwishing  for  the  light), 
roods  o'er  new  treasons,  and  enjoys  me  mischief.  Soward» 
VntGnrS— «M  Maidenhood. 
What  tender  maid  but  must  a  victim  fall 
To  one  man's  treat,  but  for  another's  ball? 
When  Florio  speaks,  what  virgin  could  withstand. 
If  gentle  Damon  did  not  squeeze  her  hand  P 
With  vaiying  vanities,  from  every  part, 
They  shift  the  moving  toyshop  of  their  heart ; 
Where  wi^s  with  wigs,  sword-knots  with  sword-knots  strive. 
Beaux  banish  beaux,  and  coaches  coaches  drive. 
▼IBTUS-^#0  Conduct,  Pnritans,  Vice.  ^^P^*  ^'  ^^'  ^'  ^^' 

Virtue  is  more  amiable  and  more  sweet. 
When  virtue  and  true  majestie  do  meet.  JEd,  Spencer, 

I  held  it  ever. 
Virtue  and  knowledge  were  endowments  greater 
Than  nobleness  and  riches  ;  careless  heirs 
May  the  two  latter  darken  and  expend ; 
But  immortality  attends  the  former. 

Making  a  man  a  god.  Sh.  Perie,  nx.  2* 

Heaven  doth  with  us,  as  we  with  torches  do ; 
Not  light  them  for  themselves ;  for  if  our  virtues 
Did  not  go  forth  of  us,  'twere  all  alike 
As  if  we  had  them  not.  Sh,  M.Jbr  M,  U  1. 
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Her  yirtues,  graced  with  external  gifts. 

Do  breed  lore's  settled  passions  in  mj  heart.  8k,E€n,7ij^yJSk 

TU  leave  my  son  my  yirtuoos  deeds  behind ; 

And  would  my  father  had  left  me  no  more  I 

For  all  the  rest  is  held  at  such  a  rate, 

As  brings  a  thousand  fold  more  care  to  keep. 

Than  in  possession  any  jot  of  pleasure,    Si,  Hen,  vi.  8,  u.  2. 

Men's  eyil  manners  live  in  brass ;  their  virtues 

We  write  in  water.  8h,  Sen.  Tin,  it.  2. 

Assume  a  yirtue,  if  you  hare  it  not.  Sk,  Mam.  in.  4 

Virtue  dies  not,  her  tomb  we  need  not  raise. 

Let  them  trust  tombs  who  have  outliv'd  their  praise. 

TAot*  Bastard. 
Virtue  in  greatest  danger  is  most  shown. 
And  though  oppressed,  yet  nerer  is  overthrown.      8,  Daaid* 

Virtue  makes  honour,  as  the  soul  doth  sense. 

And  merit  far  exceeda  inheritance.  €ho»  Chapmw, 

The  path  that  leads  to  virtue's  court  is  narrow. 

Thorny;,  and  up  a  hiU,  a  bitter  tourney : 

But  being  gone  through,  you  find  all  heavenly  sweets ; 

Th'  entrance  is  all  flintr  ;  but  at  th'  end 

To  towers  of  pearls  and  crystal  you  ascend.      Tkoi.  Dehhtf* 

Virtue  abhors  to  wear  a  borrow'd  face.  2%m.  Dekktr, 

Virtue,  if  not  in  action,  is  a  vice  ; 

And,  when  we  move  not  forward,  we  go  backward.  Mauki^' 

Virtue  may  be  assail'd,  but  never  hurt ; 

Surprised  oy  unjust  force,  but  not  enthrall'd ; 

Yea,  even  that  which  mischief  meant  most  harm, 

Shall  in  the  happy  trial  prove  most  glory.  Milton,  C9»si,589. 

If  Virtue's  self  were  lost,  we  might 

From  jour  fair  mind  new  copies  write. 

All  things  but  one  you  can  restore : 

The  heart  you  get  returns  no  more.  Sd,  WaUer. 

If  there's  a  power  above  us. 
And  that  there  is  all  nature  cries  aloud 
Thro'  all  her  works,  he  must  delight  in  virtue  : 
And  that  which  he  delights  in  must  be  happy.  Addiamt  Gii^< 

The  virtuous  nothing  fear  but  life  with  shame. 
And  death's  a  pleasant  road  that  leads  to  fame. 

Lantdowne,  VerseawriiteninlW* 
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Shall  ignorance  of  good  and  01 

Dare  to  direct  th*  eternal  wiU  P 

Seek  yirtue  ;  and,  of  that  possess 'd. 

To  ProTidence  resign  the  rest.  Qx^,  FahU  89. 

Why  to  true  merit  shoxdd  they  hare  regard  P 

They  know  that  Tirtue  is  its  own  reward.  Oajf,  JEp.  toMMuen, 

Yirtue  she  finds  too  painM  an  endearour, 

Content  to  dwell  in  decencies  for  erer.    JPope,  M.  JS,  n.  163. 

Yirtuous  and  yicious  eyeir  man  must  be. 

Few  in  th'  extreme,  but  all  in  the  degree.  Pope,  JS.  M,  i.  231. 

Count  all  th'  advantage  prosperous  Vice  attains, 

'Tis  but  what  Virtue  files  from  and  disdains : 

And  grant  the  bad  what  happiness  they  would. 

One  uiey  must  want — ^whicn  is,  to  pass  for  good. 

Pop«,  j&.  Jf.  IT.  89. 
But  sometimes  virtue  starves  while  rice  is  fed, 
What  then  is  the  reward  of  virtue — bread  P  Poptf,^.lf.iT.160» 

What  nothing  earthly  gives,  or  can  destroy, — 

The  soid*s  caun  sunsnine,  and  the  heartfelt  joy,— « 

Is  virtue's  prize  ;  a  better  would  you  fix  P 

Then  give  humility  a  coach  and  six. 

Justice  a  conqueror's  sword,  or  truth  a  gown, 

Or  public  spirit,  its  great  cure,  a  crown.  Fope^  JB.  M.  iv.  167. 

Know  then  this  truth,  enough  for  man  to  know, 

Yirtue  alone  is  happiness  below.  Fope^  J7.  M.  it.  909. 

Yirtue  may  choose  the  high  or  low  degree, 

'Tis  just  alike  to  Yirtue  and  to  me  \ 

Dwell  in  a  monk,  or  light  upon  a  kine, 

She's  still  the  same  belov'd  contented  thing. 

Pope,  Epilogue  to  the  Satirei,  1. 136* 
What,  what  is  virtue,  but  rexK>se  of  mind, 
A  pure  ethereal  calm,  that  knows  no  storm  ; 
Above  the  reach  of  wild  Ambition's  wind. 
Above  those  passions  that  this  world  deform. 
And  torture  man.  THonuon^  Castle  qf  Indolence,  i.  16. 

There  breathes  a  felt  divinity  in  nature. 
In  candid,  imassuming,  generous  virtue. 
Whose  very  silence  spetu»,  and  which  inspires, 
Without  proud  formal  lessons,  a  disdain 
Of  mean  injurious  vice.  7%omeon* 

£eep  virtue's  simple  path  before  your  eyes, 
J^or  think  from  evil  good  can  ever  rise.       iB.  Tomered,  y.  8. 
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YIBTITB — eontimied. 

Believe  the  muse,  the  wintrj  blast  of  death 

Kills  not  the  buds  of  virtue ;  no,  they  spread. 

Beneath  the  heavenly  beams  of  brighter  suns. 

Thro*  endless  ages,  into  higher  powers.  Tii<MM0»,6bMflMr,  681. 

The  generous  pride  of  virtue 
Disdains  to  weigh,  too  nicely,  the  returns 
Her  bounty  meets  with.    Like  the  liberal  gods. 
From  her  own  gracious  nature  she  bestows, 
Kor  stoops  to  ask  reward.  TKmmos. 

Well  may  your  hearts  believe  the  truth  I  tell ; 
Tib  virtue  makes  the  bliss,  where'er  we  dwell. 

Collins,  OrieuialJSdogvM,!, 
The  virtuous  to  those  mansions  go 
Where  pleasures  unembitter'd  flow, 
Where,  leading  up  a  jocund  band, 
Tigour  and  Touth  dance  hand  in  hand, 
Wnilst  Zephyr,  with  harmonious  gales, 
Pipes  softest  music  throu^^h  the  vales. 
And  Spring  and  Flora,  gaily  crown'd, 
With  velvet  carpet  spread  the  ground ; 
With  livelier  blush  where  roses  bloom. 
And  every  shrub  respires  perfume.  Churehill,  Gkott,  n.  401. 
Weak  is  that  throne,  and  in  itself  unsound. 
Which  takes  not  solid  virtue  for  its  ground.  lb.  Ghiham,  107. 
Whatever  farce  the  boastful  hero  plays, 
Virtue  alone  has  majesty  in  death.         Young,  N.  T.  ii.  660. 

Virtue,  not  rolling  suns,  the  mind  matures. 

That  life  is  long,  which  answers  life's  great  end. 

The  time  that  bears  no  fruit,  deserves  no  name ; 

The  man  of  wisdom  Ib  the  man  of  years.  Youngs  N,  T.  T.772. 

Virtue  alone  outbuilds  the  PVramids  ; 

Her  monuments  shall  last,  when  Egypt's  fall. 

Young,  N.  T.  Ti.  312. 
Virtue,  our  present  peace,  our  future  prize, 
Man's  unprecarious.  natural  estate. 
Improvable  at  wiU,  in  virtue  lies  ; 

Its  tenure  sure ;  its  income  is  divine.     Young,  JV.  H  vi.  479. 
Virtue,  the  strens^th  and  beauty  of  the  soul. 
Is  the  best  gift  of  Heaven  ;  a  happiness 
That,  even  above  the  smiles  and  frowns  of  fate. 
Exalts  great  Nature's  favourites  ;  a  wealth 
That  ne^er  encumbers,  nor  can  be  transferr'd. 

Armttrong,  Art  ofPres.  H.  iv.  284 
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VIKTUJE — cmHmutL 
Virtue  and  Bense  are  one;  and,  tmst  me,  still 
A  faithless  heart  betrays  the  head  unsound' : 
Tirtne  (for  mere  good  nature  is  a  fool) 
la  sense  and  spirit,  with  humanity ; 
Tis  sometimes  angry,  and  its  frown  confounds  ; 
lis  eyen  Tindictire,  but  in  rengeance  just ; 
Knaves  fain  would  laugh  at  it ;  some  great  ones  dare  ; 
But  in  his  heart  the  most  undaunted  son 
Of  fortune  dreads  its  name  and  awful  charms.        lb.  rv.  265. 

A  TirtnouB  deed  should  never  be  delay'd, 

The  impulse  comes  from  Heav'n,  and  he  who  strirea 

A  moment  to  reoress  it,  disobeys 

The  god  within  nis  mind.  AUx.  Dow^  Sethona, 

The  only  amaranthine  flower  on  eartb 

Is  virtue,  the  only  lasting  treasure,  truth.  Cowper,  Tash^ni,26B* 

AH  private  virtue  is  the  public  fund : 
As  that  abounds,  th'  state  decays,  or  thrives : 
Each  should  contribute  to  the  general  stock, 
And  who  lends  most,  is  most  his  country's  friend. 

Jephson,  Bragtuusa. 
In  virtues  nothing  earthly  could  surpass  her. 
Save  thine  "  incomparable  oil,"  Macassar !  Bjfron^  D,  J.  1. 17. 

Vice  must  have  variety,  while  virtue 

Stands  like  the  sun,  and  all  which  rolls  around 

Drinks  life,  and  light,  and  glory  from  her  aapect.         B^/rtm. 

flKTUOSO— «M  Antiquary,  Colleetor. 
His  mansion  was  the  pink  of  taste  and  art : 
His  charming  pictures  I-*oh,  how  they  delighted  you! 
In  his  saloon,  Egyptian  monsters  frighted  you : 
And  pagods,  on  his  stair-case,  made  you  start. 
Nothmg  surpass'd  his  carpets,  and  his  draperies, 
His  clocks,  cnairs.  tables,  sofas,  ottomans  ;^ 
His  rooms  were  crowded  with  Etruscan  aperies. 
Fine  noseless  busts,  and  Eoman  pots,  and  pans. 
He  had  a  marble  Venus,  on  a  stand. 
Wanting  a  leg,  and  a  right  hand ; 
A  sweeter  piece  of  art  was  never  found ; 
Had  not  those  brutes,  the  sailors,  rot  'em  I 
In  bringing  her  from  Home,  knock'd  off  her  bottom. 
She  would  nave  sold  for  thirlr  thousand  pound. 

ijolman.  Vagaries,  Two  Parsons* 
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Doubt  not  her  «are  should  be 

To  comb  your  noddle  with  a  three-legg'd  ttool, 

And  paint  your  face,  and  use  jou  like  a  fooL  Sh.  Taw^  &  i*  1* 
TOCAnOH. 

'Tis  no  sin  for  a  man  to  labour  in  his  roeation.  fil.£lUF.  1,1.1 
YOICl— «M  gloqatnea,  SIngiiiff. 

Her  Toice  was  ever  soft, 

Gentle,  and  low ;  an  excellent  thing  in  woman.  8k.  L^at^  t.3. 

Her  Toice,  the  music  of  the  spheres, 

8o  loud,  it  deafens  mortal  ears.  Butler,  Skd.  %»  I*  ^17* 

His  voice,  more  gentle  than  the  summer's  breeae. 

That  mildly  whispers  through  the  waving  trees. 

Soft  as  the  nightingale's  complaining  song. 

Or  murm'ring  currents  as  they  roll  along.    Dryden,  I?on  Sii- 

His  voice  no  touch  of  harmony  admits, 

Irregularly  deep,  and  shnli  by  fits ; 

The  two  extremes  appear  like  man  and  wife, 

Coupled  together  for  the  sake  of  strife.  CkurekiUt  Bom€»  103. 

O  ye  voices  round  my  own  hearth  singing  I 

As  the  winds  of  May  to  memory  sweet. 

Might  I  yet  return,  a  worn  heart  bringing, 

Would  those  vernal  tones  the  wanderer  greet  P  Mrs,  Remans, 
The  voice  that  won  me  first  I 

O,  what  a  tide  of  recoUections  rush 

Upon  my  drowning  soul  I  Mn,  LouUa  J,  Mall  (Am.). 

TOLGAVO. 

The  dread  volcano  ministers  to  good : 

Its  smother'd  flames  mij;ht  undermine  the  world : 

Loud  ^tnas  fulminate  m  love  to  man.    Young,  N,  T,  ix.  489. 
TOWELS. 

We  are  little  airy  creatures, 

All  of  different  voice  and  features  ; 

One  of  us  in  glass  is  set. 

One  of  us  you'll  find  in  jet, 

T'other  you  may  see  in  tin. 

And  the  fourth  a  box  within. 

If  the  fifth  you  should  pursue. 

It  can  never  fly  from  you*  ^eifU 

VOWS— Me  Oaths. 

Unheedful  vows  may  heedfully  be  broken.    8h,  IV0O  O,  n.  6. 

Good  vows  are  never  broken  with  good  deeds. 

For  then  good  deeds  were  bad :  vows  are  but  seeds. 

And  good  deeds  fruits.  <7eo.  Ckapnu»* 
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We  know  not  how  to  row,  till  lore  unblind  us, 

And  TOWS  made  ignorantlj  nerer  bind  us.       Oeo.  Chapman. 

No  man  takes  or  keeps  a  tow. 

But  just  as  he  sees  others  do ; 

Nor  are  they  'blig'd  to  be  so  brittle 

As  not  to  yield  and  bow  a  little : 

For  as  best  temper'd  blades  are  found. 

Before  they  break,  to  bend  quite  round ; 

So  truest  oaths  are  still  more  tough. 

And  tho'  they  bow,  are  breaking  proof. 

Butler,  Sud.  Ep.iokii  Lady,  75. 

WAITBB8,  WAITDrS. 

Taste  your  legs,  sir ;  put  them  to  motion.      6h.  T.  N%.  m.  1* 

You  loggerheaded  and  unpolished  grooms  I 

What !  no  attendance,  no  regard,  no  duty  P 

Where  is  the  foolish  knaTe  I  sent  before  P   8h,  l\m.  8.  it.  2. 
WALDBV8B8. 

ATenge,  O  Lord !  thy  slaughtered  saints,  whose  bones 

Lie  scattered  on  the  Alpine  mountains  cold ; 

ETen  them  who  kept  thy  truth  so  pure  of  old. 

When  all  our  fathers  worshipped  stocks  and  stones 

Forget  not.  Milton,  Son,  18. 

WALKSfCMmCKS. 

Let  beaux  their  canes  with  amber  tip  produce  ; 

Be  theirs  for  empty  show,  but  thine  for  use. 

Imprudent  men  Heaven's  choicest  gifts  profane  ; 

Thus  some  beneath  their  arms  support  the  cane. 

The  dirtT  point  oft  checks  the  careless  pace. 

And  mud^  spots  the  clean  craTat  disgrace. 

Oh  I  may  1  never  such  misfortune  meet ! 

May  no  such  Ticious  persons  walk  the  street !  (7ay,ZVitfta,i.74. 
WALL-FLOWEB. 

The  rude  stone  fence,  with  wall-flowers  gay. 

To  me  more  pleasure  yields. 

Than  all  the  pomps  imperial  domes  display.        Sir  W.  Scott* 

The  wall- flower !  the  wall-flower  I 

How  beautiful  it  blooms  ! 

It  gleams  above  the  ruin'd  tower, 

lake  sunlight  over  tombs  ; 

It  sheds  a  nalo  of  repose 

Around  the  wreck  of  time ; — 

To  beauty  give  the  flaunting  rose— 

The  wall-flower  is  sublime.  Delta  {JS.  JIfoir). 
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WALTZ,  WALTZnre^fM  hBAOag, 
Behold  with  downcast  eyes  and  modest  glance. 
In  measar'd  step,  a  well-dress 'd  pair  advance. 
One  hand  on  hers,  the  other  on  her  hip, 

iBut  licensed  not  to  neighbouring  parts  to  slip)  I 
?or  thus  the  law's  ordain'd  by  Baron  Trip. 
'Twas  in  such  posture  our  first  parents  moy'd. 
When  hand  in  hand  thro'  Eden  s  bowers  they  xoy'd, 
Ere  yet  the  devil,  with  practice  foul  and  false, 
Tum'd  their  poor  heads,  and  taught  them  how  to  wal<^' 

Slk^ridaiu 
Imperial  Waltz !  imported  from  the  Bhine 

Suned  for  the  growth  of  pedigrees  and  wine), 
ng  be  thine  import  from  all  duty  free, 
And  hock  itself  be  less  esteem'd  than  thee : 
In  some  few  qualities  alike — for  hock 
Improves  our  cellar — ^thou  our  living  stock. 
The  head  to  hock  belongs — ^thy  subtler  art 
Intoxicates  alone  the  heedless  heart : 
Through  the  full  veins  thy  gentler  poison  swims, 
And  wakes  to  wantonness  the  willing  limbs.  Byron^  ThelfaUs. 

Endearing  Waltz  !  to  thy  more  melting  tune 
Bow  Irish  jig,  and  ancient  rigadoon. 
Scotch  reels,  avaunt !  and  country- dance,  forego 
Tour  future  claims  to  each  fantastic  toe ! 
Waltz — Waltz  alone— both  legs  and  arms  demands. 
Liberal  of  feet,  and  lavish  of  her  hands.     Byron,  Th  Waltz, 

What !  the  girl  I  adore  by  another  embrac'd ! 

What !  the  balm  of  her  lips  shall  another  man  taste ! 

What !  touch'd  in  the  twirl  by  another  man's  knee ! 

What  I  pant  and  recline  on  another  than  me ! 

Sir !  she's  yours !    From  the  grape  you  have  press'd  ihe  soft 

blue  I 
From  the  rose  you  have  shaken  the  tremulous  dew  ! 
What  you've  touch'd  you  may  take !    Pretty  waltzer,  adieu! 

TAos.  Moore, 
WAHBEBER,  WAHBSBIHO—Mf  Exile. 
But  me,  not  destin'd  such  delights  to  share, 
My  prime  of  life  in  wandering  spent  and  care  : 
Impelled,  with  steps  unceasing,  to  pursue 
Some  fleeting  good,  that  mocks  tne  with  the  view ; 
That,  like  the  circle  bounding,  earth  and  skies, 
Allures  from  far,  yet,  as  I  follow,  flies ; 
My  fortune  leads  to  traverse  realms  alone. 
And  find  no  spot  of  all  the  world  my  own.     OoldsmWh  Tr(» 
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WAVT— «M  OompMiiaii,  IMitrMt,  PoT«rtj. 
To  men 

Fress'd  bj  their  wants,  all  change  is  ever  welcome. 

The  grave  Sir  Gilbert  holds  it  for  a  rule,  Jien  JoMun^Catiline, 

That  ey'ry  man  in  want  is  knave  or  fool. 

"  God  cannot  love  (says  Blunt,  with  tearless  eyes) 

The  wretch  he  starves  "—and  piously  denies  : 

Bnt  the  good  bishop,  with  a  meeker  air. 

Admits  and  leaves  them  Providence's  care.  Pope, Jf.JE'.iii.  100. 
WAHTOnrXBB— ^#«  Sxpressioa. 

The  blood  of  youth  bums  not  with  sucli  excess, 

As  gravity's  revolt  to  wantonness.  8h,  Looe*  L.  L.y  2. 

WAB— Mf  Battle,  Bisoord,  DasUing,  Fighting,  Murder.  Paact. 

Shall  we,  upon  the  footing  of  our  land. 

Send  fair-play  orders,  ana  make  oompromise, 

Insinuation,  parley,  and  base  truce» 

To  arms  invasive  r  iSA.  K,  John,  t.  1. 

The  arms  are  fair. 

When  the  intent  of  bearing  them  is  just.   Sh.  Men.  ir,  I,  y.  2. 

I^ow  all  the  youth  of  England  are  on  fire» 

And  silken  ludliance  in  the  wardrobe  lies ; 

I^ow  thrive  the  armourers,  and  honour's  thought 

Beigns  solely  in  the  breast  of  every  man.  Sk.Men,  r.  ii.C&or. 

Once  more  unto  the  breach,  dear  friends,  once  more ; 

Or  dose  the  wall  up  with  our  English  dead ! 

In  peace,  there's  nothing  so  becomes  a  man 

As  modest  stillness,  and  humility ; 

But  when  the  blast  of  war  blows  in  our  ears. 

Then  imitate  the  action  of  the  tiger : 

Stiffen  the  sinews,  summon  up  the  blood.    Sk,  Sen.  v.  iii.  1. 

I>7ing  like  men,  though  buried  in  your  dunghills, 

They  shall  be  fam'd ;  for  there  the  sun  shall  greet  them. 

And  draw  liieir  honours  reeking  up  to  heaven ; 

Leaving  their  earthly  parts  to  choke  your  clime.       lb,  iv.  3. 

Shall  we  go  throw  away  our  coats  of  steel. 

And  wrap  our  bodies  in  black  mourning  gowns, 

I^umb'ring  our  ave-marias  with  our  beads  P 

Or  shall  we  on  the  helmets  of  our  foes 

Tell  our  devotion  with  revengeful  arms  P  Sh,  Sen.  tl  3,  u.  1. 
O  war  I  thou  son  of  hell. 

Whom  angry  heav'ns  do  make  their  minister, 

Throw  in  the  irozen  bosoms  of  our  part 

Hot  coals  of  vengeance  !  let  no  soldier  fly; 

He  that  is  truly  dedicate  to  war. 

Hath  no  self-love  :  for  he  that  loves  himself 

X  X 
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WAE — contmued. 

Hath  not  eBsentially,  but  by  oircmnstance, 

The  name  of  valour.  8k,  Hen,  rr^   2,  v.  2. 

Cry  "  Harock,"  and  let  slip  the  dogs  of  war.  8k.  Jul.   CmX. 

Tell  me,  he  that  knows, 
Why  are  such  daily  cast  of  brazen  cannon, 
And  foreign  mart  of  implements  of  war  P 
Why  such  impress  of  ship-wri^hts,  whose  sore  task 
Does  not  divide  the  Sunday  from  the  week  ? 
What  might  be  toward,  that  this  sweaty  haste 
Doth  make  the  night  joint-labourer  witn  the  day ; 
Who  is't  that  can  inform  me  P  8h,  Rt*^^- 1- 1- 

To  my  shame  I  see 
The  imminent  death  of  twenty  thousand  men, 
That  for  a  fantasy  and  trick  of  fame 
Gk>  to  their  graves  like  beds,  fight  for  a  plot 
Whereon  the  numbers  cannot  try  the  cause 
Which  is  not  tomb  enough,  and  continent, 
To  hide  the  slain.  8h.  Earn  -  nr.  i 

No  war  is  right  but  that  which  needful  is.  8am,  Daniel 

Wise  men  ever  have  preferred  fiir, 
Th'  unjustest  peace,  before  the  justest  war.        Sam,  X^amdL 

In  every  heart 
Are  sown  the  sparks  that  kindle  fiery  war ; 
Occasion  needs  but  fan  them  and  they  blaze  ; 
Cain  had  already  shed  a  brother's  blood.  Lard  ^roolce. 

He  is  unwise  that  to  a  market  goes. 

Where  there  is  nothing  to  be  sold  but  blows.  AUyn,  Ken,  rii. 
Great  cities  seldom  rest ;  if  there  be  none 
T'  invade  from  far,  they'll  find  worse  foes  at  home. 

Bloody  wars  at  first  began,  Herriek,  Aph,  262. 

Tlie  artificial  plague  of  man. 
That  from  his  own  invention  rise. 
To  scourge  his  own  iniquities  ; 
That  if  the  heavens  should  chance  to  spare 
Supplies  of  constant  poison'd  air. 
They  might  not,  with  unfit  delay. 
For  lingering  destruction  stay ; 
Nor  seek  recruits  of  death  so  far. 

But  plague  themselves  with  blood  and  war.      Butler^  Sat  n. 
To  broach  a  war,  and  not  to  be  assur'd 
Of  certain  means  to  make  a  fair  defence, 
Howe'er  the  ground  be  just,  may  justly  seem 
A  wilful  madness.  FT.  Memingg,  Jew's  Tragtdjfi 
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WAB — WHimued, 
War,  he  sung,  is  toil  and  trouble  ; 
Honour,  but  an  empty  babble ; 
NeTcr  ending,  still  oe&pnning, 

Fighting  still,  and  stiff  destroying.   Dryden,  Alex.  Iha$i,  39. 
No  law  betwixt  two  soy'reigns  can  decide, 
Sat  that  of  arms,  where  fortone  is  the  judge, 
Soldiers  the  lawyers,  and  Ihe  bar  the  field.  lb.  Love  Triumph. 
War  wastes  the  noblest  part  of  the  creation. 
The  boast  and  masterpiece  of  the  great  Maker, 
That  wears  in  Tain  th  impression  of  his  image, 
Unprivileged  from  thee  I  Mowe,  Tamerlane. 

My  Toice  is  still  for  war, 
Gods  1  can  a  Soman  senate  long  debate 
Which  of  the  two  to  choose,  slavery  or  detLth?  Addieon,Ca.n.l. 
Intestine  war  no  more  our  passions  wage. 
And  giddy  factions  bear  away  their  rage. 

Pope,  Ode  on  Cecilia'*  Bay. 
Cease  to  consult,  the  time  for  action  calls. 
War,  horrid  war,  approaches  to  your  walls !  Pope,Iliad,iiM7 . 
Sash  fruitless  war,  from  wanton  glory  waged, 
Is  only  splendid  murder.   Thomson,  Mdw.  and  Eleonora^  i.  1. 

War,  my  lord, 
Is  of  eternal  use  to  human  kind ; 
For  ever  and  anon  when  you  hare  pass'd 
A  few  dull  jears  in  peace  and  propagation. 
The  world  is  OTerstock'd  with  fools,  and  wants 
A  pestilence  at  least,  if  not  a  hero.  Qeo.  Jefferye^  JBdvin. 

Let  the  gull'd  fool  the  toils  of  war  pursue, 
Where  fleed  ihe  many  to  enrich  the  few. 

Shenetoney  Judgment  of  Rereulee,  168. 
One  to  destroy  is  murder  by  the  law. 
And  gibbets  keep  the  lifted  hand  in  awe ; 
To  murder  thousands  takes  a  specious  name, 
War's  glorious  art,  and  gives  immortal  fame.  Young,  L.  ofF.  7. 
So  stood  Eliza  on  the  wood-crowned  height 
O'er  Minden's  plain,  spectatress  of  the  fi^ht ; 
Sought  with  bold  eye  amid  the  bloody  stnfe 
Her  dearer  self,  the  partner  of  her  life  ; 
From  hill  to  hill  the  rushing  host  pursued, 
And  view'd  his  banner,  or  beliey'd  she  viewed. 

Darwin^  Loves  qf  the  Plant*. 
War's  a  game  which,  were  their  subjects  wise, 
Kings  would  not  play  at.  Cowper,  Task,  y.  187. 

xx2 
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No  blood-Btain'd  victory,  in  story  bright, 

Can  ^ye  the  philosophic  mind  debght ; 

No  triiunph  please,  while  rage  and  death  destroy ; 

Beflection  sickens  at  the  monstroos  joy. 

Bloomfield,  Farmer's  Boy,  Sun 
We  know,  too,  they  are  very  fond  of  war, 
A  pleasure — ^like  all  pleasures — ^rather  de9T.B^ron,D,J.uA59, 
All  was  prepared — ^the  fire,  the  sword,  the  men 
To  wield  them  in  their  terrible  array. 
The  army,  like  a  lion  from  his  den, 
March 'd  forth  with  nerve  and  sinews  bent  to  slay— 
A  human  Hydra,  issuing  from  its  fen 
To  breathe  destruction  on  its  winding  way. 
Whose  heads  were  heroes,  which  cut  off  m  vain. 
Immediately  in  others  grew  again.  Byroi^  2>.  J.  Tin.  8. 

Three  hundred  cannon  threw  up  their  emetic. 

And  thirty  thousand  muskets  min^  their  piUs 

Like  hail,  to  make  a  bloody  diuretic; 

Mortality  I  thou  hast  thy  monthly  bills ! 

Thy  plagues,  thy  famines,  thy  physicians,  yet  tick. 

Like  the  death-watch,  within  our  ears  the  ills 

Past,  present,  and  to  come  ;  but  all  may  yield 

To  the  true  portrait  of  the  battle-field.  Byron,  2).  J*,  yni.  12. 

All  that  the  mind  would  shrink  from  of  excesses ; 

All  that  the  body  perpetrates  of  bad  ; 

All  that  wo  read,  hear,  dream,  of  man's  distresses ; 

AU  that  the  devil  would  do,  if  run  stark  mad ; 

All  that  defies  the  worst  which  pen  expresses ; 

All  by  which  hell  is  peopled,  or  is  sad 

As  hell — ^mere  mortals  who  their  power  abuse^ 

Was  here  (as  heretofore  and  since)  let  loose.  Ilh  D.J,  vm.  123. 

War's  a  brain-spattering,  windpipe-slitting  art, 

Unless  her  cause  by  right  be  sanctified.     Byron^  2>.  J,  ix.  4. 

By  Heaven  I  it  is  a  splendid  sight  to  see 

([For  one  who  hath  no  friend,  no  brother  there) 

Their  rival  scarfs  of  mix'd  embroidery. 

Their  various  arms  that  glitter  in  the  air  I 

What  gallant  war-hounds  rouse  them  firom  their  lair. 

And  gnash  their  fangs,  loud  yelling  for  the  prey  I 

All  join  the  chase,  but  few  the  triumph  share  ; 

The  grave  shall  bear  the  chiefest  prize  away. 

And  havoc  scarce  for  joy  can  number  their  array.  Cl.^.i.  40. 

War,  war  is  stiU  the  cry,  war  even  to  the  knife  1  lb.  C,S.uB6, 
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Oh,  world! 
Oh,  men !  what  are  ye,  and  our  best  des^ns. 
That  we  must  work  by  crime  to  punish  cnme  P 
And  slay,  as  if  death  nad  but  this  one  gate, 
When  a  few  years  would  make  their  sword  superfluous !  ^jfro». 

What  boots  the  oft-repeated  tale  of  strife, 

The  feast  of  vultures,  and  the  waste  of  life  P 

The  yaryine  fortune  of  each  seoarate  field, 

The  fierce  that  vanquish,  and  the  faint  that  yield  P 

The  smoking  ruin  and  the  crumbled  wall  P 

In  this  the  struggle  was  the  same  with  all.  Byron,  Lara, 

Thus,  as  the  stream  and  ocean  greet, 

With  waves  that  madden  as  they  meet* 

Thus  loin  the  bands  whom  mutual  wrong, 

And  ntte  and  ftury  drive  along.  Byron^  Giaour, 

The  death-shot  hissing  from  afar— 

The  shock — the  shout — the  groan  of  war— 

Beverberate  along  that  vale. 

More  suited  to  the  shepherd's  tale : 

Though  few  the  numbers— their's  the  strife. 

That  neither  spares,  nor  speaks  for  life.  Byron^  Oiaour, 

I  own  my  natural  weakness ;  I  have  not 

Yet  leam'd  to  think  of  indiscriminate  murder 

Without  some  sense  of  shuddering  ;  and  the  sight 

Of  blood,  which  spouts  through  hoary  scalps,  is  not, 

To  me  a  thing  of  triumph,  nor  the  death 

Of  men  surprised,  a  glory.  Byron^  Doge  qf  Ten,  in.  2. 

With  common  men 
There  needs  too  oft  the  show  of  war  to  keep 
The  substance  of  sweet  peace,  and  for  a  king, 
'Tis  sometimes  better  to  oe  fear*d  than  lov'd.  Ib*8ardanap^  i.  2. 

War  is  honourable 
In  those  who  do  their  native  rights  maintain  ; 
In  those  whose  swords  an  iron  barrier  are 
Between  the  lawless  spoiler  and  the  weak  ; 
But  is,  in  those  who  draw  th'  ofiensive  blade 
For  added  power  or  gain,  sordid  and  despicable 
As  meanest  office  of  the  worldly  churl.  Jo,  BaiUie,  Ethwald, 
He  saw  that  men,  with  rage  and  hate, 
Made  war  upon  tiieir  kind. 
That  the  land  was  red  with  the  blood  they  shed 
In  their  lust  for  carnage,  blind.  v 
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WAE    cotUmited. 
And  he  said  "  Alas !  that  eyer  I  made, 
Or  that  skill  of  mine  should  plan. 
The  spear  and  the  sword,  for  men  whose  joy 
Is  to  slaj  their  fellow-man  !"      CAof .  Maekay^  Tubal  Cmn^  8. 

Such  is  war ! 
O  heavens !  when  will  the  spiritoal  Sun  arise. 
And  with  His  beams  effulgent,  drive  away 
The  mists  of  error  that  so  long  hare  hung 
Their  dark,  unnatural  drapery  o'er  the  mind. 
That  broods  o'er  human  carnage  !  when  will  man 
Turn  from  the  path  of  Cain,  and  leam  to  see 
A  brother  without  hating  P  Ituftu  Dawet  (^sk). 

The  warrior's  name  would  be  a  name  abhorred. 
And  every  nation  that  should  lift  win 
His  hand  against  a  brother,  on  its  forehead 
Should  wear  for  evermore  the  curse  of  Cain.         LongfeWm* 
WARVniO— Mf  Caution. 

Men,  that  stumble  at  the  threshold, 

Are  well  foretold— that  danger  lurks  within.  8k.  Sen,  vi,  Z,  iv.7. 

How  far  your  eyes  may  pierce,  I  cannot  tell, 

Striving  to  better,  oft  we  mar  what's  welL        8k.  Lemr,  i.  i. 

WABBIOS. 

He  was  a  man  of  rare,  undoubted  might* 

Famous  throughout  the  world  for  warlike  nraise, 

And  glorious  spoils  nurchas'd  in  perilous  nght ; 

Full  many  doughty  Jmights  he,  in  his  days. 

Had  done  to  death,  subdued  in  equal  frays.      8p&nHr,  F.  Q. 

The  painful  warrior,  famoused  for  fight, 

After  a  thousand  victories  once  foiled. 

Is  from  the  books  of  honor  rased  quite. 

And  all  the  rest  forgot  for  which  he  toiled.  8h.  Son.  25. 

WABHUrOTOV. 

Washington's  a  watchword  such  as  ne'er 

Shall  sii^  while  there's  an  echo  left  to  air.  ByronjAge  ffBroiit», 
WATEB— «M  Thirst.     * 

Smooth  runs  the  water,  where  the  brook  is  deep 

8k.  Sen.  ri.  2,  in.  1. 
More  water  glideth  by  the  mill 

Than  wots  the  miller  of;  and  easy  'tis 

Of  a  cut  loaf  to  steal  a  shive.  8k.  Tit.  And.  ii.  1. 

Water  the  first  of  all  things  we  do  hold.PiMfor  (Xifop/v)0.  L 
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Learn  temperance^  Mends  ;  and  hear  without  diBdain 
The  choice  of  water.    Thus  the  Coan  sasre 
Opin'd,  and  thus  the  leam'd  of  every  school : 
what  least  of  foreign  principles  partakes 
Is  best ;  the  lightest  then,  which  bears  the  touch 
Of  &re  the  least,  and  soonest  mounts  the  air  -, 
The  most  insipid,  the  most  void  of  smell. 

Armstrong^  Art  P.  H,  II.  406. 
Till  taught  by  pain, 
Men  really  know  not  what  good  water's  worth : 
If  you  had  been  in  Turkey  or  in  Spain, 
Or  with  a  famish'd  boat's  crew  had  your  berth, 
Or  in  the  desert  heard  the  camel's  bell, 
You'd  wish  yourself  where  truth  is — in  a  well. 

Wine,  wine,  thy  power  and  praise     Bj/ron,  2>.  J.  ii.  84. 
Have  ever  been  echo'd  in  minstrel  lays ; 
But  water,  I  deem,  hath  a  mightier  claim 
To  fill  up  a  niche  in  the  temple  of  fame. 
Traverse  the  desert,  and  then  ye  can  tell 
What  treasures  exist  in  the  cold  deep  well ; 
Sink  in  despair  on  the  red  parch' d  earth. 
And  then  ye  may  reckon  what  water  is  worth.  ^.  Cook,  Water, 

Water  is  the  mother  of  the  vine. 
The  nurse  and  fountain  of  fecundity. 
The  adorner  and  refresher  of  the  world. 

'Tis  a  little  thing     ^A«*-  Machag,  TkeDionysia. 
To  give  a  cup  of  water ;  yet  its  draught 
Of  cool  refreshment,  draiu'd  by  feverish  lips 
May  give  a  thriU  of  pleasure  to  the  frame 
More  exquisite  than  when  nectarian  juice 
Henews  the  life  of  joy  in  happiest  hours.     Talfourdy  Son.  ni. 
WXAX9ESS— M«  Tears. 

How  sometimes  nature  will  betray  its  folly. 

Its  tenderness,  and  make  itself  a  pastime 

To  harder  bosoms !  8h.  Wint.  T.  i.  2. 

Ye  gods,  it  doth  amaze  me, 
A  man  of  such  a  feeble  temper  should 
So  get  the  start  of  the  majestic  world. 
And  bear  the  palm  alone.  tih.  Jul,  O.  i.  2. 

If  weakness  may  excuse. 
What  murderer,  what  traitor,  parricide. 
Incestuous,  sacrilegious,  but  may  plead  itP 
All  wickedness  is  weakness ;  that  plea,  therefore. 
With  God  or  man  will  gain  thee  no  remission. 

Milton,  8am,  Agon.  833. 
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If  thoa  art  xieh,  thoa  art  poor ; 
For,  like  an  aat,  whose  back  with  ingots  bows, 
Thoa  bears't  thj  heavy  riches  bat  a  jooniey. 
And  death  onloads  thee.  Si.  M./ar  M^  lu-  !• 

Tet  in  th j  thriying  still  misdoubt  some  eril ; 
Lest  saining  gain  on  thee,  and  make  thee  dim 
To  all  things  else.     Wealth  is  the  oonjarer's  devil ; 
Whom  when  he  thinks  he  hath,  the  devil  hath  him. 
Gold  thoa  majr'st  safely  toach ;  but  if  it  stick 
Unto  thy  hands,  it  woondeth  to  the  quick.    Herbert,Tmjil^* 
Tis  not  those  orient  peails  our  teeth. 
That  YOU  are  so  transported  with : 
But  those  we  wear  about  our  necks. 

Produce  those  amorous  effects.  Butler,  Mud.  Ludift  ^at.65. 
That  wealth,  which  bounteous  fortune  sends 
As  presents  to  her  dearest  friends, 
Is  oft  laid  out  upon  a  purchase 

Of  two  yards  long  in  parish  churches.  Butler,  8ai.  ii. 

For  wealth  is  all  things  that  conduce 
To  man's  destruction  or  his  use ; 
A  standard  both  to  buy  and  sell 

Ail  things  from  heaven  down  to  helL  BuUer,  Sai.  ii. 

We  fre<]|uently  misplace  esteem. 
By  judffmg  men  by  what  they  seem. 
To  birth,  wealth,  power,  we  should  allow 
Precedence,  and  our  lowest  bow.  Oay,  Fable  3,  pt.  2. 

We  know  that  wealth  well  understood, 
Hath  frequent  power  of  doing  good ; 
Then  fancy  that  the  thing  is  done. 
As  if  the  power  and  will  were  one ; 
Thus  oft  tne  cheated  crowd  adore 
The  thriving  knaves  that  keep  them  poor.  Ih.  3,  pt.  % 

Wealth  in  the  gross  is  death,  but  life  diffused ; 

As  poison  heals  in  just  proportions  us'd ; 

In  heaps,  like  ambergris,  a  stink  it  lies. 

But  well  dispersed  is  mcense  to  the  skies.  Pope,  M.E.  iii.  263. 

Can  wealth  pYe  happiness  P  look  around,  and  see 

What  gay  distress  f  what  splendid  misery ! 

Whatever  fortunes  lavishly  can  pour. 

The  mind  annihilates,  and  calls  for  more.  Young,L.<(fF  sat.  6. 

Wealth  imparts 
Convenience,  plenty,  elegance,  and  arts.  Chldsmiik* 
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WXALTH— «ofi/MNMf. 
To  purchase  heayen,  has  gold  the  power  P 
Can  gold  remove  the  mortal  hoarF 
In  life,  can  love  be  bought  with  gold  P 
Are  friendship's  pleasures  to  be  sold  P 
No ;  all  that's  worth  a  wish — a  thought- 
Fair  virtue  gives  unbrib'd,  unbought ; 
Cease,  then,  on  trash  thy  hopes  to  bind, 
Let  nobler  views  engage  thy  mind.  Dr,  Johnson,  to  a  Friend, 

Perhaps  he  hath  great  projects  in  his  mind. 

To  buud  a  college,  or  to  found  a  race, 

An  hospital,  a  church — and  leave  behind 

Some  dome  surmounted  by  his  meagre  face. 

Perhaps  he  fain  would  liberate  mankind 

Even  with  the  very  ore  which  makes  them  base  ; 

Perhaps  he  would  Ibe  wealthiest  of  his  nation. 

Or  revel  in  the  joys  of  calculation.         B^ron,  D  X  xii.  10. 

Wealth  is  substantial  good  the  fates  allot : 

We  know  we  have  it,  or  we  have  it  not. 

But  all  those  graces,  which  men  highly  rate, 

Their  minds  themselves  imagine  and  create.  Crahhe. 

These  grains  of  gold  are  not  grains  of  wheat ! 
These  bars  of  sih^er  thou  canst  not  eat ; 
These  jewels  and  pearls  and  precious  stones 
Cannot  cure  the  aches  in  thy  bones, 
I^or  keep  the  feet  of  death  one  hour 
From  climbing  the  stairways  of  thy  tower  I 

Longfellow f  Kamhala. 

WEDDnre,  wedlock— «m  Leve,  Marilage. 
How  hapny  a  thing  were  a  wedding. 
And  a  bedding. 

If  a  man  might  purchase  a  wife 
For  a  twelvemonth  and  a  day ; 
But  to  live  with  her  all  a  man's  life. 
For  ever  and  for  aye, 
Till  she  grow  as  grey  as  a  cat. 
Good  faith,  Mr.  Larson,  excuse  me  from  that.  Thoe.  Flat  man. 

Grave  authors  say,  and  witty  poets  sing. 

That  honest  wedlock  is  a  glorious  thing.  Pope,  Jan,  Sf  May,  21. 

Talk  but  six  times  with  the  same  single  lady, 
And  you  may  get  the  wedding  dresses  ready. 

^  ^  ^  °  Bjfron,  D.  J:  XII.  69. 
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WEDDni0.  WEDLOCK —Am^tfiiMfi 

Now,  whether  fate  decreed  this  pair  should  wed* 

And  blindly  drove  them  to  the  marriaee  bed ; 

Or  whether  love  in  some  soft  hour  in<3in'd 

The  damsel's  heart,  and  won  her  to  be  kind. 

Is  yet  unsung :  they  were  an  ill-match'd  pair, 

But  both  disposed  to  wed — and  wed  they  were. 
WEEDS.  Crahbe,  Birth  of  FUUm, 

I^ow  't  is  the  spring,  and  weeds  are  shallow-rooted ; 

Suffer  them  now,  and  they  'U  o'errun  the  garden, 

And  choke  the  herbs  for  want  of  husbandry.  ^A.^(?a.  F/.S)in.L 
WEBPIHG— 1M0  Distress,  Misery,  Monming,  Sorrow. 

The  eve  that  weeps,  shall  yet  be  dry, 

And  Cloudless  as  a  summer  sky  : 

Though  watering  now  with  countless  tears. 

The  garden  of  departed  years. 

The  eye  that  weeps  shall  yet  be  bright 

As  golden  morning's  flashmg  li^ht ; 

Though  clouded  be  its  ray  awhile. 

That  eye  shall  beam  a  radiant  smile.  W.  M.  Frideanu* 

WELCOXE. 

Sir,  you  are  very  welcome  to  our  house ; 

Jt  must  appear  in  other  ways  than  words, 

Therefore  I  scant  this  breathing  courtesy.  8k.  Jf.  of  Yen.  v.  !• 

A  general  welcome  from  his  grace 

Salutes  ye  all :  this  night  he  dedicates 

To  fair  content,  and  you :  none  here,  he  hopes, 

In  all  this  noble  bevy,  has  brought  with  her 

One  care  abroad ;  he  would  have  aJI  as  merry 

As  first-good  company,  good  wine,  good  welcome 

Can  make  good  people.  Sh,  Hen,  vni.h  ^ 

A  hundred  thousand  welcomes  :  I  could  weep. 

And  I  could  laugh ;  I  am  light  and  heavy — welcome ! 

SA.  Coriol.  u.  1. 

To  say  you  are  welcome,  were  superfluous.     Sk.  I*eric.  ii-  3. 
I  am  glad  to  see  you  well, 

Horatio— or  I  do  forget  myself.  Sh.  Ham.  i.  5J. 

When  Hamilton  appears,  then  dawns  the  day. 

And  when  she  disappears,  begins  the  night. 
WHieS— M»  Politicians.  Lansdowne,  To  the  Duchex»* 

^N'ought's  permanent  among  the  human  race. 

Except  the  Whigs  not  getting  into  place.  Byron,  D,  J.  xi.  82. 

But  bees,  on  flowers  alighting,  cease  their  hum, 

So,  settling  upon  places,  Whigs  grow  dumb. 

2%o*.  Moore,  Corruption,  161. 
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roTOV. 

Be  it  fable  or  tmlh,  about  Wbittington's  yoatb, 

Which  the  tale  of  the  magical  ding-dong  imparts ; 

Tet  the  story  that  tells  of  Hie  boy  and  me  bells, 

Has  a  might  and  a  meaning  for  many  sad  hearts. 

That  boy  sat  him  down,  and  look'd  back  on  the  town, 

"Where  merchants,  and  honours,  and  money  were  rife ; 

With  his  wallet  and  stick,  little  fortuneless  Dick 

Was  desponding,  till  fairy  chimes  gare  him  new  lif6. 

Saying,  *  Turn  again,  Whittington  r 

And  up  rose  the  boy,  with  the  impulse  of  Joy, 

And  a  vision  that  saw  not  the  dust  at  his  teet ; 

And  retracing  his  road,  he  was  found,  with  his  load, 

In  the  cit]^  that  gave  him  its  loftiest  seat. 

Hope,  pauence,  and  will,  made  him  bravely  fulfil 

Whiat  tne  eloquent  tone  of  the  chimes  had  foretold ; 

And  that  echo  still  came,  breathing  light  on  his  name. 

When  by  chance  his  hard  fortune  seemed  rayless  and  cold, 

Saying, '  Turn  again,  Whittington  V  Eliza  Cook. 

WIDOWS. 

May  widows  wed  as  often  as  they  can. 
Ana  ever  for  the  better  change  their  man  ; 
And  some  devouring  plague  pursue  their  lives, 
Wbo  will  not  well  be  govern  d  by  their  wives. 

Dn/den,  Wife  of  Bath,  543. 
Why  are  those  tears  P  why  droops  your  head  P 
Is  tnen  your  other  husband  dead  P 
Or  does  a  worse  disgrace  betide  P 
Hath  no  one  since  his  death  applied  P  Oay,  Fahle  37. 

Thus,  day  by  day,  and  month  by  month,  we  pass'd ; 
It  pleas  a  the  Lord  to  take  my  spouse  at  last. 
I  tore  my  gown,  I  soil'd  my  locks  with  dust. 
And  beat  my  breasts^as  wretched  widows  must : 
Before  my  face  my  handkerchief  I  spread. 
To  hide  the  flood  of  tears  I  did— not  shed. 

Pope,  Wife  qfBath,  307. 
The  widow  can  bake,  an'  the  widow  can  brew. 
The  widow  can  shape,  and  Uie  widow  can  sew. 

JBamsay,  Oentle  Shepherd, 
See,  but  glance  briefly,  sorrow-worn  and  pale. 
Those  sunken  cheeks  beneath  the  widow's  veil ! 
Alone  she  wanders  where  with  him  she  trod, 
^oarmtostay  her ; — ^but  she  leans  onQod.0.  W,Solmes  (Am,), 
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Whon'er  joa  see  a  widow  weeping 

In  public  sight, 

And  still  in  fli^^;rant  notice  keeping 

Her  doleful  plisht, 

Aje  talking  of  ner  dear  departed ; 

One  truth  is  plain, 

She  will  not  languish  broken-hearted* 

But  wed  again.  Ckas.  Maekay,  8qfe  Preiietiont. 

WIFE,  WIYSS— «M  LoTe,  Marriaga. 

Give  me,  next  good,  an  understanding  wife, 

By  nature  wise,  not  learned  by  much  art ; 

Some  knowledge  on  her  side  will  all  my  l^e 

More  scope  for  conversation  then  impart. 

Besides  her  inborn  virtue  fortify ; 

They  are  most  good  who  best  know  why.  Sir  Tim*  Overburif. 

Happv  in  this,  she  is  not  yet  so  old. 

But  she  may  learn ;  and  happier  than  this. 

She  is  not  bred  so  dull  but  she  can  learn ; 

Happiest  of  all,  is,  that  her  gentle  spirit 

Commits  itself  to  jours,  to  be  directed.  8k,  M.  of  Ven.  in.  2. 

She  18  mine  own  ; 
And  I  as  rich  in  havioff  such  a  jewel. 
As  twenty  seas,  if  all  tneir  sands  were  pearl. 
The  water  nectar,  and  the  rocks  pure  gold.    Sk.  Two  G.  n*^ 
TVe'll  leave  a  proof,  by  that  which  we  will  do, 
Wives  may  be  merry,  and  yet  honest  too.  Sk.  Mer,  W.  it.  2. 
I  will  be  master  of  what  is  mine  own : 
She  is  my  goods,  mj  chattels ;  she  is  my  house. 
My  household-stuf^  my  field,  my  bam. 
My  horse,  my  ox,  my  ass,  my  any  thing.    8k.  Tam.  S,  ni.  2. 
I  am  asham'd,  that  women  are  so  simple 
To  offer  war  where  they  should  kneel  for  peace  : 
Or  seek  for  rule,  supremacy,  and  sway. 
When  they  are  bound  to  serve,  love,  and  obey.  /SA.jPai».&v.2. 

Should  all  despair. 
That  have  revolted  wives,  the  tenth  of  mankind 
Would  hang  themselves.  Sk,  WinL  T.  1. 1 

You  are  my  true  and  honourable  wife ; 
As  dear  to  me  as  are  the  ruddy  drops 
That  visit  my  sad  heart.  8h.  Jul.  C.  ii.  1. 

As  for  my  wife, 
J  would  you  had  her  spirit  in  such  another : 
The  third  o'  the  world  is  yours  ;  which  with  a  snaffle 
You  may  pace  easy,  but  not  such  a  wife.  6'A.  Ani.  CUop.  n.2. 
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In  the  election  of  a  wife,  as  in 

A  project  of  war,  to  err  but  once  is 

To  be  undone  for  eyer.  Middleton,  Anything  fi^  a  Qniei  Life. 

What  thou  bidd'st 
Unaided  I  obey  ;  so  God  ordains  : 
God  18  thy  law ;  thon  mine  :  to  know  no  more 
Is  woman  s  happiest  knowledge  and  her  praise. 

Milton,  P.  X.  ly.  634. 
Thy  likeness,  thy  fit  help,  thy  other  self. 
Thy  wish,  exactly  to  thy  heart's  desire.  lb.  yin.  460. 

Nothing  loyelier  can  be  found 
In  woman,  than  to  study  household  good, 
And  good  works  in  her  nusband  to  promote.         lb.  iz.  232. 

The  wife,  where  danger  or  dishonour  lurks. 
Safest  and  seemliest  oy  her  husband  stays. 
Who  guards  her,  or  with  her  the  worst  endures.   lb.  ix.  267. 

When  you  would  giye  all  worldly  blagues  a  name, 

Worse  than  they  haye  already,  caU  'em  wife 

But  a  new  married  wife's  a  teeminf  mischief. 

Full  of  herself.    Why  what  a  dealof  horror 

Has  that  poor  yrretch  to  come,  that  married  yesterday  P 

I  look  on  wiyes,  as  on  good  dull  companions  ^*     ^ 

For  elder  brothers  to  sleep  out  their  time  with : 

All  we  can  hope  for  in  the  marriage  bed. 

Is  but  to  take  our  rest ;  and  what  care  I 

Who  lays  my  pillow  for  me.  Dry  den.  Rival  Ladies. 

If  I  but  hear  wife  nam'd,  I'm  sick  that  day ; 

The  sound  is  mortsi,  and  frights  life  away.  Dn/den^  Aurengz. 

Here  lies  my  wife :  here  let  her  lie  ! 

17ow  she's  at  rest,  and  so  am  I.    Dryden^  euggeeied  Ejpitaph . 

Sometimes  my  plague,  sometime  my  darling, 

Kissing  to-day,  to-morrow  snarling.  Prior. 

The  man  to  Joye  his  suit  preferred ; 

He  begg'd  a  wife.    His  prayer  was  heard. 

Joye  wonder'd  at  his  bold  aiddressing : 

For  how  precarious  is  the  blessing  I  Gay,  Fable  39. 

Beauty  and  worth  in  her  alike  contend. 

To  charm  the  fancy,  and  to  fix  the  mind ; 

In  her,  my  wife,  my  mistress,  and  my  friendi 

I  taste  the  joys  of  sens^  and  reason  join'd.  Sammond. 
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WIFB,  WTTEB^eontinffed. 
Ljooris  of  her  friends  gtill  makes  an  end  : 
I  would  she  were  to  my  wife  such  a  fhend. 

Martial,  IV.  24  (  WrigUi. 

A  wife  becomes  the  traest,  tend'rest  friend, 
Tlte  balm  of  comfort,  and  the  source  of  joy  I 
Thro'  every  varions  torn  of  life  the  same. 

Savaffe,  Sir  Thomag  (haerhufff. 
What  so  pnre,  which  envious  tongues  will  spare  P 
Some  wicked  wits  have  libt'll'd  aJl  the  fair, 
With  matchless  impudence  they  style  a  wife. 
The  dear-bouf2^ht  curse,  and  lawful  plague  of  life ; 
A  bosom  serpent,  a  domestic  evil, 
A  night  invasion,  and  a  mid-day  devil ; 
Let  not  the  wise  these  sland'rous  words  r^ard. 
But  curse  the  bones  of  ev'ry  living  bard.  Pope,  Jan,  4*  Mcqfi  43. 

Horses  (thou  say'st)  and  asses  men  may  try. 

And  ring  suspected  vessels  ere  they  buy  ; 

But  wives,  a  random  choice,  untried  they  take  ; 

They  dream  in  courtship,  but  in  wedlock  wake ; 

Then,  nor  till  then,  the  veil 's  removed  away, 

And  all  the  woman  glares  in  open  day.  Pope,  W\f«  ijfBatl,  101. 

Who  buUds  his  house  on  sands. 
Prices  his  blind  horse  across  the  fallow  lands. 
Or  lets  his  wife  abroad  with  pilgrims  roam. 
Deserves  a  fool's-cap  and  long  ears  at  home.    Pope,  Ih.  247. 

Is*t  not  enough  plagues,  wan,  and  fiimines,  rise 

To  lash  our  crimes,  out  must  our  wives  be  wise  P 

What  is  there  in  the  vale  of  life  ^^'^Vf  ^'  ^'  «*•  *' 

Half  so  delightful  as  a  wife, 

When  friendship,  love,  and  peace  eombine 

To  stamp  the  marriage  bond  divine  P     Cowper^  Love  AhiMi* 

Lord  Erskine,  on  woman  presuming  to  rail. 

Calls  a  wife  "  a  tin  cauister  tied  to  one's  tail ;" 

And  fair  Lady  Anne,  while  the  subject  he  carries  on« 

Seems  hurt  at  his  lordship's  de^prading  comparison. 

But  wherefore  degrading  r  consider 'd  aright, 

A  canister's  polish'd,  and  useful,  and  bright ; 

And  should  airt  its  original  purity  hide. 

That's  the  fault  of  tiie  puppy  to  whom  it  is  tied.      8ker^^ 

Think  you,  if  Laura  had  been  Petrarch's  wife, 

He  would  have  written  sonnets  aU  his  life.  Bjfron,  2).  J*  m.  8* 
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The  wife  was  pretty,  trifling,  cliildisli,  weak ; 
She  could  not  think,  but  would  not  cease  to  speak. 

Ciabhe,  Struggles  qf  Conseience. 
Oh !  't  is  a  precions  thing,  when  wires  are  dead, 
To  find  such  numbers  who  will  serre  instead  • 
And  in  whateyer  state  a  man  be  thrown, 
Tis  that  precisely  they  would  wish  their  own.  lb.  Learned  Boy. 

At  home  my  wife  will  supervise 
Each  meal  I  tdce.     I  wish  her  eyes 
Were  sometimes  touch'd  with  blindness  I 
But  no— they  move  not  from  my  plate : 
God  bless  her  !  how  I  love,  yet  hate 
Her  ever  watchful  kindness. 
"  My  dear  !  you  know  you're  bilious— pray 
Avoid  the  turtle  soup  to-day. 
And  do  not  touch  the  salmon  ; 
Just  take  a  chicken  wing,  or  leff, 
But  no  rich  sauce — and  Jet  me  beg 
You  will  not  taste  the  gammon." 

Soraee  Smith,  Answer  to  an  Old  Man's  Praise. 

The  world  well  tried— the  sweetest  thing  in  life 

Is  the  unclouded  welcome  of  a  wife.         N.  P.  Willis  {Am.). 

A  courage  to  endure  and  to  obey— 

A  hate  of  gossip  parlance,  and  of  sway, 

Crown'd  Isabel,  through  aU  her  pkcid  life. 

The  queen  of  marriage— a  most  perfect  wife.  Tsnufson* 

A  man  may  spare. 
And  still  be  bare, 

If  his  wife  be  nowt,  if  his  wife  be  nowt ; 
But  a  man  may  spend. 
And  have  money  to  lend, 

If  his  wife  be  owt,  if  his  wife  be  owt.  ,^  ,««^v 

The  Gipsy's  Bhyme  {N.  ^  Q.,  Feb,  10, 1866). 
Of  earthly  goods,  the  best  is  a  good  wife ; 
A  bad,  the  bitterest  curse  of  human  life.  Simonides, 

WXLFUIJffSSS. 

Muse  not  that  I  thus  suddenly  proceed ;  «      ^       « 

For  what  I  will,  I  will— and  there's  an  end.  Sh.  Two  Q.  i.  3. 

To  wilful  men« 
The  injuries,  that  they  themselyes  procure. 
Must  be  their  schoolmasters.  oh.  Lear,  it.  4. 
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WnX— M«  Argument 

In  idle  wishes  fools  supinely  staj. 

Be  there  a  will,  and  wisdom  finds  a  waj. 
WnUireVEflS.  Crabbe,  Birth  t^Flaifwy. 

A  willing  heart  adds  feathers  to  the  heel, 

And  makes  the  down  a  winged  Mercury. 
WILLOW.  ^0'  BailUe^  De  Mantfordm 

Thou  art  to  all  lost  lore  the  best, 

The  only  true  plant  found  ; 

Wherewith  young  men  and  maids  distrest. 

And  left  of  loye,  are  crown'd.      Herrick^  Amatory  Ode^  108. 
Willow's  a  sentimental  wood, 

And  many  sonneteers,  to  quicken  'em, 

A  relic  kept  of  that  which  stood 

Before  Pope's  Tusculum  at  Twickenham. 

Soraoe  Smith,  Poet  among  the  Treee, 

Tree  of  the  gloom,  o'erhanging  the  tomb. 

Thou  seem'st  to  love  the  churchyiurd  sod ; 

Thou  eyer  art  found  on  the  chamel  ground, 

Where  the  laughing  and  happy  haye  rarely  trod. 

When  thy  branches  trail  to  tne  wintry  gale. 

Thy  wailmg  is  sad  to  the  hearts  of  men ; 

Wnen  the  world  is  bright  in  a  summer's  light, 

Tis  only  the  wretched  that  loye  thee  then. 

The  golden  moth  and  the  shining  bee 

Will  seldom  rest  on  the  willow  tree.  Eliza  Cook,  Willow  Tree. 


Except  wind  stands  as  neyer  it  stood. 
It  is  an  ill  wind  turns  none  to  good. 

Tho9.  Tusser,  Moral  Befleetion  on  the  Wind* 
What  wind  blew  you  hither.  Pistol  P 

I^ot  the  ill  wind  which  blows  none  to  good.  8h.  S,  /r.  2,  y.  3. 
Ill  blows  the  wind  that  profits  nobody.     Sh.  Hen.  vu  3,  ii.  5. 
Seas  are  the  fields  of  combat  for  the  winds  ; 
But  when  they  sweep  along  some  flowery  coast. 
Their  winds  moye  mildly,  and  their  rage  is  lost. 

Dry  den,  Bival  Ladies, 
The  winds  come  lightly  whispering  from  the  west, 
Kissing,  not  ruffling,  the  blue  deep's  serene.  ^yrcm,CAJT.ri.70. 

Many  are  the  notes 
Which  in  his  tuneful  course  the  wind  draws  forth. 
From  rocks,  woods,  cayems,  heath,  and  dashing  shore. 
The  gentle  wind,  a  sweet  and  passionate  wooer,  Wordsworth* 
Kisses  the  blushing  leaf.  Longfellow, 
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Storied  windows  richly  dight» 

Casting  a  dim  religious  light.  Milion,  H  Fetueroso,  169. 

WmMOE. 

Whose  are  Windsor  and  Hampton,  the  pride  of  the  land* 

Witii  their  treasures  and  tropmes  so  Taned  and  grand  P 

The  Queen's,  you  reply : — 

DeuoeabitI  you  and  X 

Through  their  gates,  twice  a  week,  making  privileg'd  way, 

Tread  their  gilded  saloons. 

View  theirportraits,  cartoons, 

And,  like  Crusoe,  are  monarchs  of  all  we  surrey. 

Horace  SmUk,  Unpogsessed  Possesnons. 

WIVB— «M  Drinking,  Veetar,  Spirits. 

O  thou  inyisible  spirit  of  wine !  if  thou  hast 

No  name  to  be  known  by  let  us  call  tiiee  devil !  8k,  Oik,  it.  8. 

Three  cups  of  wine  a  prudent  man  may  take  ; 

The  first  of  them  for  constitution  sake  ; 

The  second  to  the  girl  he  Ioycs  the  best ; 

The  third,  and  last,  to  lull  him  to  his  rest.  Atketiaus,  iii. 

What  cannot  wine  perform  P    It  brings  to  light 

The  secret  soul,  it  bids  the  coward  fi|^t : 

Gives  being  to  our  hopes,  and  from  our  hearts 

Driyes  the  dull  sorrow,  and  inspires  new  arts. 

Is  there  a  wretch  whom  bumpers  have  not  taught 

A  flow  of  words,  and  loftiness  of  thought  P 

Even  in  th*  oppressive  grasp  of  poverty 

It  can  enlarge,  and  bid  the  soul  be  free.  Horace, Francis,! tY,23» 

So  Noah,  when  he  anchor'd  safe  on 

The  mountain's  top,  his  lofty  haven, 

And  dl  the  passengers  he  bore. 

Were  on  the  new  world  set  ashore, 

He  made  it  next  his  chief  design 

To  plant,  and  propagate  the  vine, 

Which  since  has  overwhelmed  and  drown'd 

Far  greater  numbers,  on  dry  ground, 

Of  wretched  mankind,  one  oy  one. 

Than  all  the  flood  before  had  done.  Fuller,  Sat  2. 

Wine  fills  the  veins,  and  healths  are  understood 

To  give  our  friends  a  title  to  our  blood.  Waller. 

Wine  makes  Love  forget  its  care. 

And  mirth  exalts  a  feast.  FarnelU  Anacreontic,  ii. 

From  wine  what  sudden  friendship  springs !       Ga^,  Fable  6. 

TT 
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Wm — €Pntmued. 

Let  all  my  soldierg  quaff 
That  gen'rons  iiiioe»  by  juggling  priests  denjr'd. 
Lest  it  should  nelp  to  whet  our  understandings. 
And  ripen  reason,  to  see  through  their  crafts. 

Jot,  Darcy,  Love  and  AmbUion, 
I  would  not  always  dread  the  bowl, 
Nor  every  trespass  shun :  the  feverish  strife, 
Bous'd  by  the  rare  debauch,  subdues,  ezpek 
The  loitering  crudities  that  burden  life  ; 
And,  like  a  torrent  full  and  rapid,  clears 
The  obstructed  tubes.  Armstrong,  Art  qfP,JB[.  n.  460. 

Oh  I  seldom  may  the  fated  hours  return 
Of  drinking  deep  I    I  would  not  daily  taste. 
Except  when  life  declines,  even  sober  cups ; 
Weak  withering  age  no  rigid  law  forbids. 
With  frugal  nectar,  smooth  and  slow  with  calmj 
The  sapless  habit  daily  to  bedew. 
And  ffive  the  hesitating  wheels  of  life 

Glibber  to  play.  Armstrong,  Art  of  P.  JBT.  n.  40O. 

Few  things  surpass  old  wine ;  and  they  may  preach 
Who  please — ^the  more  because  they  preach  in  vain — 
Let  us  have  wioe  and  women,  mirtn  and  laughter, 
Sermons  and  soda-water  the  day  after.    Bi/ron,  2).  <7I  ii.  178. 
Wine  cheers  the  sad,  revives  the  old,  inspires 
The  young,  makes  weariness  forget  his  toil. 
And  fear  her  danger :  opens  a  new  world 
When  this,  the  present,  falls.         JSyron,  Sardanapdhu,  i.  2. 
Wine  is  like  anijer,  for  it  makes  us  strong ; 
Blind  and  im^jatient,  and  it  leads  us  wrong ; 
The  strength  is  quickly  lost,  we  feel  the  error  long.    Crahbe, 

This  swift  business 
I  must  uneasy  make,  lest  too  light  winning 
Make  the  prize  light.  8h.  Temp.  i.  2. 

WIHTEB. 
When  icicles  hang  by  the  wall. 
And  Dick  the  shepherd  blows  his  nail, 
And  Tom  bears  logs  into  the  haU, 
And  milk  comeci  frozen  home  in  pail. 
When  blood  is  nipp'd,  and  ways  be  foul, 
Then  nightly  sings  the  staring  owl. 
Tu-whit,  to-who,  a  merry  note. 
While  greasy  Joan  doth  keel  the  pot. 

Sh>  Loves  L.  X.  Tin.  2,  8uug, 
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WIVTEB — eorUinued. 

See,  winter  cozneB  to  rale  tlie  varied  year. 

Sullen  and  sad,  with,  all  his  rising  train, 

Yaponrs,  and  clouds,  and  storms.  Tkomsim^  Winter t  1. 

Now,  when  the  oheerless  empire  of  the  sky 
To  Capricorn  the  Oentanr  Archer  yields, 
And  nerce  Aquarius  stains  th'  inverted  year ; 
Hung  o'er  the  farthest  verge  of  heaven,  the  son 
Scarce  spreads  through  ether  the  dejected  day; 
Faint  are  Ms  gleams  and  ineffectual  shoot 
His  struggling  rays,  in  horizontal  lines, 
Through  the  thick  air.  Thomton,  Whiter,  41. 

All  nature  feels  the  renovating  force 
Of  winter,  only  to  the  thoughtless  eye 
In  ruin  seen.    The  frost-contracted  glebe 
Draws  in  abundant  vegetable  soul. 
And  gathers  vigour  for  the  coming  year. 
A  stronger  glow  sits  on  the  lively  cheek 
Of  ruddy  fire ;  and  luculent  along 
The  purer  rivers  flow :  their  sullen  deeps, 
Transparent,  open  to  the  shepherd's  gaze 
And  murmur  hoarser  at  the  axing  frost.  TAofMon,Winter,  70^ 

Miserable  they  I 
Who,  here  entangled  in  the  gathering  ice, 
Take  ilieir  last  look  of  the  descending  sun, 
While,  full  of  death,  and  fierce  with  tenfold  frost. 
The  long,  long  night,  incumbent  o'er  their  heads. 
Falls  horrible.  TAomeon,  Winter,  920. 

Bread  Winter  spreads  his  latest  glooms, 
And  reigns  tremendous  o'er  the  conquer  d  year. 
How  dread  the  vegetable  kingdom  lies  : 
How  dumb  the  tuneful :  Horror  wide  extends 
His  desolate  domain.  Thomson,  Winter,  1024. 

To-day  is  snow  array'd,  stern  winter  rules 
The  ravag'd  plain  *,  anon  the  teeming  earth 
Unlocks  her  stores,  and  Spring  adorns  the  year ; 
And  shall  not  we,  while  fate  like  Winter  frowns, 
Expect  revolving  bliss  P  T.  Smollett. 

No  vernal  blooms  their  torpid  rocks  array, 
But  winter  lingering  chills  the  lap  of  May.  Goldsmith,  2V.  171 . 

I  crown  thee  king  of  intimate  deliehts, 

Fire-side  enjoyments,  home-bom  happiness. 

And  all  the  comforts  that  the  lowly  roof 

Of  undisturb'd  retirement,  and  the  hours 

Of  long,  uninterrupted  evening,  know.  Cowper,  Task,  iv.  139. 

T   T   2 
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Oh  Winter !  ruler  of  tlie  inverted  year. 
Thy  scatter'd  hair  with  sleet-like  ashes  fill'd. 
Thy  breath  congeal'd  npon  thy  lips,  thy  cheeks 
Fnng'd  with  a  beard  made  white  with  other  snows 
Than  those  of  affe  ;  thy  forehead  wrapt  in  cloudsi 
A  leafless  branch  Ihy  sceptre,  and  thy  throne 
A  sliding  car  indebted  to  no  wheels. 
But  urged  by  storms  along  its  slippery  way  j 
I  love  thee,  aU  unlovely  as  thou  seem'st, 
And  dreaded  as  thou  art,  Cowper,  Task,  it.  ISO. 

When  winter  stem  his  gloomy  front  nprears, 
A  sable  void  the  barren  earth  appears  ; 
The  meads  no  more  their  former  verdure  boast, 
Fast-bound  their  streams,  and  all  their  beauty  lost ; 
The  herds,  the  flocks,  in  icy  garments  mourn, 
And  wildly  murmur  for  the  Spring's  return ; 
From  snow-topn'd  hills  the  whirlwinds  keenly  blow, 
Howl  through  tne  woods,  and  pierce  the  vales  below. 
Through  the  sharp  air  a  flaky  torrent  flies. 
Mocks  the  slow  sight,  and  hides  the  gloomy  skies. 

Oeo,  Crabhe,  Indridj/. 
Let  winter  come !  let  polar  spirits  sweep 
The  darkening  world  and  tempest-troubled  deep  ! 
Through  boundless  snows  the  wither'd  heath  deform. 
And  the  dim  sun  scarce  wanders  thro'  the  storm ; 
Yet  shall  the  smile  of  social  love  repay 
With  mental  light  the  melancholy  day  !   Campbell,  PI  (fS. 
The  bleak  wind  whistles — snow-riiowers,  far  and  near, 
Drift  without  echo  to  the  whitening  ground ; 
Autumn  hath  past  awav,  and  cold  ana  drear. 
Winter  stalks  m,with  frozen  mantle  bound.  Hon.Mrt.NoiiM. 
The  dead  leaves  strew  the  forest-walk. 
And  wither'd  are  the  pale  wild  flowers ; 
The  frost  hangs  blackening  on  the  stalk. 
The  dewdrops  fall  in  frozen  showers  ; 
Gone  are  the  spring's  green  sprouting  bowers. 
Gone,  summer  s  rich  and  mantling  vmes  i 
And  autumn,  with  her  yellow  hours. 
On  hill  and  plain  no  longer  shines*  Samdri* 

WISDOK—see  Vewton. 
Wisdom  and  fortune  combating  together. 
If  that  the  former  dare  but  what  it  can, 
No  chance  may  shake  it*  8k.  Ant,  Cleop.  in.  11* 
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WIBBOK— ^OM^iitMi. 
WealtH,  without  wisdom,  may  live  more  content 
Than  wit's  enjoyers  can,  debarred  of  wealth  ; 
All  pray  for  nches,  but  I  ne'er  heard  yet 
Of  any  since  Solomon  that  pray'd  for  wit. 

♦         John  Taylor,  The  Hog  hath  lost  his  PearL 
All  foreign  wisdom  doth  amount  to  this. 
To  take  all  that  is  given,  whether  wealth. 
Or  love,  or  language  ;  nothing  comes  amiss  : 
A  good  digestion  tumeth  all  to  health. G.Herhert,  the  Temple* 
The  wise  do  always  govern  their  own  fates. 
And  fortune  with  officious  zeal  attends 
To  crown  their  enterprises  with  success.     Ahdicaled  Prinoe. 

What  is  it  to  be  wise  P 
'Tis  but  to  know  how  little  can  be  known  ; 
To  see  all  others'  faults,  and  feel  our  own.  Pope,  E,  Jf .  iv.  260. 
Wisdom,  slow  product  of  laborious  years, 
The  only  fruit  that  life's  cold  winter  bears  ; 
Thy  sacred  seeds  in  vain  in  youth  we  lay. 
By  the  fierce  storm  of  passion  torn  away ; 
Should  some  remain  in  a  rich  gen'rous  soil. 
They  long  lie  hid,  and  must  be  rais'd  with  toil ; 
Faintly  they  struggle  with  inclement  skies, 
I^'o  sooner  bom  than  the  poor  planter  die8.Zad[y,3f .  W^MotUagu. 
Wisdom,  though  richer  than  Peruvian  noines. 
And  sweeter  than  the  sweet  ambrosial  hive,— 
What  is  she,  but  the  means  of  happiness  P 
That  unobtain'd,  than  folly  more  a  fool.    Young,  N.  T  ii.  498. 
The  clouds  may  drop  down  titles  and  estates ; 
Wealth  may  seek  us  but  wisdom  must  be  sought ; 
Sought  before  all  (but  how  unlike  all  else 
We  seek  on  earth!)  'tis  never  sought  in  vain.      Ih,  vin.  620. 
Wisdom,  awful  wisdom,  which  inspects. 
Discerns,  compares,  weighs,  separates,  infers. 
Seizes  the  ri^t,  and  hoMs  it  to  the  last : 
How  rare  I     In  senates,  synods,  sought  in  vain  ; 
Or,  if  there  found,  'tis  sacred  to  the  few.  R,  viii.  1247. 

Teach  me  my  days  to  number,  and  apply 
My  trembling  heart  to  wisdom.  lb,  iz.  1314 

Be  wise  with  speed ; 
A  fool  at  forty  is  a  fool  indeed.  Tonng,  L,  qfF.  n.  282. 

Wisdom  and  Goodness  are  twin  bom,  one  heart 
Must  hold  bodi  sisters,  never  seen  apart.    Cowper^  JB^  634 
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WlHJlOX— «OM<MMMf. 

When  did  wisdom  covet  lengUi  of  days  P 

Or  seek  its  bliss  in  pleasure,  wealth,  or  praise  P 

No :— wisdom  views  with  an  indifferent  eye 

All  finite  things,  as  blessings  bom  to  die.         Hamutk  More. 

The  bearing  and  the  training  of  a  child 

Is  woman's  wisdom,  7^n^9on^  Prineof, 

WI8HB8,  WlflHDTG. 

Take  this  in  good  part,  whoever  thoa  be. 

And  wish  me  no  worse  than  I  wish  nnto  thee.!ZW«0r,6OO|N>tJif«. 

Thy  wish  was  father,  Harry,  to  that  thought  Sk.  S.  ir.  %  iv.4. 

Fate  wings,  with  eveiy  wish,  the  afflictive  daii» 

Each  gift  of  nature,  and  each  grace  of  art. 

Johnson,  Vanity  qfHnman  WMm,  15. 

Wishing,  <^  all  employments,  is  the  worst» 

Philosophy's  reverse  ;  and  health's  decay !  Toung,  N.  T.  iv.71. 

Our  wishes  lengthen,  as  onr  son  declines.  Yonng^  N,  T.  v.  661. 

Put  what  are  wishes  P    Wishes  wiU  not  do : 

One  cannot  eat  one's  cake  and  have  it  too. 

Bioherttcffi,  Thonuu  and  8alfy»  a  hnrUUa, 

Li  idle  wishes  fools  supinely  stay ; 

"Be  there  a  will,~and  wiadom  finds  a  way. 

&.  Crahbe,  The  BiHk  ofFlatiery. 
^(nT—«M  Brevity,  Jests,  Vaeoity. 

You  can't  expect  that  they  should  be  great  wits, 

Who  have  small  purses ;  they  nsmilly 

Sympathize  together ;  wit  is  expensive* 

It  must  be  dieted  wilh  delicacies. 

It  must  be  suckled  with  the  richest  wines. 

Or  else  it  will  grow  flat  and  dull.  A*  Neville, 

Look,  he's  winding  up  the  watch  of  his  wit ; 

By  and  by  it  will  strike.  8L  Temp,  n.  1. 

Leave  this  keen  encotmter  of  our  wits, 

And  &11  somewhat  into  a  slower  me^od*      Sk*  Bio.  ni,  i.  2. 

A  hit,  a  very  palpable  hit.  8h,  Ham,  v.  %. 

Wit's  an  unruly  engine,  wildly  striking 

Sometimes  a  friend,  sometimes  an  engmeer ; 

Hast  thou  the  knack  P  pamper  it  not  with  liking : 

^ut  if  thou  want  it,  buy  Jit  not  too  dear. 

Many  affecting  wit  beyond  their  power. 

Have  got  to  be  a  dear  fool  for  mn.o\a,Q.H^hert,theTempU. 

All  things  are  big  with  jest,  nothing  that's  plain 

But  may  be  witty,  if  thou  hast  the  vein.  lb,  the  TktnpU, 
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WIT— tfMifiiiiMiL 
ThongH  wit  never  can  be  leam'd, 
It  may  be  assum'd,  and  own'd,  aad  eain'd. 
And,  ike  onr  noblest  fruits,  improy'd. 
By  being  transplanted  and  remoy'd.  Butler,  Hud. 

We  grant,  altho'  he  Had  mnch  wit, 
He  was  yerj  sliy  of  using  it ; 
As  being  loth  to  wear  it  out, 
And  iJierefore  bore  it  not  about ; 
Unless  on  holy-days,  or  so. 
As  men  tiiieir  best  apparel  do.  Butler,  Rud.  x.  1,  i6. 

Great  wits  and  yalours,  like  great  estates, 

Do  sometimes  sink  with  their  own  weights.  lb,  Sud,  2,  z.  269. 

Too  much  or  too  little  wit. 

Doth  onljr  render  the  owner  fit 

For  nothing  but  to  be  undone. 

Much  easier  than  if  he'd  none.         *  Butler,  Mise.  Thoughts. 

All  wit  does  but  diyert  men  from  the  road 

In  which  things  yulgarl^  are  understood. 

And  force  mistake  and  ignorance  to  own 

A  better  sense  than  commonly  is  known.    Butler,  Mua.  Ih). 

Ghreat  wits  are  sure  to  madness  near  allied, 

And  thin  partitions  do  their  bounds  divide. 

Ihyden,  Absalom  and  Achitophel,  1. 163. 
Wit  in  northern  climates  will  not  blow. 
Except,  like  orange  trees,  'tis  housed  from  snow.  Pope, 

Some,  to  whom  Heaven  in  wit  has  been  profuse. 
Want  as  much  more  to  turn  it  to  its  use ; 
For  wit  and  judgment  often  are  at  strife, 
Though  meant  each  other's  aid,  like  man  and  wife. 

JPope,  E.  C.  80. 
Some  to  conceit  alone  their  taste  confine, 
And  glittering  thoughts  struck  out  at  ev'ry  line  ; 
Fleas'd  with  a  work  where  nothing's  just  or  fit ; 
One  glaring  chaos  and  wild  heap  of  wit.        Pope,  E,  C,  289. 
True  wit  is  nature  to  advantage  dress'd. 
What  oft  was  thought,  but  ne  er  so  well  express'd. 
Something  whose  truth^  convinc'd  at  sight,  we  find. 
That  gives  us  back  the  image  of  our  mind.      Pope,  E,  C,  297. 
Modest  plainness  sets  ofi*  sprightly  wit. 
For  works  may  have  more  wit  than  does  'em  good, 
Ajb  bodies  pensh  through  excess  of  blood.    Pope,  E.  O,  802. 
A  wit  with  dunces,  and  a  dunce  with  wits.  Pope,  Dune,  iv.  90. 
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Tlie  pride  of  Miteic  woald  at  moai 

Conpeiiuin  m  empm  asm  wii ; 

Ovranl  ihej  msli  aft  fiiBe*s  iMpcikimi  call. 

And  kai  than  greater,  iroold  AOC  be  at  aD.  GianeitZt  J^.  29. 

Aipunst  their  wiUs,  wliat  anaben  nda  Aaa, 
Porelj  throoidli  want  of  wit  to  be  vadoBe : 
li^atofehai  ihowii,  b]r  nuking  it  so  rare, 
Tliat  wit^t  a  jewel  which  we  need  not  wear. 

Sense  is  our  heimet,  wit  is  bat  the  pfaniie. 

The  phune  exposes,  'tis  our  helmet  mres. 

Bense  is  the  ifiamond,  wei^itj,  solid,  sound; 

When  eot  bj  wit,  it  essta  a  bri^iter  beam ; 

Tet,  wit  i^art,  it  is  a  diamond  stffl.  Youm^,  N.  T.  Tm.  1259. 

Wit,  how  delieioas  to  man's  dainlj  isrte! 
Tis  predons  ss  the  Tehiele  of  sense ; 
Bot,  ss  its  sabstitate,  a  dire  disease ; 
Pemieioos  tslent !  Ilattep'd  b^  the  worldt 
Bt  the  blind  woild,  which  thmks  the  tslent  rare, 
wisdom  is  ifsre— -wit  aboonds. 
Passion  esn  grre  it ;  sometimes  wine  inspires 
The  luckj  flash  and  madness  nurely  £uls.  lb.  N.  T,  vnu  1219. 

As  in  smooth  cSU  the  razor  best  is  whet, 

Bo  wit  is  bj  politeness  shar{|est  set ; 

Their  want  of  edge  from  their  oflenoe  is  seen  : 

Both  psin  us  least  when  exquisitelj  keen.  lb.  X.  of.  F.  u.  118. 

What  though  wit  tickles  P  tickling  is  unsafe. 

If  still  'tis  painful  while  it  makes  us  laugh ; 

Who,  for  ine  poor  renown  of  being  smart. 

Would  leaye  a  sting  within  a  brother's  heart  lb.  L.  ff jPai.153. 

How  hard  soe'er  it  be  to  bridle  wit, 

Yet  memory  oft  no  less  requires  the  bit  StilUmgfieei. 

The  rajs  of  wit  gUd  wheresoe'er  they  strike, 

But  are  not  therefore  fit  for  all  alike ; 

They  charm  the  lively,  but  the  grare  offend. 

And  raise  a  fbe  as  often  as  a  friend.  SliUing/ieeL 

He  says  but  little,  and  that  little  said 

Owes  all  its  weight,  like  loaded  dice,  to  lead ; 

His  wit  inyites  you  hj  his  looks  to  come. 

But  when  you  knock,  it  neyer  is  at  home.  CowpetyConver.  803. 
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WTt-'-wntmued. 
A  Christian's  wit  is  inoffensive  light, 
A  beam  that  aids,  but  never  grieves  the  sight ; 
Vig'roas  in  age  as  in  the  flush  of  youdi, 
'Tis  always  active  on  the  side  of  truth.     Cotopery  Conver,  599. 

Men  famed  for  wit,  of  dangerous  talents  vain, 
Treat  those  of  common  parts  with  proud  disdain  ; 
The  powers  that  wisdom  would,  improving,  hide* 
The^  blaze  abroad,  with  inconsid'rate  pride ; 
While  yet  but  mere  probationers  for  fame, 
They  seize  the  honour  the^  should  then  disclaim : 
Honour  so  hurried  to  the  light  must  fade, 
Thelasting  laurels  flourish  in  the  shade.  Orabhe,  Tales,  Patronfi. 
True  wit  is  like  the  brilliant  stone. 
Dug  from  the  Indian  mine, 
Which  boafits  two  different  pow'rs  in  one. 
To  cut  as  well  as  shine.  Notes  and  Queries,  Aug,  IIM,  1866. 

WITGHS8. 

What  are  these. 
So  withered,  and  so  wild  in  their  attire  ; 
That  look  not  like  the  inhabitants  o'  the  earth, 
And  yet  are  on't.  Sh*  ^ach*  i«  8. 

IIow  now,  you  secret,  black,  and  midnight  hags, 
What  is't  you  do  P  Sh.  Maeb.  iv.  4, 

Black  spirits  and  white,  red  spirits  and  gray. 
Mingle,  mingle,  mingle,  you  that  mingle  may. 
Middleton,  Witoh  n.  {QuoUd  in  Stage  Dir.  ofSk.  Macb.  iv.  1.) 

These  midnight  hags. 
By  force  of  poteut  spelS,  of  bloody  characters, 
And  conjurations,  horrible  to  hear. 
Call  fiends  and  spectres  from  the  yawning  deep, 
And  set  the  ministers  of  hell  at  work.         Bowe,  Jane  Shore, 
I  'spy'd  a  withered  hag,  with  aj^e  grown  double. 
Picking  dry  sticks,  ana  mumblmg  to  herself; 
Her  eyes  with  scalding  rheum,  were  gall'd  and  red,^ 
Cold  palsy  shook  her  head,  her  hands  seem'd  withered. 
And  on  her  crooked  shoulders  had  she  wrapp'd 
The  tatter'd  remnants  of  an  old  striped  hanging, 
Which  serv'd  to  keep  her  carcase  from  the  cold.  Olioag,0rpk. 

W0S8  -«M  Advsrsity,  Orlef,  Sorrow. 
So  many  miseries  have  craz*d  mjr  voice. 
That  my  woe- wearied  tongue  is  still  and  mate.  S4*28ic.ii'.iV.4. 
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WOJBS — ^WOMAK,  WOHEir. 

Woes  cluster ;  rare  are  goHtsrywoes  ; 

Thej  lore  a  train,  they  tread  each  other's  heel. 

Toung,  N.  21  m.  63. 
No  words  suffice  the  secret  soul  to  show, 
And  truth  denies  all  eloquence  to  woe.  Byron,  Conair^  ni.  23. 

WOMAB,  WOXEV— 4M  Anger,  Coquette,  Courtship^  Frail^,'  Lqtve^ 
Maidens,  Buling  Passion,  Seerecy. 
He  water  ploughs  and  soweth  in  the  sand 
And  hopes  the  flickerinff  wind  with  net  to  hold, 
Who  hath  his  hopes  laid  on  a  woman's  hand.  Sir  P.  l^dney* 

Trust  not  the  treason  of  those  smiling  looks, 

Until  ye  have  their  guileful  trains  weU  tried* 

For  they  are  like  unto  the  golden  hooks, 

That  from  the  foolish  fish  &eir  baits  do  hide.     Ed.  Spenser. 

Extremely  mad  the  man  I  surely  deom. 

That  weens  with  watch  and  hara  reatnunt  to  stay 

A  woman's  will,  which  is  dispos'd  to  go  astray.  JSd^  JS^omeer, 

A  woman's  love  is  riyer-like,  which  stopt  will  overflow ; 
And  when  the  ourvent  finds  no  let,  it  ollen  £alls  too  low. 
There  cannot  be  a  greater  clog  to  man,  tramerM 

Than  to  be  weary  of  a  wanton  woman.      Sir  J.  Harrington* 
He  bears  an  honourable  mind, 
And  will  not  use  a  woman  lawlessly.  8h.  Two  O.  T.  8. 

Women  are  as  roses ;  whose  fair  fiower, 

Being  once  display'd,  doth  fall  that  veiy  hour.  Sk,  2W.  N.  n.  4^ 

Women  are  frail. 
Ay,  as  the  glasses  where  they  yiew  tibiemselTefl ; 
Which  are  as  easy  broke  as  the^r  make  forms. 
Women  I  help  heaven  I  men  their  creation  mar 
In  profiting  by  them.  Sh.  M>for  M.  u.  4^ 

We  cannot  fight  for  love  as  men  may  do ; 

We  should  be  woo'd,  and  were  not  made  to  woo. 

8k.  Mid.  y.  n.  2. 
WhatP    II    Hovel    Isue!    Iseekawifel 
A  woman,  that  is  like  a  German  dock. 
Still  a  repairing,  ever  out  of  frame, 
And  never  going  ariffht ;  being  a  watch, 
And  being  watch'd  mat  it  may  still  go  right  I 

Sk,  Love's  X.  X.  III.  1. 
If  ladies  be  but  young  and  fair. 
They  have  the  gift  to  know  it.  Sk.  As  F.  X.  xi.  7. 
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woxAVi  wonsv— MfifffiiMK^. 

All  tliat  life  can  rate 
Worih  name  of  life,  in  tliee  hath  estimate : 
Yonth,  beauty,  wisdom,  oonraffe,  Tirtae,  all 
That  happiness  and  prime  can  nappy  oalL    8k.  AWs  W.  ii.  1. 

Why  are  our  bodies  soft,  and  weak,  and  smooth^ 

TJnapt  to  toil  and  tronble  in  the  world ; 

But  that  our  soft  conditions,  and  our  hearts. 

Should  well  agree  with  our  external  parts.     8h,  Tarn,  8,  ▼.  2. 

'Tis  a  good  hearing,  when  children  are  toward : 

Bat  a  harsh  hearing,  when  women  are  froward.  8h.Tam.8.Y.2, 

Tis  beauty,  that  doth  oft  make  women  proud ; 

Tis  yirtue,  that  doth  make  them  most  admired ;  ' 

'Tis  modesty,  that  makes  them  seem  divine.  Sh.Sen.  F/.3,i  4. 

Women  are  soft,  mild,  pitiful,  and  flexible ; 
Thou  stem,  obdurate,  flinty,  rough,  remorseless. 

8h.  Hen.  Vl.  3,  i.  4. 
Two  women  plao'd  together  makes  cold  weather. 

8h.  Men,  riii,  i.  4. 
A  woman  impudent  and  mannish  ^wn 
Is  not  more  loath'd,  than  an  effeminate  man 
In  time  of  action.  8k,  2Vm7.  ni.  3. 

O  most  delicate  friend ! 
Who  is't  can  read  a  woman  P  8k,  Oymh,  y.  6. 

Proper  deformity  seems  not  in  the  fiend 

So  horrid,  as  in  woman.  8k,  Lear,  iv.  2. 

You  are  pictures  out  of  doors, 
BeUs  in  your  parlours,  wild  oats  in  your  kitchens, 
Saints  in  your  injuries,  derils  being  offended, 
Players  in  your  housewifery,  and  honBewiven  in  your  beds. 

8k.  Oik.  n.  1. 
Haye  you  not  heard  it  said  full  oft, 
A  woman's  nay  doUi  stand  for  naught  P     8k.  Pass,  Pilg,  17. 

Amon^  the  many  rare  and  special  gifts, 

That  m  the  female  sex  are  found  to  sit. 

This  one  is  chief,  that  they  at  merest  shifts 

Gire  best  advice,  and  shew  most  ready  wit ; 

But  man,  except  he  chew  and  think  and  sift, 

How  eyerv  part  may  answer  to  their  fit. 

By  rash  aouse  doth  often  orer-shoot  him, 

And  doth  accept  the  things  that  do  not  boot  him.  J*.  Wecver. 
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700  WOMUr,   WOMBK. 

WOMAM,  WOXEN— «ofi<mt«Mi. 

Women  I    Keep  me  from  women  ! 
Place  me  before  a  cannon,  'tis  a  pleasure : 
Stretch  me  upon  a  rack,  a  recreation : 
But  woman  I  woman !  O  the  devil,  woman ! 
Curtius'  Gulph  was  never  half  so  dangerous  ! 

Beaumont  Sf  Fletcher ,  Custom  of  ike  Oounify* 
Woman,  thoy  say,  was  only  made  of  man : 
Methinks  'tis  strange  they  should  be  so  unlike  ! 
It  may  be  all  the  best  was  cut  away. 
To  nuuce  the  woman,  and  the  naught  was  left 
Behind  with  him*  Beaumont  Sf  Fletcher ,  Coxeomh, 

Women  never 
Love  beauty  in  their  sex,  but  envy  ever.  Qeo.  Chapman. 

The  fox. 
Hyflsna,  crocodile,  and  all  beasts  of  craft, 
Have  been  distill'd  to  make  one  woman.  Randolph,  Jeal.Lo9. 
Who  trusts  himself  to  woman,  or  to  waves. 
Should  never  hazard  what  he  fears  to  lose. 

Oldmixon,  Oovemor  of  Cgprui, 
How  sweetly  sounds  the  voice  of  a  good  woman ! 
It  is  so  seldom  hewrd  that,  when  it  speaks. 
It  ravishes  all  senses.  Mauinger,  Old  Lam,  iv.  8. 

There's  not  a  grain  of  faith  or  honeslr 
In  all  your  sex :  you've  tongues  like  the  hymia, 
And  only  speak  us  fair,  to  ruin  us ; 
You  carry  springs  within  your  eyes,  and  can 
Outweep  the  crocodile,  tiU  our  too  much  pity 
Betray  us  to  your  merciless  devouring.  Shirl^,  Love's  Cruelty, 
He  is  a  fool  who  thinks  by  force  or  skill 
To  turn  the  current  of  a  woman's  will.  Ih^ketFive  Hours,  T.  3. 
Oh  fairest  of  creation  1  last  and  best 
Of  all  God's  works  I  creature  in  whom  excell'd 
Whatever  can  to  sight  or  thought  be  form'd 
Holy,  divine,  good,  amiable,  or  sweet !  Milton,  P.  /..  ix.  896. 
The  souls  of  women  are  so  small. 
That  some  believe  they've  none  at  all ; 
Or  if  they  have,  like  cripples,  still 
They've  but  one  faculty,  ike  wilL    BuOer,  MisoeL  Thoughts. 

Who  can  describe 
Women's  hypocrisies  !  their  subtle  wiles, 
Betraying  smiles,  feign'd  tears,  inconstancies  ! 
Their  painted  outsides,  and  corrupted  minds, 
The  sum  of  all  their  follies,  and  their  falsehoods.  O^fCKry^Or/A* 
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W01CAV,  WOXEV— MfitwiiiAi: 
O  woman  I  lovely  woman  I    Nature  made  thee 
To  temper  man  ;  we  liad  been  brutes  without  you. 
Angels  are  painted  fair  to  look  like  you  : 
There's  in  you  all  that  we  believe  of  heaven, 
Amazing  brightness,  purity,  and  truth, 
Eternal  joy,  and  everlasting  love.         Otway,  Venice  Pre9,  !• 

Their  sex  is  one  sross  cheat  I  their  onlv  study 

How  to  deceive,  Betray,  and  ruin  man  f 

They  have  it  by  tradition  from  their  mothers. 

Which  the^  improve  each  day,  and  grow  more  exquisite  I 

Their  painting,  patching,  all  their  chamber-arts. 

And  public  anectations,  are  but  tricks 

To  draw  fond  man  into  that  snare,  their  love  1  Otway,  Atheist, 

As  for  the  women,  though  we  scorn  and  flout'em, 
We  may  live  with,  but  cannot  live  without  'em. 

Dryden,  The  Will,  v.  4. 

Women,  with  a  mischief  to  their  kind. 

Pervert,  with  bad  advice,  our  better  mind. 

A  woman's  counsel  brought  us  first  to  woe. 

And  made  her  man  his  paradise  forego. 

Where  at  heart's  ease  he  lived  ;  and  might  have  been 

As  free  from  sorrow  as  he  was  from  sin. 

For  what  the  devil  had  their  sex  to  do, 

That,  bom  to  folly,  they  presumed  to  know, 

And  could  not  see  the  serpent  in  the  grass  P 

But  I  myself  presume,  and  let  it  pass. 

D/ydeUf  Cock  and  the  Fox,  56(11 

No  woman  takes  herself  to  be  a  monster ; 
Yet  she  would  be  so,  if  her  eyes  were  stars. 
Her  lips  of  roses,  and  her  face  of  lilies  ; 
Why,  traps  were  made  for  foxes,  gins  for  hares, 
Lime*twig8  for  birds,  and  lies  and  oaths  for  women. 

'  Sir  Francis  Fane,  The  Sacrifice, 

Beshrew  my  heart,  but  it  is  wond'rous  strange  ; 
Bore  there  is  something  more  than  witchcratc  in  them. 
That  masters  ev'n  the  wisest  of  us  alL        Bowe,  Jand  Shore. 

Women,  like  summer  storms,  awhile  are  cloudy, 

Burst  out  in  thunder,  and  impetuous  showers : 

But  straight  the  sun  of  beau^  dawns  abroad. 

And  all  the  fair  horizon  is  serene.  Bowe,  Tamerlane^ 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


702  WOlLiF,  WOMEH. 

WOKAV,  WOXn— Mn^iiflANi. 
Mankind  from  Adam  hare  been  women's  foola, 
Women,  from  Ere,  have  been  the  deril's  tools  : 
Heayen  might  haye  spar'd  one  torment  when  we  fell ; 
I^ot  left  us  women,  or  not  threaten'd  hell. 

Zaiudcwne,  Ske-OidlanU* . 
So  many  shapeB  haye  women  for  deceit. 
That  man's  a  fool  wheneyer  they  think  fit.  lb,  Jetc  of  Venice. 
Who  to  a  woman  trusts  his  peace  of  mind. 
Trusts  a  frail  bark  with  a  tempestuous  wind.         Lantdowne, 
If  the  heart  of  a  man  is  depressed  with  cares, 
The  mist  is  dispeU'd  when  a  woman  appears.  Gay^B,  Opera,iiA. 
And  yet  belieye  me,  good  as  well  as  ill. 
Woman's  at  best  a  contradiction  still. 
Heayen,  when  it  striyes  to  polish  all  it  can 
Its  last  best  works,  forms  but  a  softer  man.  Pope,  M.S,  ii.  S69. 
Men,  some  to  business,  some  to  pleasure  take, 
But  eyery  woman  is  at  heart  a  rake  : 
Men,  some  to  quiet,  some  to  public  strife. 
But  eyery  lady  would  be  queen  for  life.     Pope,  M,  E.  u.  215. 
Our  grandsire,  ere  of  Eye  possess'd. 
Alone,  and  e'en  in  Paradise  unblest, 
With  mournful  looks  the  blissful  scenes  Buryey*d« 
And  wander'd  in  the  solitary  shade  ; 
The  Maker  saw,  took  pity,  and  bestow'd 
Woman,  the  last,  the  best,  resery'd  of  God.  Pope,  Jan.  ^May. 
Shouldst  thou  search  the  spacious  world  around. 
Yet  one  good  woman  is  not  to  be  fowi^Pope,Jan.SfMay,^7. 
Heayen  gaye  to  woman  the  peculiar  grace 
To  spin,  to  weep,  and  cully  human  race.  Ih.  Wyh  qfBaik^  160. 
A  woman  will,  or  won't,  depend  on't ; 
If  she  will  she  will,  and  there's  an  end  on't. 

Aaron  Hill,  Epilogue  to  Zara. 
Women  were  made  to  giye  our  eyes  delight ; 
A  female  sloyen  is  an  odious  sight.     Young,  Love  ofEame,  y. 
If  you  resent,  and  wish  a  woman  ill. 
But  turn  her  o'er  one  moment  to  her  will.  Ih.  y.  425. 

A  shameless  woman  is  the  worst  of  men*  Ih.  y.  472. 

One  only  care  your  gentle  breasts  should  moye,— 

Th'  important  business  of  your  life  is  love.     Lord  L^iieUon* 

Seek  to  be  good,  but  aim  not  to  be  great, 

A  woman's  noblest  station  is  retreat ; 

Her  fairest  virtues  fly  from  public  sight.         Lord  I^leUotu 
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WOKAV,  WOXEV— MM^MNMl. 
Whj,  what  a  wHM,  wayward  fhing  is  woman  1 
Even  in  their  best  pursuits  so  loose  of  soul. 
That  every  breath  of  passion  shakes  their  frame. 
And  erery  fancy  tarns  them.  Francis,  Bugmda. 

Charming  woman  ean  tme  converts  make. 

We  lore  the  precepts  for  the  teacher's  sake ; 

Yirtae  in  her  appears  so  bright  and  gay. 

We  hear  with  pleasure,  and  with  pride  obey.  Benj^  FranhUn, 

Says  If  ontagne  to  me,  and  in  her  own  house, 

**  I  do  not  care  tot  jaa  three  skips  of  a  louse." 

I  forgire  it ;  for  women,  howerer  well  bred, 

Will  still  talk  of  that  which  runs  most  in  their  head.  CJ'.Fa. 

And  nature  swears,  the  lovely  dean 

Her  noblest  work  she  classes,  O ; 

Her  [prentice  hand  she  tried  on  man, 

An'  l£en  she  made  the  lasses  O.  BwrnB,  Green  grow  the  Buehee. 

One  moral's  plain — ^without  more  fuss ; 
Man's  social  nappiness  all  rests  on  us  : 
Through  all  the  dramar— whether  damn'd  or  not — 
Love  gilds  the  scene,  and  women  guide  the  plot. 

Sheridan,  Bp.  to  the  BivaU, 
A  tigress  robb'd  of  young,  a  lioness, 
Or  any  interesting  beast  of  prey. 
Are  similes  at  hand  for  the  distress 
Of  ladies  who  cannot  have  their  own  way.  Byron,  D.  J.  v.  132. 

She  was  a  soft  landscape  of  mild  earth. 

Where  all  was  harmony,  and  calm,  and  q[uiet. 

Luxuriant,  budding ;  cneerful  without  mirth. 

Which,  if  not  happiness,  is  much  more  nigh  it 

Than  are  your  mighty  passions.  JByron,  D.  J.  n,  63. 

I've  «een  your  stormy  seas  and  stormy  women. 

And  piiy  lovers  rather  more  than  seamen.  lb.  yi.  53. 

What  a  strange  thing  is  man  1  and  what  a  stranger 

Is  woman  I    What  a  whirlwind  is  her  head. 

And  what  a  whirlpool  full  of  depth  and  danger 

Is  aU  the  rest  about  her  I    Whetiier  wed. 

Or  widow,  maid  or  mother,  she  can  change  her 

Mind  like  the  wind ;  whatever  she  has  said 

Or  done,  is  light  to  what  she'll  say  or  do  ; — 

The  oldest  thmg  on  record,  and  yet  new  I  Byron,  D.  J.  zx.  64. 
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Some  waits ;  some  draw ;  some  fathom  the  abyss 

Of  metaphysics  ;  others  are  content 

With  mnaio ;  the  most  moderate  shine  as  wits, 

While  others  hare  a  genius  tom'd  for  fits.  Byr<n^  DJ'.xii,52* 

And  whether  coldness,  pride,  or  yirtae,  dignify 

A  woman  i  so  she's  good,  what  does  it  signify  ?     lb.  xiy.  B?* 

The  very  first 
Of  human  life  must  spring  from  woman's  breast : 
Your  first  small  words  are  taught  you  from  her  lips  ; 
Tour  first  tears  quench'd  by  her,  and  your  last  sighs 
Too  often  breath^  out  in  a  woman's  hearing, 
When  men  have  shrunk  from  the  iffuoble  care 
Of  watching  the  last  hour  of  him  wno  led  them.  lb.  Sard.  i.  2. 
Oh,  woman  I  in  our  hours  of  ease. 
Uncertain,  coy,  and  hard  to  please, 
Ahd  yariable  as  the  shade 
By  the  li^ht  quiTerin^  aspen  made ; 
When  pam  and  anguish  wring  the  brow, 
A  ministering  angel  thou  I  Scotia  llfarmion. 

Ladies,  like  towns  besieg'd,  for  honour's  sake. 
Will  some  defence,  or  its  appearance,  make.       €ho.  Crabbe. 
The  fair  not  always  view  with  fayouring  eyes 
The  very  yirtuous  or  extremely  wise. 
But,  odd  it  seems,  will  sometimes  rather  take 
Want  with  the  spendthrift,  riot  with  the  rake.  Mou.  Q.  Lamb, 
Nought  can  to  peace  the  busy  female  charm. 
And  if  she  can  t  do  good,  she  must  do  harm.  JETon.  G.  Lamb* 
NoWf  had  not  woman  work'd  our  fall. 
How  many,  who  have  trades,  and  avocations, 
Would  shut  up  shop,  in  these  our  polish'd  nations, 
And  have  no  business  to  transact  at  all  I 
In  such  an  instance,  what,  pray,  would  become 
Of  all  our  reverend  clergy  P 
They  would  be  thought  uncommonly  hum-drum. 
And  banish'd,  in  a  trice. 
Who,  zealously,  for  pay,  should  urge  ye 
Not  to  be  vicious,  if  there  were  no  vice  P 
Again, — ^if  we  should  never  die,  nor  dress, 
But  walk,  immortally  in  nakedness, 
'Twould  be  a  very  losing  game  for  those 
Who  furnish  us  with  fimerals  and  clothes. 
To  sum  the  matter  up,  then,  briefly, 
Losers  through  innocency  would  be,  chiefly,— 
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WOKAV,  WOMXH— MfiftriiMef. 
The  lord  cliief  instice,  undertaken, 
Hatters,  shoe,  boot,  and  breechei  makers ; 
Jack  Ketches,  parsons,  tailors,  proctors, 
Mercers  and  milliners  ^perhaps,  quack  doctors ; 
Hosiers,  and  resnrrection-men, 
Sextons,  the  Bow  Street  officers,  and,  then 
Those  infinitehr  (grander  dmc^s. 
The  big-wigg'a  circoiteering  judges. 

Volmati,  Vagarieit  Two  Parsons. 
Three  things  a  wise  man  will  not  trust. 
The  wind,  the  sunshine  of  an  April  day. 
And  woman's  plighted  faith.    I  nave  beheld 
The  weathercock  wppn  the  Steele  point 
Steady  from  mom  till  eve,  and  I  have  seen 
The  bees  go  forth  upon  an  April  mom, 
Secure  the  sunshine  will  not  end  in  showers ; 
But  when  was  woman  troe  P  Souikey,  Madoe,  n.  23. 

/^  What  will  not  woman,  gentle  woman,  dare. 
When  strong  affection  stirs  her  spirit  up.  lb,  n.  186. 

And  say,  without  our  hopes,  without  our  fears, 
Without  the  home  that  plighted  lore  endears, 
Without  the  smile  from  partial  beauty  won, 
Oh !  what  were  man !— a  world  without  a  2\vi,Camphell,P,H* 

Oh  woman  I  who  from  realms  above. 

Hast  brought  to  earth  the  heaven  of  love. 

Terrestrial  angel,  beautiful  as  pure  I 

No  pains,  no  penalties  dispense 

On  thy  traducers — ^their  offence 

Is  its  own  punishment,  most  sharp  and  sure. 

Soraee  SmiUk^  Lackiymose  WrUers, 
Oh  woman !  whose  form  and  whose  soul 
Are  the  spell  and  the  light  of  each  path  we  pursue ; 
Whether  sunn'd  in  l^e  tropics,  or  cnill'd  at  the  pole, 
If  woman  be  there,  there  is  happiness  too. 

21  Moore,  On  Leaving  Philadelphia. 
My  only  books  were  woman's  looks. 

And  folly's  all  they've  taught  me.  Moore,  The  Time  FveLost. 
Away,  away— you're  all  the  same, 
A  fluttering,  smiUngt  jilting  throng  I 
Oh,  by  my  soul  I  bum  with  shame. 

To  think  I've  been  your  slave  so  long  1  T.  Moore. 

Woman's  grief  is  like  a  summer  storm. 
Short  as  it  is  violent.  Joanna  Batllie,  Basil. 

zz 
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Join  to  a  slender  thj^  a  sjnai's  liead. 

Two  ejet  of  IwimKiilrii,  a  serpent's  tongue. 

The  heart  and  whining  <^  aeroeodiley 

Hie  HnsTsling  of  the  son.  the  moon's  ineonstuicj ; 

To  this  odd  eomponnd  gire  but  hands  and  feet^ 

And  corer  all  with  a  soft  skin,  and  fiur  eomplexionf 

Toall  make  a  perfect  woman.  H.  amUk,  PriMcea  ^Pmrmm^ 

Fairest  and  loTeliest  of  created  things, 

B J  <mr  great  anthor  in  the  image  form'd 

Of  his  celestial  fl^Uvrj,  and  design'd 

To  be  man's  s<Jace.  Mm.  Wiiliam  HerherL 

Tlie  man,  who  sets  his  heart  npon  a  woman. 

Is  a  chameleon,  and  doth  feed  on  air : 

From  air  he  takes  his  cdonis,  holds  his  life — 

Changes  with  erery  wind — ^:rows  lean  or  iat^ 

Bosj  with  hope,  or  ^reen  with  jealonsj. 

Or  pallid  with  despair— jost  as  the  gale 

Yanes  firom  north  to  south — ^from  heat  to  cold. 

Oh,  woman !  woman !  thou  should'st  hare  few  sins 

Of  thine  own  to  answer  for !    Thou  art  the  author 

Of  such  a  book  of  follies  in  a  man. 

That  it  would  need  the  tears  of  all  the  angels 

To  blot  the  record  out  I    Bulwer  LjfWm^  Lady  cfLjfoms^  t.  1. 

Not  for  herself  was  woman  first  create, 

Nor  yet  to  be  man's  idol,  but  his  mate.     Hon.  Mrs,  Noriom. 

Woman  maj  err,  woman  may  give  her  mind 

To  eyil  thoughts,  and  lose  her  pure  estate ; 

But  for  one  woman  who  affronts  her  kind 

By  wicked  passions  and  remorseless  hate, 

A  thousand  make  amends  in  age  and  youth. 

By  heayenly  piiy,  by  sweet  sympathy. 

By  patient  jondness,  by  enduring  truth. 

By  lorei  supremest  in  adrersity.  &  Maekay,  Prauo^  Jfomam. 

Whenever  a  woman  vows  to  lore  you 

In  fortune's  spite ; 

Makes  protestations  that  would  prore  you 

Her  soul's  delight. 

Swears  that  no  other  lore  shall  win  her 

By  passion  stirr'd ; 

Beheve  her  not ;— -the  charming  sinner 

Will  break  her  word.  Ckas,  Mackay,  Scfi  PredkHotu. 

Woman  is  the  lesser  man*  IVnayioa. 
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O  womAn  I  woman  I  thou  primitiye  sedacer, 
That  with  the  aerpent  clubo'd  for  our  damnation  ! 
Man  was  forewam'd,  and  could  haye  stood  his  euile  ; 
But  thou,  the  greater  fiend,  not  being  suspected, 
Finish'd  what  Satan  but  imperfect  drew  1 

Mauniford,  Sueces^flU  8tranger9^ 
Men  hare  many  fiiults  ;  poor  women  hare  but  two : 
There's  nothing  good  thej  saj,  and  nothing  right  they  do. 
Where  is  the  man  who  has  the  power  and  skill     Anonjfmou*. 
To  stem  the  torrent  of  a  woman's  will  P 
For  if  she  will,  she  will,  jou  may  depend  on't, 
And  if  she  won't,  she  won't,  so  there  s  an  end  on't. 

On  a  Fillar  at  Canterbury  {See  Notes  ^  Queri&s,  Ui.  285). 
The  man's  a  fool  who  tries  bj  force  or  skill 
To  stem  the  current  of  a  woman's  will ; 
For  if  she  wHl,  she  will,  you  may  depend  on't. 
And  if  she  won't,  she  won't,  and  there's  an  end  on't. 
WOODMAH.  8eeN,^(l.i.24ff. 

Forth  goes  the  woodman,  leaving  unconccrn'd 
The  cheerful  haunts  of  man  to  wield  the  axe 
And  driye  the  wedge  in  yonder  forest  drear ; 
From  mom  to  eye  his  solitary  task; 
Shaggy,  and  lean,  and  shrew  d,  with  pointed  ears. 
And  tail  cropp'd  short,  half  lurcher  and  half  cur. 
His  dog  attends  him.  Cowper,  Toik^  y.  41. 

WOOniO— «M  Oovrtship. 

'Tis  an  old  lesson  ;  Time  approves  it  true, 

And  those  who  know  it  best,  deplore  it  most ; 

When  all  is  won  that  all  desire  to  woo. 

The  paltry  prize  is  hardly  worth  the  cost : 

Youth  wasted,  minds  degraded,  honour  lost. 

These  are  thy  fruits,  successful  Passion  I  these  I 

If,  kindly  cruel,  early  hope  is  crost, 

StiU  to  tne  last  it  rankles,  a  disease. 

Not  to  be  cur'd  when  love  itself  forgets  to  please. 

Woo  the  fair  one  when  around  Bjfrtm,  Ch,  R.  ii.  36. 

Early  birds  are  singing ; 
/  When  o'er  aU  the  fragrant  ground 

Early  flowers  are  sprmging; 

When  the  brookside,  bank,  and  groye 

All  with  blossoms  laden, 

Shine  with  beauty,  breathe  of  love. 

Woo  the  timid  maiden.  W,  C.  Bryant  (Am.). 

zz  2 
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Few  wofds  weQ  ecmeh'd  do  most  conteiit  the  wise.  JZ.  Grmmw. 

One  dodi  not  kaow 
How  nmeh  an  ID  word  may  empoiMn  liking.  A«J£Ud(0,iii.l. 

Words 
Windj  attoraeys  to  their  dient  woes. 
Airy  sneeaedeis  <^  intestsie  joys. 
Poor  bieatfaing  osators  of  miserieSk 
Let  them  hare  seope :  though  what  they  do  impart 
fidp  nothing  else,  yet  do  they  ease  the  heart   £Sl.  iS.  m.  rr.  ^ 

My  wordi  fly  up,  my  thongfats  remain  below: 

Words,  without  thoughts,  nerer  to  hearen  go.  8k,  Mam.  m.  3. 

Words  are  words ;  I  nerer  yet  did  hear. 
Thai  the  bmis'd  heart  was  pierced  through  the  ear.  A.  OOLiJ^. 

Men  do  foolert  when  they  finest  speak.  8am,  BamUL 

Words  are  the  soul's  ambassadors,  that  go 

Abroad  upon  her  errands,  to  and  £n> ; 

They  are  the  s<^e  expounders  of  the  mind. 

And  correspondence  Keep  'twixt  all  mankind.  Jamm  SawtiL 

Words  beget  anger :  anger  brings  forth  blows ; 
Blows  makes  of  dearest  friends  immortal  foes. 

Serriek,  Re^.  486. 
Apt  words  haye  power  to  'suage 
The  tumours  or  a  troubled  mind. 
And  are  as  balm  to  fester'd  wounds.      MtUom,  Sam.  Ag,  186. 

Words  are  but  pictures,  true  or  false  desirai'd. 

To  draw  the  lines  and  features  of  the  mind ; 

The  characters  and  artificial  dnnmhts, 

T*  express  the  inward  images  of  tnou^hts  ; 

And  artists  say  a  picture  may  be  good. 

Although  the  monl  be  not  understood ; 

Whence  some  infer  they  may  admire  a  st^le. 

Though  all  the  rest  be  e'er  so  mean  and  yile ; 

Applaud  th'  outsides  of  words,  but  nerer  mind 

With  what  fantastic  tawdry  they  are  lin'd.       BtttUr^  Sat.  1. 

What  you  keep  by  you,  you  may  change  and  mend ; 
But  words  once  spoke  can  neyer  be  recalled. 

Boscommon,  Art  i^Poatry. 
Men  eyer  had,  and  eyer  will  haye,  leaye 
To  coin  new  words  well  suited  to  the  age. 
Words  are  like  leayes,  some  wither  every  year. 
And  eyery  year  a  younger  race  succeeds.    lb.  Art  <^  Poetry 
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Soft  words,  with  nothing  in  them,  make  a  song. 

Waller,  to  Mr.  Oreeck. 
Where  do  the  words  of  Greece  and  Borne  excel, 
Tliat  Enjirjand  may  not  please  the  ear  as  wellP 
"What  mighty  magic's  in  the  place  or  air, 
That  all  perfection  needs  must  centre  there  P 

Churchill,  Eoseiad,  201. 
Words  are  things  ;  and  a  small  drop  of  ink, 
Falling  like  dew  upon  a  thought,  produces 
That  which  makes  thousands,  perhaps  millions,  think. 
Thy  words  had  such  a  melting  flow,  Bsfron,  D.  J. 

And  spoke  of  truth  so  sweetly  well, 
They  oropp'd,  like  heaven's  serenes t  snow. 
And  all  was  brightness  where  they  fell !  Thos.  Moore* 

WORBSWOBTH. 

Pedlars,  and  boats,  and  waggons  !  Oh  ye  shades 

Of  Pope  and  Dryden,  are  we  come  to  tnis  P 

That  trash  of  each  sort  not  alone  evades 

Contempt,  but  from  the  bathos'  vast  abyss 

Floats  scum-like  uppermost,  and  these  Jack  CadeSi 

Of  sense  and  song  aoove  your  graves  may  hiss— 

The  *  Little  Boatman,'  and  his  *  Peter  Bell/ 

Can  sneer  at  him  who  drew  *  AchitopheL'  Byron,  D.  t7Iiii.ll6. 

W0&K8. 

If  faith  produce  no  works,  I  see 

That  faith  is  not  a  living  tree. 

Thus  faith  and  works  together  grow, 

"No  separate  life  they  e'er  can  know  : 

They're  soul  and  body,  hand  and  heart  ;— 

What  God  hath  join'd,  let  no  man  part.  Hannah  More. 

WOBLD^aee  Age,  Time. 

Why,  then,  the  world's  mine  oyster. 

Which  I  with  sword  will  open.  8h,  Mer.  W,  ii.  2. 

I  hold  the  world  but  as  the  world,  Gratiano ; 

A  stage,  where  every  man  must  play  a  part. 

And  mine  a  sad  one.  8h,  M,  of  Ten,  i.  1, 

You  have  too  much  respect  upon  the  world : 

They  lose  it,  that  do  buy  it  with  much  care.  Sh,  As  Y,L.  1. 1. 

O,  how  full  of  briars  is  this  working-day  world !         JJ.  i.  3. 

Oh,  what  a  world  is  this,  when  what  is  comely. 
Envenoms  him  that  beara  it !  8h.  As  Y,  L»  ii.  3. 

z  z  3 
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VrCIRLD^contmued. 

Thou  seest,  we  are  not  all  alone  nnliappj : 

This  wide  and  universal  theatre 

Presents  more  woeAil  pageants  than  the  scene 

Wherein  we  play  it.  Sk,  Am  Y.  L.  ji.  7« 

This  earthly  world  \  where  to  do  harm 

Is  often  laudabl'e ;  to  do  good,  sometimes 

Accounted  dangerous  folly.  8h.  Macb.  i\    2. 

How  weary,  stale,  flat,  and  unprofitable 

Seem  to  me  aU  the  uses  of  this  world ! 

Fie  on't !  oh,  fie !  it  is  an  un weeded  garden, 

That  grows  to  seed ;  things  rank,  and  gross  in  nature, 

Possess  it  merely.  8k,  Mam.  x.  2, 

The  world  contains 
Princes  for  arms,  and  counsellors  for  brains. 
Lawyers  for  tongues,  divines  for  hearts,  and  more, 
The  rich  for  stomachs,  and  for  backs  the  poor  ; 
The  officers  for  hands,  merchants  for  feet. 
By  which  remote  and  distant  countries  meet.  ponne. 

There  was  an  ancient  sage  philosopher. 
That  had  read  Alexander  Boss  over, 
And  swore  the  world,  as  he  could  proye* 
Was  made  of  fighting  and  of  love.  Butler,  Sud.  i.  2. 1. 

The  world's  a  wood,  in  which  all  lose  their  way. 
Though  by  a  different  path  each  goes  astray.      Buckingham^ 
Like  pilgrims  to  th'  apnointed  place  we  tend ; 
The  world's  an  inn,  ana  death  the  journey's  end. 
E'en  kings  but  play ;  and  when  their  part  is  done. 
Some  other,  worse  or  better,  mounts  the  throne. 

Dryden,  Palamon  and  Arcite,  ill.  897. 
Truth,  modesty,  and  shame,  the  world  forsook. 
Fraud,  avarice,  and  force  their  places  took.  Dryde/u 

What  is  this  world  ? — A  term  which  men  have  got. 
To  signify  not  one  in  ten  knows  what ; 
A  term,  which  with  no  more  precision  passes 
To  point  out  herds  of  men  than  herds  of  asses ; 
In  common  use  no  more  it  means,  we  find, 
Than  many  fools  in  same  opinions  joined.  Churohill,  NL  353. 
What  is  this  world  P    Thy  school,  O  misery  ! 
Our  only  lesson  is  to  learn  to  suffer, 
And  he  who  knows  not  that,  was  born  for  nothing. 

Young,  Bevenge,  2.  i. 
Let  not  the  oooings  of  the  world  allure  thee ; 
Which  of  her  lovers  ever  found  her  true?  Young, N»  2'.viii.l2r2, 
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WOBLD — continued. 
The  world  is  a  well-fumish'd  table, 
Whore  guests  are  promiscuously  set : 
Where  all  fare  as  well  as  they're  able, 

And  scramble  for  what  they  can  get.  Bicker  staff. 

The  world  is  a  bundle  of  hay, 
Mankind  are  the  asses  who  pull ; 
Each  tugs  it  a  different  way, 

And  the  greatest  of  all  is  John  Bull.  Byron,  Ej>igram* 

How  beautiful  is  all  this  visible  world  ! 
How  glorious  in  its  action  and  itself ! 
But  we,  who  name  ourselves  its  sovereigns,  we, 
Half  dust,  half  deity,  alike  unfit 
To  sink  or  soar,  with  our  mix'd  essence  make 
A  couflict  of  its  elements,  and  breathe 
A  breath  of  degradation  and  of  pride. 
Contending  with  low  wants  and  lofty  will, 
Till  our  mortality  predominates. 
And  men  are — what  they  name  not  to  themselves, 
And  trust  not  to  each  other.  Byron,  Manfred,  i.  2. 

Well — well,  the  world  must  turn  upon  its  axis. 

And  all  mankind  turn  with  it,  heads  or  tails, 

And  live  and  die,  make  love  and  nav  the  taxes. 

And  as  the  veering  wind  shifts,  shift  our  sails ; 

The  king  commands  us,  and  the  doctor  quacks  us. 

The  priest  instructs,  and  so  our  life  exhales, 

A  little  breath,  love,  wine,  ambition,  fame, 

Fighting,  devotion,  dust, — perhaps  a  name.    Byron,  D.  J.  ii.  4. 

This  same  world  of  ours  ; 
*Tis  but  a  pool  amid  a  storm  of  rain, 
And  we  the  air  bladders  that  course  up  and  down, 
And  joust  and  tilt  in  every  tournament ; 
And  when  one  bubble  runs  foul  of  another. 
The  weaker  needs  must  break.  S,  T.  Oderidt^e. 

This  world  is  all  a  fleeting  show. 
For  man's  illusion  given ; 
The  smiles  of  joy,  the  tears  of  woe, 
Deceitful  shine,  deceitful  flow — 
There's  nothing  true  but  Heaven. 

21  MwyrCy  The  World  is  all  a  Fleeting  Sko'O 

'Tis  a  very  good  world  that  we  live  in, 

To  lend,  or  to  spend,  or  to  give  Ln, 

But  to  beg,  or  to  borrow,  or  get  a  man's  own, 

'Tis  the  very  worst  world  that  ever  was  known.        Old  Son(f. 
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WOBLB  — eofi  iinued, 

O  world  I  BO  few  tlie  years  we  lire. 

Would  that  the  life  which  thou  dost  gire 

Were  life  indeed ! 

Alaa !  thy  sorrows  fall  so  fast, 

Our  happiest  hour  is  when  at  last 

The  soul  is  freed.  LongfelloWt  Trajulatioiu. 

The  world  is  just  as  hollow  as  an  egg-shell, 

It  is  a  surface  not  a  solid,  round  ; 

And  all  this  hoasted  knowledge  of  the  world 

To  me  seems  but  to  mean  acquaintance  with 

Low  things^  or  evil,  or  indifferent.  Bailey,  Futui. 

WORKS. 

A  man  may  fish  with  a  worm  that  hath  eat  of  a  king. 

8k.  Uam,  it.  3. 
WORSHIP^fM  Devotion,  Prayer. 

First  worship  God ;  he  that  forgets  to  pray. 

Bids  not  himself  good-morrow,  nor  good-day.    T,  Randolph, 
WORTH,  WORTHniESS— «e«  Courage,  Xisory,  Povertj. 

Worth  makes  the  man,  and  want  of  it  the  fellow ; 

The  rest  is  all  but  leather  or  prunella.     Pope,  E,  AT.  ly.  203. 

To  hide  true  worth  from  public  view, 

Is  burying  diamonds  in  their  mine  ; 

All  is  not  gold  that  shines,  'tis  true : 

But  all  that  is  gold— ought  to  shine.  8,  Bishop. 

WSLhTR^te€  Anger,  Passion,  Bage. 

Come  not  within  the  measure  of  my  wrath.   8h,  J\oo  G.  y.  4. 
WRETCH. 

A  needy,  hollow-eyed,  sharp -looking  wretch, 

A  living  dead  man.  8k,  Com,  ofEr,  y.  1. 

WRINKLES— »M  Ago. 

Fled  are  the  charms  that  grac'd  that  ivory  brow. 

Where  smil'd  a  dimple,  gapes  a  wrinkle  now. 

BoheH  Treat  Paine  {Am.). 

WRITERS,  WRTnSQ—see  Authorship,  Critioiim,  Poetry. 

Sound  judgment  is  the  ^ound  of  writing  well. 

And  when  philosophy  directs  your  choice, 

To  proper  subjects  richly  understood, 

Words  from  the  pen  win  naturally  flow. 

Roscommon,fl'om  H6r€u^, 

'Tis  hard  to  say,  if  greater  want  of  skill 

Appear  in  writing  or  in  judging  ill.  Pope,  E,  C.  1. 

You  write  with  ease  to  show  your  breeding, 

But  easy  writing's  curs'd  hard  reading.  Sheridan,  Clio's  Prot, 
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TKABfl    m  nnM. 

Jmnping  o'er  tune, 

Taming  the  acoomplishmente  oimany  yean 

Into  an  hoar-glasB.  Sk.  Hen.  r.  1. 1,  CJkanu. 

Years  following  years,  steal  something  every  day  ; 

At  last  they  steal  us  from  onrselyes  away. 

Pop#,  fmU.  qfHor.  2.  ii.  72. 
Years  steal 

Fire  from  the  mind,  as  yiffoor  from  the  limb  ; 

And  life's  enchanted  cap  but  sparkles  near  the  brim. 

Bvron,  Ch,  H.  III.  8. 
TBOUXV. 

And  yon,  good  yeomen. 

Whose  limbs  were  made  in  England,  show  as  here 

The  mettlt.  of  yoar  pasture ;  let  us  swear 

That  you  are  worth  your  breeding ;  which  I  doubt  not ; 

For  there  is  none  oi  you  so  mean  and  base. 

That  hath  not  noble  mstre  in  your  eyes.      8h,  Hen,  v,  iii.  1. 
YB8  AHD  NO. 

Yes,  I  answered  you  last  night ; 

No,  this  morning,  sir,  I  say : 

Colours  seen  by  candle-light 

Will  not  look  the  same  by  day. 
^^  Elizweth  BarreU  Browning,  Lady*s  Tee, 

TEW-TBXE. 

Cheerless,  unsocial  plant  I  that  loyes  to  dwell 

'Midst  skulls  and  coffins,  epitaphs  and  worms : 

Where  light-heerd  ghosts,  and  yisionary  shades, 

Beneath  we  wan  cold  moon  (as  fame  reports) 

Embodied,  thick,  perform  their  mystic  rounds. 

No  other  merriment,  dull  tree !  is  thine.     Blair,  Ortwe,  22. 
YOVTR—eei  Am,  Childhood,  Disparity,  Sdusation,  Flogging,  Homo. 
For  youth  no  less  becomes 

The  light  and  careless  liyery  that  it  wears. 

Than  settled  age  his  sables,  and  his  weeds 

Importing  health  and  grayeness.  Sk.  Ham*  ly.  7. 

That  age  is  best  which  is  the  first. 

When  jouth  and  blood  are  warmer ; 

But,  being  spent,  the  worse,  and  worst 

Times  still  succeed  the  former. 

Then  be  not  coy,  but  use  your  time  ; 

And  while  ye  may,  go  marry : 

For,  haying  lost  but  once  your  prime. 

You  may  for  eyer  tarry.  Herrichy  Amaior$f  Odes,  03. 
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YOUTH— «M^wMMi. 

How  small  a  part  of  time  they  share, 

Iliat  are  so  wondroas  sweet  and  fair.  Waller,  Go,  lotfdg  Bom. 

Intemperate  youth,  by  sad  experience  fotmd. 

Ends  m  an  age  imperfect  and  unsound.        Sir  Jmo.  Denkam. 

Something;  of  youth  I  in  old  age  approve ; 

But  more  the  marks  of  a^e  in  youth  I  lore. 

Who  this  obserres  may  m  his  body  find 

Decrepit  age,  but  never  in  his  mind.  Sir  Jno.  DenAamm 

Grief  seldom  join'd  with  youthful  bloom  is  seen ; 

Can  sorrow  be  where  Imowledge  scarce  has  been  ? 

Howard,  Indian  Queen, 
We  think  our  fathers  fools,  so  wise  we  grow ; 
Our  wiser  sons,  no  doubt,  will  think  us  so.    Pope,  E,  C.  438. 
Fair  laughs  the  mom,  and  soft  the  zephyr  blows. 
While  proudly  riding  o*er  the  azure  realm 
In  gallant  trim  the  gilded  vessel  goes. 
Youth  on  tiie  prow,  and  Pleasure  at  tiie  hehn ; 
Begardless  of  the  sweeping  whirlwind's  sway, 
That,  hush'd  in  giim  repose,  expects  his  evening  prey. 

Chray,  Bard,  II.  2. 
The  charms  of  youth  at  once  are  seen  and  past ; 
And  Nature  says,  "  They  are  too  sweet  to  last." 
So  blooms  the  rose,  and  so  the  blushing  maid ; 
Be  gay :  too  soon  the  flowers  of  Spring  will  fade.  Sir  W.  Jonee. 

Be  it  a  weakness,  it  deserves  some  pndse. 
We  love  the  play-place  of  our  early  days. 
The  scene  is  touchmg,  and  the  hefu*t  is  stone. 
That  feels  not  at  that  sight,  and  feels  at  none. 

Oh  I  the  joy  Cowper,  Tirocinium,  296. 

Of  young  ideas  painted  on  the  mind. 
In  the  warm  glowing  colours  fancy  spreads 
On  objects  not  yet  Imown,  when  ail  is  new. 
And  all  is  lovely.  Sannah  More,  David  and  GoUah, 

I  can  remember,  with  unsteady  feet, 
Tottering  from  room  to  room,  and  fijidin|^  pleasure 
In  flowers,  and  toys,  and  sweetmeats,  thmgs  which  long 
Have  lost  their  power  to  please ;  which  when  I  see  them, 
Baise  only  now  a  melancholy  wish, 
I  were  the  little  trifler  once  again    . 

Who  could  be  pleas'd  so  lighUy«  Souiiey,  Tkalaba. 

What  is  youth  P — a  dancing  billow. 
Winds  behind,  and  rocks  before !  Wordewortk, 
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YOUTH— MMfiipiMMi. 

Ah  who,  when  fkding  of  itself  awaj, 
Would  doad  the  smiBhine  of  his  httle  day ! 
T^'ow  is  the  May  of  life.    Careering  round, 
J07  wings  his  feet,  joys  lift  him  fiom  the  ground  ! 

Sogers,  Human  lAfe. 
Let  them  exult!  their  laugh  and  song 
Are  rarely  Imown  to  last  too  long ; 
Why  should  we  striye,  with  eynio  frown, 
To  knock  their  fairy  castles  down.  JSliza  Cooh^ 

IdYe  that  thjT  young  and  glowing  breast 
Can  think  of  death  without  a  sigh. 
And  be  assured  that  life  is  best 

Which  finds  us  least  afraid  to  die.  Eliza  Cook. 

There  is  nothing  can  equal  the  tender  hours 
When  life  is  first  in  bloom^ 
When  the  heart  like  a  bee,  in  a  wild  of  flowers. 
Finds  eyerywhere  perfume ; 
When  the  present  is  all  and  it  questions  not 
If  those  flowers  shall  pass  away, 
But  pleas'd  with  its  own  delightful  lot. 
Dreams  neyer  of  decay.  JfiSL 


ZIAL,  ZSAL0T8--M#  Bigotry,  Ftith,  Mats. 
Zeal  and  duty  are  not  slow ; 
But  on  occasion's  forelock  watchful  wait.  2iiiUon,P.B.  iii.l72. 

His  seal 
None  seconded,  as  out  of  season  judg'd. 
Or  singular  and  rash.  Milton,  P.  L,  y.  840. 

No  seared  conscience  is  so  fell 
As  that,  which  has  been  bum'd  with  zeal ; 
For  Christian  chanty's  as  well 
A  great  impediment  to  zeal. 
As  zeal's  a  pestilent  disease 

To  Christian  charity  and  peace.  Butler,  IGse.  ThoughU. 

Easy  still  it  prores,  in  fieustious  times,       ^f/^    c^ 
Wiui  public  zeal  to  cancel  priyate  crimes.        *  ^    " 

JDrydent  Absalom  atid  Aahitophel,  i.  180. 
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